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by fast manners and gorgeous dresses, and the result is that you are a bit vulgar 
‘** Cruel to be kind,” interjected the sage—‘‘ and don’t you think you’re getting old yourself ? 
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AN INTRODUCTION. 


WISE and Witty One was deeply engrossed with his new number, so he did not hear the slight tap 
that preceded the entrance of a magnificently-attired young lady into his mysterious sanctum. 
The lady was so beautifully dressed, and so prettily made up, that the Office Boy was quite 
mashed, and, trusting to her statement that she omce knew Fun very well, he allowed her to pass 
into the presence. But the Sage-Humourist did not recognise her. 
‘*I am Pantomime,” she said, timidly. 
** Dear, dear! so you are!” cried the Comic-Eruditist. 
since we had anything to do with each other, you know.” 
‘*You think me, changed, then?” said Pantomime, anxiously. 
replied Mr. FUN, looking at her thoughtfully. ‘* You’re such a tremendous swell, you see; then you're 
merry as you used to be; you're sad, and dull, and there’s a sort of—er—well, music hall air about you 


** Excuse my forgetfulness, but it’s years 


— 


Pe) 


there! 


not‘ half so sprightly an 
I tell you what it is, miss—you’re getting old, that’s what’s the matter, and you're trying to make up for lost attractions 


—‘*I think you’re very cruel,” remonstrated 

Are you quile as funny as 
I shall never grow old, my dear ; and, as for funny, look here,” and he raised a paper upon which he had 
oke, at which even sad-browed Pantomime burst into hearty laughter. ** And,” he continued, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE PRINCESS’S.—Of course Mr. 
H. A. Jones, being the sole author 
of The Silver King, has a right to 
take it as a source of inspiration 
for a new play if he likes; Zhe 
Lights o’ London is a different pair 
of shoes, however, unless — of 
course, why didn’t I think of it 
before ?—he is part author of that 
also. Anyway, the “‘new” play, 
The Noble Vagabond, could hardly 
have seen the light without the 
pre-existence of the other two, I 
should say—and perhaps no irre- 
parable loss either. 





Some people are quite excited 
about it, and, with fond emphasis 
declare it to be the strongest play 
produced for years. Pooh! It 
has one strong, and, as far as I 
know, original situation; but 
apart from that it is a surprisingly 
ill-constructed, clumsy, poorly- 








Tag Paincess's.~A Movet ActRES® — written resurrection of old melo- 

dramatic characters and expedients 
down to the poor and pitiful front cloth, before which uninteresting 
matters drag forth their weary length, while carpenters do busily employ 
themselves with a heavy set. It is Mr. George Barrett’s dismal fate to 


pass most of his time before these cloths, paying out funereal humour as 
a sort of second-hand Jarvis—he has hardly any ‘‘show” in the big 
scenes. a 

Tue scene is laid inthe country, but no substantial advantage is taken 
of the circumstance, except to give a representation of a country fair, 
which is very well done—particularly in respect to the noise, which 
effectually prevents any of the dialogue being overheard—but it hardly 
seems worth all the trouble. Miss Dorothy Dene has a trying part to 
play, but perhaps some day (when she has almost forgotten that she 
ever sat as a model to Sir Frederick Leighton, and ceases to ‘* drape” 
herself as if she might be called upon to do so again at any moment) 
she will be able to play it; meantime, she makes a very fair ‘‘try.” It 
is only the heavy parts in which she lacks gradation and variety, that 
have the best of her. The love scene in the park was very prettily and 
truthfully done, 





SVEKYBODY knows how Mr, Charles Warner would play the virtuous, 
wronged and chivalrous hero—and—well—that’s how he playsit. He 
contributed one flash of amusement to a dull evening by lingering long 
and fondly before the curtain when answering a call, and it was sheer 
ingratitude on the part of that god or pittite who requested him not to 
** be soconceited.” Mr, Cartwright acted with firmness and conspicuous 
clearheadedness as the villain, and Miss Annie Hughes danced some 
steps of the Highland Hling with a pleasant show of understanding—I 
may say, of /wo understandings, 








Tue Pinca or WaLgs’s.—ALICE® A-LIS-TENING. 
. ‘) F Igy ' » ; a — E ; 
, : * ] ~n F i W Al ES -—There is only one play in London for j 
children, and this is it. Long have kindly people clung » ide 
that . , bs ave Inaly people ¢ ung to the idea 
as panvomime was jmeant for the youngsters, and long have they 





striven to persuade themselves that the small fry thoroughly enjoy and 
appreciate the “‘la-di-da brigade,” allusions to keyholes, and the spil- 
ling of milk, and all the usual ‘‘ music hall turn” humour generally ; 
but the idea was really exploded long ago, and I should think A/ice in the 
Wonderland would give it its 
quietus, and leave pantomime to 
the ‘*grown-ups” it is more or 
less fit for. 


Mr, SAVILE CLARKE has done 
his work with reverence ; as with 
the book, the play contains no 
consecutive story, but there is 
plenty of consecutive fun, and the 
quaint fancies and delightful 
humour of the stories (for Zhrough 











the Looking Glass forms the 
second act) keep the little ones F 
to whom they are new in con- a 
stant laughter, and those to whom bis 
they are old friends in constant 
delight of recognition, Miss c 
Phcebe Carlo is just the Alice Free 
of our hearts—she seemed a bit nai 
nervous at the first perform- see 
ance, which perhaps accounted na 
for her singing being rather thin ; ~~ 
but she is just the bright-eyed, tale 
smooth - haired, sweet - spirited 
little lassie we have dreamt of; THE GaleTy.—BAck FROM A CRUISE. ( 
sorely tried in her common-sense , sian 
by the fatuously ‘‘superior” argumentative powers of the queer twe 
creatures about her, and ready for a romp at any moment. Mr, Clarke set 
has given the play a purely poetic, but (in an acting sense) extremely bine 
dangerous finale. The little actress is equal to it, however, and the aan 
dreamy wonder of the child’s face as the curtain descends is as charming ae 
and pretty as can be, and soon finds out one’s weak places, nah 
THE other children of the cast are excellent too. Master Edgai 
Norton’s Hare is capitally played, so are the four parts in charge of cat 
Masters Charles and Stephen Adeson ; but little Miss Dorothy D’Alcourt at 
carried off the palm for a delightfully unconscious performance of the of: 
Dormouse. The Oyster episode is too long and clumsy, but some of the mc 
child-acting is very quaint. The children are assisted by Messrs. pri 
Sydney Harcourt, W. Chessman, C. Bowland, H. H. H. Cameron, John 
Ettinson, and the Rosa Troupe. Mr. Harcourt’s Hatter is very funny. | 
pu 
THe Gairty.—As a triumphant instance of author-smothering, he 
Monte Cristo, Fr., would bear off the palm in all the ages, I should say, liv 
In the absence of a printed book, and the presence of a large pruning, thi 
it is difficult to say what ‘* Richard Henry’s” work is really worth. for 
The few lines that remain are very funny, most of the ‘‘ notions” th 
are clever and pointed, and, with the construction, are of an order vastly sa 
superior to the usual burlesque run. But the “‘ putting on” smothers it. th 
Ir is all very well to have a strong cast and a magnificent mounting (and 
anybody whose purse is long can accomplish these things), but where : 


the managerial genius, tact, or whatever you like to call it, comes in, is in 
the successful endeavour to combine these with an interesting or amusing 

play. Otherwise, your stage carpenter and dresser force you to cut P| 
down your dialogue to vanishing point, and your strong cast has to be 
allowed to introduce its various ‘‘ specialities,” so that, after the first 
act (where the author, for the sake of explanation, &c., is allowed some 





i r 6 Ps . 
ad absurdum upon which there is no necessity to enlarge. NESTOR. 





of his own way) the show becomes a mixture of music hall turns and a = 
milliner’s shop—all very well for those who like it, but why call ita 
play, or employ the harmless, unnecessary author ? . 
APAkT from the absence of an understandable story (to those who don’t 
know the book) the show is certainly a magnificent one. Mr. Percy : 
Anderson has revelled in a period exceptional in its richness of sugges- ‘ 
tion, and seems to have done nearly everything there is to be done with 
it. The scenery is of a character never dreamt of in the old days of . 
burlesque—the Chateau D’If is particularly fine, 
Miss N@LLy FARREN and Mr, Fred Leslie are the life and soul ; 
of the entertainment, with a good seconding (or is it thirding) from Mr, r 


E, J. Lonnen. Somebody is pretending to think that the lady has ‘ 
some real tragic power, because she was so much in earnest at the end 
of the second act ; this is funnier than anything either she or Leslie (who 
is @ constant source of amusement) do all the evening. If there is any- 
thing at all in the notion, it only proves that, so far from being a lost 
melodramatic actress, Miss Farren is a failure in burlesque—a reductio 























& 


JANUARY 5, 1887. HUN. 


KNIOKNAOKS. Overhead Wires. 


Ir was at a fancy fair, held ostensibly for the purpose of supplying (By THEIR DESTROYER.) 


the cannibals of Hayti with pepper-castors and toothbrushes, that the a ma i 
pretty little stall-keeper, Miss Millie AHA! said the snow, 

Sparkins, said to young Lord Gour- ** Now forth I'll go, 

mandby, ‘* Now, Peter, dear boy, you And cover the land with a heavy white pall ; 

must really buy this beautiful pin- And as I pass through 

cushion !—it’s only ten guineas—a mere _ Great damage I'll do, 

trifle, you know, to you.” “I beg And I'll hinder the traffic wherever I fall. 

pardon, Miss Millie,” replied Lord Through roofs will I soak, 

Gourmandby, ‘‘ doosid sorry; but ’pon ’ And I'll cover poor folk, 

my soul I can’t afford it. You know I Whom Fatein the meanest of raiment attires ; 

am the prodigal son.” ‘* Gracious good- But my best chance of sport 


ness ! Peter,” ejaculated the snappy little Of the damaging sort, 
beauty, arching her eyebrows, ‘*‘ who'd Is my havoc of overhead telegraph wires, 














have thought it ? Why, I should have ‘Very often ere this, 
uessed you more like the /fatted ca/y. ave those wi ¥ 
But we ive and learn. Ta oy Peter ; Be ve 1 eo tt to fells tn 
pte oc ee 7 we . ? pad ecause . —- t fit to indulge in a storm ; 
on OOK SO uncnaritabdile : oO try nd many a ‘row 
magnanimous Christian!” Has there been before now, 
Sincernaes ; ‘Cause authorities calmly refuse to reform. 
Out of 645 samples of wine analysed recently in Paris, 450 were de- They well know that I, 
clared to be adulterated to an injurious extent—to an extent that When a chance I espy, 
would bring fine old port from the logwood, and rich brown sherry from On the telegraph-posts wreak my fiercest desires ; 
the laboratory, almost under the category of innocuous beverages. The Yet, of course, they refuse 
next time the Germans enter Paris, they may find there is death in the To alter their views, 
srg bowl, unless things are altered before the forthcoming war And continue to put up those overhead wires. 
takes piace, 
pa a **T not only prevent 
Ong Mr. George Shelling, known as the *‘ King of the Tramps,” was — may a's |i sed nae ro | 7 
recently detained on a charge of vagrancy. His majesty was wearing ” ey opr sno ) . ‘i ave Seapy eS 5 
twelve coats, thirty pairs of stockings, and twelve yards of carpet tied Pe P ae oak — 
round his body at the time of his arrest. About a hundred yards of ee pirat ng 4 on were ser sic 
boot-laces had to be unknotted, cut and unravelled before this eccentric es "er haan hale ~: most apt. 
monarch’s garb could be removed, and, this labour performed, it became Th es y Mist a — 
obvious that the potentate, like many other distinguished men, regarded i h sR ms ae ” - ys bal 
water for ablutionary purposes as a ridiculous luxury not to be thought of. hasmuch as Kectapedom to Sense Ne er aspires ;) 
. Can continue to be 
‘‘I seg your horse is lame, Barney,” said an inspector to a Dublin , _ 4 destroyer, you see, —— 
Of miles of these overhead telegraph wires. 


carman. ‘‘ Lame, your honour,” replied Barney, ‘‘no sich thing, divil 
a bit, the boy’s roight enough, begorra! But when he’s in the prisence 
of a great man he always thrimbles at the knees, and his gait becomes 
moighty onsartin. It’s onpossible for him to stand upright in the sa agal dl stall eb Aad Wi 

prisence of a great man, bedad !” oh) agp et NS 


It seems from all accounts that the air of Baltimore, U.S.A., is so 
pure and invigorating that if an inhabitant does not live to a hundred 
years it is his, or her, fault—accidents barred, of course. Some folk 
live to such an age that they actually commit suicide simply because 
they become afflicted with e#nuz and pine for a change. Baltimore 
forms a happy contrast to Panama, which is such an unhealthy locality 
that acquaintances greet each other on meeting with the lugubrious 
salutation, ‘‘ What, not dead yet? So glad!’ Panama, we believe, is 
the only place in the world where second-hand coffins may be obtained, 








Mr. W, K. VANDERBILT hopes to acclimatise English pheasants in 
the States. He has imported a number from the Prince of Wales’s 
coverts, We trust that W. K. V. is not so wicked as some of his 
countrymen, who have a degraded, morbid fenchant for boiling 
pheasants. Yes, deliberately and with malice aforethought boiling ’em! 


It is estimated that about four hundred people are annually killed or 
badly wounded in the United States by the accidental discharge of fire- 
arms. The terrible toy-pistol knocks out about two-thirds of the 
number. Even the hardest-shelled mothers-in-law are not proof against 
the horrid weapon. Pe 

A FEW weeks back a manufacturer received an order for ‘‘ charity” 
blankets, specifying the prices, which were extremely low, of course. 
The order concluded with the following words, ‘‘ You may make them 
of any kind of wool, and use as little of it as you please.” Oh, chilly, 
chilly charity ! 


AN elderly woman, who turned up her eyes in an appalling manner, 
was charged, a few days back, with being on a very severe ‘‘ bender,” 
and challenging the mob to fight. ‘‘ Has she been here before ?” asked 
the magistrate. ‘‘ Fifteen times, yer washup,” replied a constable. 
‘* This is an awful world!” ejaculated the prisoner ; ‘‘ nine times only, 
as I’m a living beauty.” ‘Seven shillings and sixpence, or ten days,” 
said the magistrate. ‘‘It will be very unfortnit if we are all in the yspoott _ 
same position on the last day,” said the defendant. ‘‘ At the same time, Cramsuddy riding in the Park yesterday. _ 

I wanted a check in my giddy kayreer, and I’ve got it. Saints bless Mr. Spurriter (to Mr. Berryspootte).—** Riding, my dear fellow 
you, beaky! Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye.” being carried about by a horse, you mean, 





A DE-RIDER. 
Mr. Berryspootte (to Mr. Spurriter).— By-the-bye, I saw Mr, 
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ARRIVAL OF SUB-LIEUTENANT DE GAITERS AT PORTSMOUTH. 
Critical Tar No. 1.—** WHAT D’YE THINK A CRANKY CUTTER LIKE THAT WANTS A-SAILIN’ ABOUT ’ERE, OLD BARKY?” 
Critical Tar No, 2.—“ UGH! A Cranky Crart, Tom; BuT I’LL BRT A LEVEL OUNCE OF CAVENDISH IT’s A YOUNG HOFFICER 


AS HEV JUST BREEN GAZZETURED TO THE 'ORSE MARINES.” 
C. 7. No. 1.—* Wevi, 1F I was ‘mm I’p TAKe THEM CANVAS COLLARS HORF OF MY TROTTERS AFORE I REPORTED MYSELF. 


A-FLAUNTIN’ OF ’EM BELOW LOOKS AS IF HE WAS OUT ON THE SPREE. 


BARKY, SURE AS THERE’s Oysters tn Cape Cop Bay.” 


IF HE AIN'T CAREFUL HE’LL COME A-MUCKER, OLD 








A Cheerful Companion to the 





Oalendar, 
Janvary—(First HALr.) 


ist, Be sure, on January one, 
eo eneny oe 


find the fun 
Was mild oeit & belt 


2nd. The next day’s Sunday, which you'll 


spend 
Howe’er think most proper ; 
To hunt, of course, you don’t intend, 


So need not fear a cropper. 


3rd. To-day a potter “* went to pot,” 
That is, Josiah Wedgewood died ; 
If of his wares you've got a lot, 
Take care you don't get “cracked” | 


with pride. 
4th, Sir Isaac Newton chose this day 
As fitting for his birth— 
A fact which, if you will, may 
Reged as food for i 


5th. The Duke of York died on this day, 
In eighteen twenty-seven, 
And quite forgot his debts to pay 
he went to heaven. 


Old Christmas Day. Don’t mind though | 
some 


a 


May call your conduct loose, 


If you invite your friends to come 


And “‘ finish up your goose.” 


7th. This is the day of ‘‘ Boz’s” birth, 


8th. Remember, if 


Who, very shortly after 
Declared himself the child of mirth, 
And fill’d the world with laughter. 


ur plans are laid 
To set your house on fire, 

That all insurances you’ve made 
Will on this day expire. 


oth. His Majesty Napoleon Three, 


By grace of coup d état, 
The ghost this day gave up ; some say— 
** And then too late by far!” 


toth. Archbishop Laud was killed to-day— 


Why, you may learn without much 
reading ; 
When you have learned, perhaps you'll 
say 
Twas not a laudable proceeding. 


| «ith. Hilary Term to-day begins, 


Renewing lawyers’ “ jaw ;” 
Before it’s over, for their sins, 
Won't some exclaim, ‘‘Oh, law!” 


12th. Lavater died, who from his birth 


Practised the sharpest of economies, 











At once determining men’s worth 
By glancing at their physiognomies. 


13th. Cambridge Lent Term opens now 
(N.B. The term for borrowing 
Is undetermined) ; this, some vow, 
Subjects them to much sorrowing. 


14'h. This day, long since, as you may see, 
Itself records—the 72#es was started ; 
And from its veering policy 
Has never for one hour departed. 


15th, The lady known as “‘ good Queen Bess ” 
This day, in fifteen-fifty-nine, 
Was crown’d; and some have dar’d 
confess 
Her ‘‘ goodness” was not superfine. 


16th. In other lands they’ve other ways 
From ours of spending Sunday ; 

If bad you’ve been all other days, 

Be good, at least, this one day. 








HERR VON Mount has been appointed Chief 
Master of the Ceremonies at the Japanese 
Court. He is ‘to teach the Japs Teutonic eti- 
quette. We trust he will not insist on them 
picking their teeth at the dinner-table in an 
autocratic manner, or informing them that table 
knives are the best mediums for conveying 
vegetables and gravy to the mouth. 
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ANNUS MIRABILIS. 
A WONDERFUL year! Oh, indeed! Who said it was, and who said 
it wasn’t? Well, and what has it all come to? That’s what I should 
like to know. We had the Colindries, and we had a political turn-up, 
and there was fighting somewhere, as there always is. And what's the 
ie of it all? Why, nothing, sir. Bah! We had a very fine summer. 
course we did, and most children were made ill by eating too much 
cheap fruit. And every road out of London was made Pandemonium 
by holiday-making “*’Arrys”—a nice sort of advantage that for people 
who live outside town. Every Sunday having their fruit trees and their 
shrubs and flowers torn to pieces. That’s the best of the fine weather, 
as far as I cansee. And then at the beginning of the year it was nice 
seasonable weather. Was it? That meant that half the poor of London 
were dying of cold. Yes! And all the Socialists turmed out. And 
that made the year very pleasant, of course ; though, as far as Trafalgar 
Square’s concerned, I wish they had knocked it to pieces altogether. 
The column and the lions only look like a cruet-stand at a cheap cofiee- 
house. If they’d knocked down, too, that hideous statue of George the 
Third, pigtail and all, it would have been no great loss. One comfort, 
when the Socialists turn out the women can’t turn into and go shopping 
in Regent Street, so some money’s saved anyhow. Then who cared 
at all about that Bulgarian nonsense? I mever met Prince Alexander in 
his life. I don’t know anything about Bulgaria, and never mean to go 
there. And I care not a dose of Turkey rhubarb about Constantinople. 
We had a great political upset. Of course we had, and a good job 
too. If people lost their seats a little oftener, they wouldn't be so ready 
to rush into Parliament to talk balderdash. That’s what I say. One 
seems to see the letters M.P. stuck up in every available bit of space 
everywhere. M.P. seems to me tostand for More Playing the Fool, 
and nothing else. If there was no House of Commons we should all 
get along all the better. It’s the everlasting talkee, talkee, that causes 
half the mischief. How much better off all the parishes would be with- 
out the vestries, A parcel of nonsense it all is, When a lot of men 
meet together it either means talking nonsense, or betting, or drinking, 
or borrowing money, or something. 
Live by yourself, I say. Stop at home, and have nothing to do with 
anybody. That’s what I mean to do this year. Wish you a ‘* Happy 
New Year!” Not if I know it. DIOGENES TUBBS. 


=a ——<—— 








A TuRK of a man says all Russian women have snub noses, but they 
do not distress themselves because of this fact, for had they Grecian or 
Roman noses the frost would easily catch hold of their nasal appen- 
dages, and probably nip them off altogether. If the libelled Muscovite 
ladies could only have their way, that Turk of aman would be mixed 
up in a snowball, and rolled very slowly towards Siberia. 





A SPANISH bandit, charged with a countless number of murders, 
was found covered with sacred relics, crucifixes, and images of the 
Virgin when taken. This gentleman’s piety was so great that he made 
it a rule never to cut a throat ona Friday, or shoot a prisoner whose 
relatives failed to stump up ransom-money, without saying a prayer 
before doing so. 





— ; - _-- _ — 








A KICK, 


Mr. Gasley Bore (always anxious to impress that he is in Sassiety). 
—“*The man said his Lordship wasn’t at home, but I brushed past 
him and forced my way into}jthe Library, and-——” 

Miss Cicely.—** Oh, dear! I’m so sorry—er—take this“ cushion to 


SPORTING NOTE. 
(By One THAT Knows Noruine Asoor Ir.) 
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‘*Marpgen Hunters.” 
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A Birthday Ballad. 
(Mr. GLaps Tons reached his seventy-seventh birthday on Dec. agth.) 
You lately have reached your three-score seventeen, 
And still you are hale, G.O.M., 
We trust that your health will long keep all serene, 
Although you Time’s current can’t stem. 
Half a century odd for the State have you worked, 
And in spite of what enemies say, 
Although you’ve had faults, you your duties ne’er shirked, 


And therefore we gleefully say, 
G.O.M.,, 


‘* Many happy returns of the day.” 


The youngster whom yyy oe petted and feared, 
Has lately resigned in a huii, 
And the Tories are groaning ‘neath trouble and tears, 


Causing people to cry ‘* Quantum Suff.” 

Tis time that some MAN of more mous and more nerve, 
Unmoved by the Weathercock’s play, 

Were again at the helm—so once more we observe 


In this more or less rhythmical lay, 
G.O.M., 


** Many happy returns of the day.” 
On ane rte oe os quite followed your lead, 
In your Home Rule pa to wit 
But in other respects tenets he'll heed, 
For you have the true British grit. 
You still are at work, but just now you're engaged 


On mere bookish pursuits, so men say, 
But now when political war's to be 


We hope you'll keep strong for the fray, on 
So, here’s “ many returns of the day.” 





A MOTHER tucked her baby into bed recently after tucking a eS 
into its mouth, and the tiny kid, who sucked the quid, ‘neath turf lies 
hid. 





sit upon; you'll find it easier !” But he never saw the point. 
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AN ALL-ROUND NUISANCE, 
THE LIGHTHOUSEMAN’S STORY. 


THERE was just a little pleasant bit o’ rt rp a or 
breeze, as we say—an’ no more sea nor what our din might cross 
Wii Atientic in; 
and me and my 
two mates had 
made things 
snug, and Joe 
he’d gone an’ 
turned in for his 


itch, an’ the 
igh might ha’ 
bin lighted 


about an hour, 
when we was 
startled sud- 
dent-like, and 
brought up all 
standin’ by a 
tremenjous 
bang agen the 
stone wall out- 
side, as regler 
shook the 
lightus, ‘‘ Ahoy !—avast there! What ship?” I sings out. Then I 
looks out, and I sees a big ironclad, and the commander a-lookin’ over 
the rail. ‘I’m werry sorry,” says he, apologetic-like, ‘‘ but blarmed if 
/ can ’elp it!” ses he ; ‘‘ 7 can’t steer the blarmed thing,” seshe. ‘‘The 
steam steerin’-gear’s gone wrong,” ses he, “‘and there’s seventy-three 
hands a-hangin on to the hand-gear, but she won't answer. I’ve fouled 
Ramsgate Pier, and the Isle o’ Wight, and the dome o’ St. Paul’s, and 
Stonehenge,” ses he; ‘‘and I can’t keep her straight in this ‘ere sea,” 
he ses. ** Sea?” ses I ; ‘‘ Why there ain’t sea enough for to sink a hegg- 
shell.” But at that moment the ironclad she gives a hextra lurch agin 
the walls, and down comes the lightus, lantern and all. Me and my 
mates ‘ad just time to scramble up by the chains. It was H.M.S A/oater, 
of the Channel Fleet—one o’ the finest of our British ironclads, 
‘* Wonder where we shall drift to now,” ses the commander. ‘“‘ All the 
other ships o’ the Channel Squadron’s a-driftin’ jest the same,” ses he, 
**’cos all their steerin’ gear ’as gone wrong—leastways, exceptin’ those 
whose rudderses asn’t dropped orf,” 








THE CANOER'S STORY. 

I was about seven hours out in my little steam canoe, halt a ton, on 
my attempt to cross the Atlantic; and, there being just a pleasant ripple, 
she was bowling along splendidly, when I sighted a first-class ironclad 
labouring heavily, and evidently in distress. She was flying her flag 
reversed when I hove in sight, so I hurried to her, It was H.M.S. 
Bloater, Channel Squadron. ‘‘I’m so sorry to trouble you,” said the 
captain, ‘* but, you see, our coal bunkers have dropped off and gone to 
the bottom; and could you oblige us with a lump of coal—just a little 
bit, the size of a nutmeg, would do, I’m so sorry; but, you see, Her 
a & ironclads are so dependent on the charity of the passers-by.” 

ell, I handed up a bit of coal, and went away again on my course; 
but I hadn’t got half a knot off when H.M.S. Siéoater signalled me 
again. ‘* Could you oblige us with a drink of water,” said the captain 
—** just a teacupful—as our condensers have gone wrong owing to the 
heavy sea.” ‘* Which heavy sea?” I asked. The poor captain bit his 
thumb, and 
said, **I mean 
to say the heavy 
sea for one of 
H. M’s Iron- 
clads.”’ So, 
having handed 
u a glass 
of water, I 
steamed on 
again. 

The third 
time she signal- 
led me. ‘* Very 
sorry,” said the 
captain, ‘* but 
our boilers have 
burst, and our 
engines have 
gone wrong, 

our screw- 
shaft is broken in nine places; so I should take it as a favour if you 
would tow us a few knots until we come to a placid lake, not more than 











two feet deep, or some other place of safety for a British ironclad.” But 
as she was too heavy to move, I stood by her until morning, when, as it 
had fallen a dead calm, I left her. 





THE SHRIMPER’S STORY. 


IT was a lovely morning, without a sigh o’ wind, and the sea like 
glass, when, just as I was a-takin’ off my boots for to wade in, I ’ears 
a shout o’ distress, and wen I looks up I sees a big ironclad, H.M.S. 
Bloater, a-labourin’ in the trough o’ the sea—though where it got its 
trough from, seeing as there wasn’t nary a ripple, blest if I can tell. 
‘I am very sorry to trouble you,” said the cap’n; ‘‘but really we 
British ironclads are so dependent on the charity of those who come 
along. Would you mind wading out and just catching hold of her hull 
to steady her a bit ; she rolls so awfully in this—ahem !—heavy sea that 
I’m afraid her will be pitched out and go to the bottom.” So I 
wades out and ketches ’old, and keeps her steady till my arm was pretty 
well tired. ‘‘ When do you reckon she’ll be easier, so’s I can let go?” 
ses I tothe cap’n. ‘* Well—a—lI’m really very sorry, but you see she 
won’t be safe until this ’ere sea’s got down a bit.” ‘‘ Gorn down a bit!” 
ses 1; ‘wy, ’ow can it go down enny more wen it’s about as down as 
it can be—a dead calm?” That puzzled him; soI lets go and shears 
off, not ’avin’ no more time to waste. The last I sawo’ H.M.S. Bloater, 
she was a-throwin’ up rockets, and firin’ minnit-guns, and burning’ bloo 
lights, and so forth. 


THE ISLE OF DOGS LOAFER’S STORY. 


I ’APPENED to be a-loafin’ along the shore ov the Isle o’ Dogs, inalin’ 
the breezes, wen I come acrost a rum ’eap and mixture o’ some kind or 
another. A big ’eap it was too; mostly iron and metal, with some big 
guns among it, and a mast or two, and .a lot o’ flat iron armour plates, 
and some busted bilers, and that. Then I ’ears a voice a-coming from 
the midst of it, and a-sayin’—‘‘ Ahoy there! Help! In the Queen’s 
name! Comealongside!” ‘‘ What’shup?” sesI. ‘* Wy, this ere’s wot’s 
left of Her Majesty’s ironclad Bioater,” ses he. ‘‘ And I’m the captain; 
and I’m awfully regretful for to trouble you, but you see we really are 
so dependent on the charity of passers-by. We're a complete wreck, 
owing to the awful weather of the last three days.” ‘* Awful weather?” 
sesI, ‘*Garn, mister! Wy, it’s bin a dead calm, or nex brother to 
it.” ‘* Ah! that’s wot you folks may call it as is safe in town, or in a 
ornary vessel ; but dead calms is storms for British ironclads, and the 
ripples on a water-butt is billers mountings ‘igh! But I wanted to ast 
you if you’d mind a-goin’ and astin’ Her Majesty, and the Guv’ment, 
and the Lords of the Admiralty to step down ’ere, ’cos I can’t leave 
charge o’ my wessel until they come down and relieve me, and see ’ow 
things is. You see, the Bloater she rolled so, and she pitched so, that 
she shifted all her guns and her armour-plating: and somehow the 
engines (as was disabled) got into the funnel ; and the rudder (as had 
gorn wrong) got up to the masthead, and was always a-fallin’ down on 
to the ‘ands on deck ; and the water-tight compartments (as was leaky) 
got into the condensers, and the condensers got into the donkey-pump ; 
and all the torpedoes blowed up, and the powder-magazine got into the 
furnaces, and——-” But at this pint the Bvoater, altho’ on dry ground, 
fell a-pitchin’ and a-roilin’ so, that the cap’n he turned pale, and went 
below for a nip, 

(But for the further adventures of Her Mayesty’s Channel Fleet in a 
gale, see the newspapers.) 





= 





Stormy. 


SOME Tory papers ina flurry, 
Describe Lord Randolph resigned, 
As “the Young Man in a Hurry,” 
And to him they are not kind. 
But seeing that with violence vital, 
Tories storm and rage in vain ; 
This is a more fitting title, 
**The Young Man in a Hurry ”-cane ! 








A NEW way to get shod for nothing was put into practi 
day in the West End. <A man of Soosowiett pabcotnaaitiacente 
entered a bootmaker’s shop and asked to be fitted with the very best 
patent-leathers kept in the establishment. He was instantly cased in a 
pair of regular shiners, which he gazed at with infinite com lacency 
declaring them to be the sublime effort ot an accomplished artist. His 
hat lay on the counter. A man, doubtless a poudédesitn, rushed in, 
seized it and ran off. The bootmaker’s assistant, thunderstruck at the 
daring theft, called to the ‘‘ customer” to pursue the robber—he did so 
and very smartly too, laughing merrily. He left behind him a “shock. 
ing bad”’ pair of shoes, for which he has not sent as yet and the boot- 
maker has made bootless efforts to find his address hitherto, 
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OUR THHATRICAL ROUNDABOUT. 


Ye gentlemen of affluence, who live at home at ease, 

And er on the theatres, attention, if you please, 

We've been to all (we had to do a dozen at a time), 

And what we’ve seen, we’ve iotted down, and beaten into rhyme. 


You'll notice there is plenty of variety about, 

And anyone who /as a taste, can fit it we’ve no doubt ; 
We've heaps of the ridiculous, and loads of the sublime, 
In Tragedy and Comedy and Farce and Pantomime, 


(As Pantomime is monarch at this season of the year, 

We mean to be essentially respectful to him here. 

Our Pas will place before him all their boys and girls, with ‘‘ ma,” 
So, just to make the thing complete, we’re giving him the fas.) 


Well, first of all, at Drury Lane, 7he Forty Thieves is found 
(** Zs found,” seems ungrammatical, but isn’t, we'll be bound), 
And what with this, and what with that, its beauties are so great, 
We can’t describe the lot of them, so go and see them straight. 


Your Nicholls, and your Campbell, and your Edith Bruce are there; 
Your D’Aubans, your Ainea (who goes flying through the air), 
Your Dot and Minnie Mario (whom largely you’ll admire), 

Your Constance Gilchrist also—and what more do you require ? 


At Sanger’s, Cindere//a tells her story once again 

In a style that’s *‘ tuppence coloured,” if it isn’t ** penny plain,” 
At the Avenue, A. Roberts is as comical as he 

Is always, as X. Crusoe on his island o’er the sea, 


The Elephant and Castle has the people all in flocks, 

In pit and stall and circle, on account of Fack in Box. 

The people of the Grand displayed a ‘‘ cock-of-walkish ” touch, 
For ev’ry one who saw the panto. Crusoe very much, 


Another Cinderella at the Marylebone is shown, 
With every concomitant of pantomimic tone ; 

And further, the Pavilion, in this pantomimic game, 
Obligingly presents us with “ another of the same.” 


About the celebrated Fack, who, as the story tells, 
Ascended into Beanstalk-land, they tell us at ‘‘the Wells ;” 
And the Surrey (such a nursery for artists, we may say) 
Presents us with the“legend in its own peculiar, way. 


At the Standard, energetic home of pantaloon and clown, 
They show the only version of A/addin in the town ; 

For gorgeousness and humour, we would have you understand, 
It hasn’t a superior, we think,’on any hand. 


And lastly, the Britannia (though it’s very far from least)— 
No legend of the nursery, of fish, bird, man, or beast 
Supplies its yearly pantomime, for, better plan than that, 
They’re always quite original—this time Ze Goblin Bat. 


Then they who seek a lightsome entertainment to support 
Will hie to Zhe Schoolmistress, who's established at he Court— 
Or the fun of Monte Cristo at the Gaiety will probe, 

Or make for Zhe Pickpocket at the merry-hearted Globe. 


At Toole’s they'll find Zhe Butler ever ready for their call, 

The St. James’s with 7he Hobby Horse they'll hardly know at all, 
The Student at the Comedy a number will enjoy, 

And others 7ie Mikado in its home at the Savoy. 


With Garrick (the Criterion), and the Royalty, 7urned Up, 
A Night Off at the O, Comique—on laughter you may sup! 
Mr. Terry, his Churchwarden will have *baccas not a few, 
And to Dorothy and Alice (at the Prince) give honour due. 


Covent Garden has a circus into which a many flock 

(Of animals and people they’ve a large and clever stock), 
Dresdina and The Seasons are Alhambra ballets both, 

(And I’m sure to go and see them you will all be far from Icth), 


But such as the more serious dramatic fare affect, 

Will find they have been catered for in every respect. 

There’s Faust at-the Lyceum, though the solemnest will own, 
It Aas a touch of seasonably pantomimic tone. 


Harbour Lights at the Adelphi, and Zhe Noble Vagabond, 

Fim the Penman—all are *‘ thrillers” unto which you will respond, 
Sophia at the Vaudeville—7he School for Scandal (Strand) 
Complete ‘the whole dramatic pack—so go and take a hand. 





NHW LEAVES. 


THERE are always a few Christmas Annuals *‘s over” to the 
new year, awaiting to be patted on the head or slapped on the back. 
The pat of praise is just what we wish to give the “* Drury Lane Annual ” 
(issued by Mr, Harris), for the cleverness of its contents are a credit to 
all concerned in its production.—The *‘ Programme of the Drury Lane 
Pantomime” also demands commendation for its delicately drawn illus- 
trations, and as a p e to preserve.—‘* Once on a e,” is the 
Christmas Annual of the Western Figaro. It contains the usual admix- 
ture of amusing and entertaining literature and art, and a very excellent 
mixture it is to take. 

The first number of Scribner's Magazine is to hand, and a splendid 
show it makes to begin with. It would be difficult to e fine 
features of the American Mags. we are so familiar with ; if Scribner’s 
does not accomplish this, it goes as near doing so as a plentiful provision 
in quantity and quality, of all that is superior in poetry, prose, and 
pictures can go, and implants the idea that if thus good ns, better 
remains behind. 

Of The Antiquary and Book Lore we have frequently had occasion to 
speak highly, for, although they appeal mostly to bookish people, there 
is much to interest the less pawl disposed.— 7he Leisure Hour, The 
Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's Own Paper all 
saree the peculiar characteristics which obtain them their well-deserved 
preference, 

We gladly comply with Lady Burton’s request to make known that 
Her Majesty the Queen has been graciously pleased to accept the first 
copy of Lady Burton’s edition of:the ‘‘ Arabian Nights.” —** My Strange 
Wite,” by Percy Russell (London Literary Society). ‘‘My Strange 
Wife” is a strange and exciting story, in the telling of which the author 
is singularly skilful, though a rather melancholy interest is maintained 
throughout, and ended with a sad and regrettable catastrophy, 





CERTAIN fashionable doctors, who are unavoidably absent from the 
metropolis, are likely to sustain a severe loss—their town patients are 
all recovering. 












































COST PRICE. 


Oe Splankelly.—“ He has only six hundred a-year ; and Mamma 
inks——” 

Mass Slicester.—“ Naturally, that you ought not to go for less than 
six hundred and twenty, having been in business herself, and there- 
fore knowing.” 








Ga” To Corxesronpants.— Zhe Editor docs not bind himsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, Im no case will they be returned wnless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 
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In Difficulties. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 





WHEN you're skating about 
Here and there, in and out, 
With a feeling of doubt, 


To dispense with the aid 

Of a skilful young blade 

Which some confidence ma: 
It's slippery ice, my lord. 
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BAGGS’S BARGAIN.—A TALE OF A TIE, 








When he’s taken his hook, 
Since your will he won’t brook, 
Then by hook or by crook 

You seek of your own accord 
Some assistance to get 
From a different set 
Of performers—and yet 

It’s slippery ice, my lord, 








When again you begin 
Cutting figures with hope restored ; 
So, however you dare, 
You had best have a care 
While you’re floundering there, 
It’s slippery ice, my lord. 


Tue G.O.M,. had a carpet sent him as a 
birthday present, with a fervent wish that he 
would dance a Highland fling on it. 


For the ice it is thin, 
And perhaps you'll fall in 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 

HE GAIETY—Want of space last 
week compelled me to hold over 
all my notes on the pantomimes, 
and squeezed out of my notice of 
Monte Cristo, Fr,—which is, up to 
now, an enormous success, by-the- 
way, and the biggest money draw 
on (Gaiety) record—all reference 
to Miss Fay Templeton. This 
lady, who comes to us with the 
reputation of being the “ Nelly 
Farren of America,” may be all her 
compatriots paint her (there seems 
a merry twinkle in her eye, though 
something of self-fancy in the turn 
of her lip) but she hasn’t much 
opportunity to prove it on this 
occasion, 


Drury LANE.—Mr. Augustus 
Harris’s pantomime for this season 
—The Forty Thieves—on its first 
production, possessed only the 
Tus Gasety.—A Fav curs, sutany- amiable fault of giving us far 

THING BUT A FAILURE. too much for our money, and 
this having since been remedied, 
it stands to reason that it is now faultless, As a matter of taste, 
I think I should prefer a little more fun, and a little less spectacle, but 
Mr. Harris has pretty fairly tested the question as to what the 
general public require, and may be pretty safely left alone to supply the 
correct article, As a spectacle the show cannot be very well surpassed— 
except by the monarch of Drury Lane himself; not only is it brilliant 
and magnificent, but over all its lavish luxury delicate artistic taste 
holds firm sway. I doubt even if Mr. Harris can produce anything more 
beautiful of its kind than the procession in the cave ; his only resource is 
to do something more expensive, 





Ir is not to be supposed, however, that fun is entirely absent. I think 
there is rather a waste of talent in the pantomime, a number of prominent 
favourites playing parts which would be quite as effective in the 
hands of obscure unknowns; but as long as Mr. Harry Nicholls, Mr, 
Herbert Campbell, and Miss M. A, Victor are in the cast, we are sure 
of something comical at any rate, which mellows as time goes on, and 
we have Miss Edith Bruce in addition this year, whose Ganem is just 
the right sort of larky harem-scarem kind of hero fora pantomime. Both 
Mr. Lauri’s Donkey and Mr, Martinetti’s Monkey are clever and funny, 
but there is too much of both, 


Miss ** CONSTANCE ”’ GILCHRIST suffers from lack of work somewhat, 
and plays in rather spiritless fashion—of course her dancing is ‘‘ all there.” 
Mesdames Emma D'Auban, Minnie Mario (who had chalked her face so 
much that she looked like one of those dreadful clay models you see in 
milliners’ windows), Dot Mario (a picture of bottled-up sprightliness), 
Marie Williams, Violet Russell, and Minnie Inch, assisted by Victor 
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Covent Garpan.—Awn Navucke-warp CHap TO Orrenp! 





ptevens as a very funny A. Sloper, shed the glory of their persons on 
¢ parts of the forty. Mr. Harris presented his patrons with a reprint 


of the Drury Bill for Dec. 26th, 1786, wherein one Mrs. Brereton is 
down for Maria in George Barnwell, Can the queenly statuesque lady 
who figures as Abdallah this year possibly be the same, I wonder? 


Covent GARDEN.—The circus here is better than ever! You don’t 
believe it? Well, you go and see. A number of the “old favourites” 
have been “retained on the premises,” and a large draught of new- 
comers have been imported, and 
there’s not an inferior ‘‘ act” in the 
whole show. The ‘sensation ” of 
the programme is an enormous in- 
dividual, the Great Naucke—ap.t 
‘‘ great” is no misnomer for once— 
who *nauckes ’em” with some 
clever muscular feats with heavy 
weights. It is impossible in the 
space at my command to enumerate 
all the good things, but ‘‘ Jennie 
O’Brien” repeats the two clever and 
graceful acts she gave us last year, 
Mlle. Rosita de la Plata appears in 
a bold and brilliant ‘‘ jockey act,” 
there is a good honest ‘‘ porker” 
who does some comical and athletic 
tricks, and duly claims reward of 
sweets after each feat, Mlles. 
Amalia and Louise Renz contribute 
some high-class gymnastics on 
horseback (somersaults and falls 
among them), Mr. George Palmer, 
some clever conjuring tricks, Mlle. 
Alcide Capitaine, some remarkably 


graceful aerial gymnastics, Mlle. ; , 
Jenny and Signor Ciniselli some haute ¢cole exercises, while three clever 


elephants, and a troupe of joyous dogs and monkeys vie with the 
humans in cleverness and comicality. The Clowns are good, 





STANDARD.—A LITTLE LAMPETUOUS 
Lap. 





THE CRYSTAL PALACE, THE SURREY, THE STANDARD, THE 
GRAND, SADLER’S WELLS, &c.—With regard to the 7ea/ pantomimes 
—such as are found at the above theatres—the dailies (thank goodness! ) 
have long ago taken the wind out of my sails in the descriptive line, and 
it only remains for me to make a few odious comparisons and notes, 


THE Crystal Palace pantomime, Ked Riding Hood, was a sort of dress 
rehearsal when I saw it, and not ready for, though undoubtedly open to, 
criticism. Songs were imperfectly known, the ‘‘rub-a-dub” finale to 
Scene IV. being very feeble. Once the stage was kept waiting for some- 
body who was wanted so badly, that he had to be much shouted for be- 
hind the scenes ; and Steadman’s choir had to be exhorted to sing up by 
the part-writer and producer, and whole conductor of the pantomime, 
Mr. O. Barrett. But I don’t suppose this goes on at every performance, 
and the panto. looked as if it meant to be funny “‘later on.” The 
scenery is certainly very good and pretty—the Elfin Ferry by Moonlight 
and the transformation exceptionally so, and there is a charmingly- 
dressed ballet of Primroses and Violets, 


Just the very best and sprightliest pantomime hero I’ve seen this 
season is that pocket actress, Miss Kate James, who is playing Aladdin 
at the Standard. She just bubbles over with fun and seeming enjoy- 
ment, and is quite exhilarating to look at. Miss Dettmar, at Sadler’s 
Wells, is good, and Miss Bruce, at Drury Lane, runs her hard ; but Miss 
James ‘‘ takes the cake,”—at least, she’s taken me, which is really much 
the same thing, I hear. Mr. Allnutt has a funny dance, and Mr. Cyrus 
Bell an excruciatingly comical scene with an astounding musical instru- 
ment, Apart from the Crystal Palace, which ‘‘ romps in” for ** mount- 
ing,” I think the Sadler’s is best put on (there seems some horsiness 
here, which I’m sure I never intended !), though the Grand comes well up 
(Sadler's Well up, if you like), The Surrey is good, especially in the 
male element (oh ! how most of the girls do scream when they ‘ sing ’’ !); 
but it is not the Surrey of old by any means, 


_ THER#’S a real good Friday at the Grand (Mr. J. M. Jones). A really 
first-rate acrobat (Mr. Revene) at the Standard. The Marylebone Cin- 
derella is nice. The prettiest columbine (Miss Phillips) is to be found at 
the Palace. The lady who drops most h’s is at the Grand, and, asa 
general principle, there is about ten times as much ‘ Ally Sloper ” in the 
pantomime world this season as anything else. By-the-way, the F.O.M.’s 
representative at the Grand has killed me with the roaring shout with 
which he sang his songs. So no more at present from NESTOR. 


; P.S.—The Moore and Burgess Minstrels, with their Xmas and New 
Year’s programme, The World’s Fair, and the Victoria Coffee Palace, 
are all very fine (no, you don’t—nor “and large”) in various, varying, 
and ‘‘ variety” ways. 
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THAT ALARUM OF HOOKWINCH’S. 











THE WINTER OARPET. 


Snow! Merrily, merrily over the snow! Oh, yes, and very plea- 
sant itis too. I suppose you like lying awake in bed listening to the 
water coming through the ceiling. Very nice weather for turncocks 
and watermen, and the unemployed to pick up jobs, but what else for 
[ don’t know. I wanted a cab the other night to go from the Strand to 
Notting Hill. ‘‘I’ll do it for half a quid, guv’nor,” That’s what the 
wretch said. Nice weather, indeed, when that sort of thing’s going on. 
Then every one’s children want to be taken to pantomimes, and circuses, 
and such nonsense. I wonder who can see anything in a pantomime, I 
should like to know. Pantomimes were pantomimes in my time, and 
were worth laughing at. Where’s there a clown now like Henry Boleno 
was, I should like to know? Bah! they don’t even know how to steal 
a sausage properly, There isn’t anyone fit to do the business properly ; 
they’re obliged to fall back on Ally Sloper for a new character. And 
what pantomime actresses have we got, I should like to know too? 
Where’s there one like Lydia Thompson? Where’s there singing and 
dancing like there was at the Lyceum, in Cristade//o, or the Rose without 
a Thorn? That’s when Madame Celeste had it. And dooced good 
business it was too, though they didn’t go in for your high-class dramas 
that every one’s making such a confounded cackle about. 

But am I going to any of the theatres? Not I, you maybe sure. I’m 
not going to pay double fares for cabs, and I’m not going to sit in a 
shivering, damp omnibus, with my feet thrust in wet straw, and my eyes 
nearly poked out with women coming in with their umbrellas stuck 
before them. I could go home in the Metropolitan, I daresay I could, 


' 


only I’m not an infernal mole spending his time burrowing underground. 
I might walk. Yes! you catch me walking through the snow, when the 
streets are crowded with unemployed, ready to go for my watch. But 
I can enjoy sitting over the fire. Yes, to make myself thoroughly com- 
fortable, and then to have to go out shivering in the draughts, Whoever 
the idiot was who first said that snow was picturesque deserved to have 
been made to run a race over it in his night-shirt. No sensible and sane 
person can possibly like the snow. It sweetens the earth, does it? 
Well, as I don’t happen to be a market gardener, I don’t thiok that 
matters very much to me. The fact is, all the hullabulloo about season- 
able weather is sickening. Bah!Isay. Bah! D1oGeNnes Tubs, 


A Jubilee Note. 


AMONG the many propositions made concerning the commemoration 
of the Queen’s Jubilee, one of the most sensible, not to say the most 
noble FuN has seen, comes from the National Harbours Kefuge Society, 
17 Parliament Street. This proposition is that more places of safety 
should be provided for seamen in times of storm and danger. Seven 
hundred poor fellows perished from shipwreck during the recent gales, 
and mostly left behind them families now reduced to the direst distress. 
While so much has been done for the Lifeboat Heroes’ Fund, surely 
these should not be neglected. A gigantic petition in favour of the 
| above cause is being prepared. Petition forms for seamen and lands- 

men, and women may be had from Mr. F. Johnson, Founder, at the 

above address. When writing for these you are requested to state if for 
| seamen or landsmen, 
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A NARROW ESCAPE. 


[Several vestry clerks have stated that, although they have offered employment to all who would assist to clear the snow, they have been unable to obtain men for 
the purpose.] 
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‘ Bill an’ me (bein’ a couple o' unfortnet workin’ men as is willin’ to work, but carn’t get work to do), was a-lookin’ for himployment at the we corner houtside the 
* Unimployed’s Arms,’ and a-remarkin’ as Guv'ment ought to pervide work for hus, an it was a shame an’ a scandle as they didnt. 
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‘* Wen we suddenly observed as a feller ‘ad paisted hup a poster about imployment. 
with beatin’ ‘arts. ‘ It's all right,’ 


It giv us sichaturn. Bill ‘ee turned wite as a ‘ankercher. We red that poster 
; It’s ODy a westry ‘un. 


ses Bil!, fetchin’ a deep sy o’ releef—(we was pritty used to releet)—‘ it ain't a Guv ment orfer o' work 


‘ Fr . ‘ . 
We'd ad a narrer cscay e that time; but we bth of us ad a onea.y feelin’ thamanother feller might come along enn 
work. ‘Lookee ‘ere,’ ses 1. ‘ Let's git in,’ ses I, 


, y minnit an’ post hup a poster horferin’ @uv'ment 
afore it de ‘appen.' And in we scutties: and we hain’t | q BS po Y 6uv'ment 





ooked out o’ winder from then to now.” 
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“THE SITUATION.” 


Foe (out of Place).—** HALLO, GOSCHEY, WHO’D HAVE THOUGHT OF SEEING YOU IN THE SALISBURY LIVERY?” 
Goschen, —** WELL, JOE, THE WAGES IS GOOD, AND THE WITTLES IS GOOD, AND WE MUSTN’T BE TOO 


PARTICKLER.” 
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A FATAL OMISSION, 


Tuere’s no doubt that the “‘ Plan ign” we went in for in 


of 
neighbourhood mismanaged at first. It was capital idea, and 
ag e oily Geanvel 


to succeed ; and 
it was so tl 
roughly logical 
too 


It originated 
with Twistiways 
Twistiways had 
been struck off 
the rolls, Said 
Twistiways to 
his friend 

the Bur- 
glar (who bad 
once been a so- 
licitor too), 
**Look here, 
why shouldn’t 
we have a Plan 
of Campaign 
too? There’s no doubt the fellows in the Irish one will come very well 
out of it, and make a good thing of it; at any rate they won’t get it 
very hot from the law. So look here—why shouldn't all the parties 
who owe anything in this neighbourhood pay it to you and me instead 
of pe om they owe itto?” Right,” said Bluggy. 

So drew up a circular inviting ail those who owed anything to 
the butcher, or the baker, or any else, to pay the amount less ten 
per cent. to Messrs. Twistiways and Bluggy. The reasons why the 
creditors not to have it were set f ; the butcher, for instance, 
had probably cheated in the weight, and quality, and cooked the bills, 
and soon, Then called round with the circular and his best 
revolver, and pressed the invitation on the parties. 

Well, the payments began to pour into the offices of Bluggy and Co., 
and they had taken some few hundreds, when the police suddenly burst 
in and seized the blotting pad and pen tray (the money having been 
oa What do ex d the Law, “by 1 

" o you mean,”’ said the Law, compelli le with 
threats on eee tee (hey ove to another ? t do paiaeen by 
conspi to injure, and defraud, and cheat, and cause loss, damage, 
and injury to——eh ? I'll tell you what, you'll just go to penal servitude 
for twenty years with hard.” 

And sure enough Twistiways and rags wae just being marched off 
to the cells, when says Twistiways to Bluggy :—‘‘ Very odd and un- 
accountable, isn’t it? Is it possible they can’t know—haven’t they 
read our circular——?” ‘Read what?” says Bluggy. ‘ Why, that 
this affair of ours is done on political grounds ?” «Why, we forgot to 
have it put in the circular,” says Bl ; “you'd better tell ’em. 

** Wait a bit, Mr. Law,” says T ways; ‘‘ this is a political offence, 

‘ye see?” “Eh?” says the Law—"*Oh!” says the Law—‘ Well,” 
says the Law; “that might certainly make a difference. But on what 

retext do you make it out to be a offence?” ‘* Well,” says 

wistiways ; ‘‘w —that i well—why—it touches on Lord 
Randolph Ch d’ye see? It’s in consequence of—don’t you see, 
Lord Randolph Churchill said people ought not to pay the coal and 
wine dues—d'ye see ?” 

The Law didn’t see; but it was taken off its feet and confused, which 
always amounts to the same thing ; and Twistiways and Bluggy are out 
on their own recognizances. They are to be tried next week before a 
jury of solicitors struck oti the rolls, and burglars. All the jurors, by 
the way, have an interest in that Plan of Campaign. 

The case of the defendants is not considered hopeless. 











Political Conversation. 
WHAT was the difference between Lord Randolph Churchi 
Lord Selisbang? olp urchill and 
yo Give it up.” 
ps iong public expenditure, of course, stupid,’ 
** Do you know of any other difference between them ?” 
> Give it up * 


. at Lord olph was the Chancellor of the E i 
pe a se ae or ~ ta xchequer, whilst 
**Ugh! Good morning.” 


ea ne RN 


ONLY fourteen American senators now chew tobacco, therefore it is 


proposed that the wages of the aged offici 
reduced two dollars per bring officials who sweep out the senate 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
(To THe Epitor or “ Fun.”) 


—Being now a millionaire; I couldn’t be expected to winter in 
Se castly Maglant (or even in your beastly Scotland, if it comes to 


. . 
that)—not = point of fact, I amt at Nice, just as I was last year, 
but under wae different conditions. You seé)the weather is generally 


mild here, and the place is within Nice-y reach. See? Well, 


of course I am not writing to you for the mere pleasure of the thing,” 
but because we have some racing here—pretty good racing, too—and 


I’ve written the following 
TIP FOR THE GRAND Prix DE MONACO. 


ALLONG, my infants ; dong ler know 
Zher swee—der lar Pree—der vo 
Ay mwaw I’ll give you, as youll see, 
od ploo drwaw tip that well can bee— 
Tra-la, tra-la, lal-liey, la-la, 
Tra-liey, tra-liey, la-la en ' 
ohe 


Zhay oone pongshong der Statuette— 

Purr sang—oone beeang—pongshong, you bet, 

May, poor ler Kongt der Nicholay, 

Ler Golden “‘ Brown” may win ler day— 
Tra-la, tra-la, lal-liey, la-la, &c. 


Oone ploo bell chance ah Betti-na, 
May tong—Patachon—oone May-yoore ah, 
Ay toot ler shiners you may gain 
See voo but back set Anglomane— 
Tra-la, tra-la, lal-liey, la-la, &c. 


Mays, if you like to boldly try 
Azur—‘*‘ Kellbon-oore !”—you’re sure to cry, 
Oo Albuquerque, perhaps, will pay, 
Oo, may-yoore still, Boulvardier— 
Tio-la, tra-la, lal-liey, la-la, &c. 


Sayt mannyfeek, sayt bong—tray bong ! 
Ler chance—(veeve, lar France !)—der Vertion, 
May mwaw, zher swee on sucksay bent 
Aveck ler smart, ploo veet, Ardente— 
Tra-la, tra-la, lal-liey, la-la, &c. 


There you are, Sir, and no more for the present. I shall next com- 
municate with you in the matter of the Waterloo dogs ; till then fare- 
well, Yours ever, etcetera, 

TROPHONIUS, 


Neece, ler trwaztaim of Fanuary, 'cattr-vangt-set. 
* Thank you, Old Man,—{Ep.] 





From the Gladstonian Camp. 


Why is the new Chancellor of the Exchequer likely to make a 


muddle of his business ?—Because he’s a gauche-’un. 











WITHERING. 


The Lady.—**Don’t tell me, Jones ; don’t tell me you were alone. 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Ugh! You're no better than 
Lord ——! That you ain’t.” 
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The Situation. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


JosePH and George in former days, 

Were both in service, and did blaze 

In livery, performing neatly 

Their duties, ably and discreetly ; 

But somehow each fell in disgrace, 

And consequently lost his place, 
Which bother’d him completely. 


Thus both had got no work to do, 

A fact which they did sadly rue ; 

But George—though Joseph was the faster 

In most things—first got a new master, 

In quite a different part of town 

From where he had been settled down 
Before his late disaster. 


Whether of George’s luck poor Joe 
Is envious, I do not know ; 
But when he asks for information, 
George gives a well-pleased explanation— 
Though I’d not be surprised to hear 
That he is feeling rather queer 
In his new situation. 





Belinda B. 


BELINDA B., whose gentle face 
A potent charm doth wield, 
And who for winning maiden-grace 
To none the palm need’st yield ; 
Although I ne’er have breathed my love, 
Thy woman’s wit can tell 
I hold thee other girls above, 
And like thee passing well. 


Indeed, methinks I see thee now ; 
Thy figure neat and trim, 

The curls that cluster o’er thy brow, 
Thy hands so white and slim, 

Those lips that seem of coral made, 
Those orbs of liquid blue, 

That dimpling chin, are all displayed 
To my enraptured view. 


To picture thee in waking dreams 
’Tis sometimes my delight ; 

To fancy’s eye thine image gleams 
Angelically bright : 

But oh! my life it nigh enthrals 
And gives me little rest, 

For far too frequently it calls 
As an unbidden guest. 


At morn it ever comes full soon, 
About my mind to lurk ; 
It seeks me in the afternoon, 
And interrupts my work ; 
Before my vision still at eve 
Its presence it doth keep; 
Nor e’en by midnight will it leave, 
But haunts me in my sleep, 


Persistence, though, grows tedious ; 
So, sweet Belinda B., 

Restrain thine image, pray, from thus 
Intruding upon me ; 

From uninvited visits I 
Would rather be exempt, 

Or—such familiarity 
Perhaps may breed contempt ! 





A FESTIVE Johnnie hired a cab the other 
night, and on arriving at his destination refused 
topay up. After some argument he offered to 
fight the driver for the money due. On the 
cabman declining this generous proposition, he 
struck him violently on the nose, saying, face- 
tiously, ‘‘None but the brave deserve the 
fare.” A magistrate opined that the festive 
Johnnie deserved prison fare, and sent him up 
for fourteen days. 
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THOSE AWFUL GLOVES. 


Professor Greisbach,— SO YOU DECLINES TO TANZE MID ME, MEgs MILDRED. ACH} 
I GUESS ZE REASONS VY. HimMeEL! I KNOW I SHOULD MAKE APOLOGISE. I AM 
VUN GREAT ZMOKER, AND YOU LOAFE NOT ZE AROMA OF TABAC.” 

Miss Mildred.—**ON THE CONTRARY, Proressor, I LIKE THE SMELL OF SMOKE; 
‘ONLY MANLY SCENT,’ YOU KNOW, AND ALL THAT SORT OF THING. Do A CIGARETTS 
MYSELF OFTEN.” f 

Professor G.—‘* THEN VY YOU NOT TANZE MID M®, Megs MILDRED? 

Miss M. (with a sweet, sad glance at the Professor's Cleaned Gloves)“ WRLL—ER-—~ 
PARDON ME, PROFESSOR; BUT I CANNOT SUBMIT TO BEING BENZINED FOR THE REST 


OF THE EVENING.” 





=z 





— 


Travelling |! 
M. EsTRADE has constructed a locomotive engine which is designed to run at the average 
speed of 78 milesan hour. He has christened the machine La Parisienne, an appropriate cog- 
nomen most decidedly typical of extreme fastness. One of the most rapid railroad spins ‘or 
record was made, we believe, by William Vanderbilt on the New York Central, eighty-one miles 
being covered in sixty-one minutes, Vandy’s life was heavily insured before he took that spurt. 
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EKNIOKNAOKS. 


A ZRALOUS detective suspecting that an itinerant vendor of laces, 
braces, etc., was hawking his goods without a license, purchased a pair 
of suspenders from the man for a 

hilling, and then asked him to 
show his license. To the detec- 
tive’s great surprise, the necessary 
document was produced, and the 
braces being no longer any use, he 
offered toresell them for ninepence. 
The ready-witted dealer made the 
purchase in the presence of two or 
three witnesses, who had gathered 
round ; and then trotted off to the 
nearest police-court, and asked for 
a summons against the officer, for 
hawking without alicense. That 
detective now wanders about like 
a croupy fowl. 


PRESIDENT CLEVELAND is un- 
dergoing the ‘‘movement cure” 
for corpulency. The treatment is 
simple. It consists in the patient 
standing or his head three times 
a day, turning ‘‘ flip-flaps”’ when- 
ever he has an opportunity, balan 
cing himself on an office stool and 
going through swimming motions, 





| vaulting over the walls of premises 
where ferocious bulldogs are allowed to roam about at large, soaking 


the end of the presidential nose in turpentine at intervals, sticking 
blanket-pins into sleepy policemen and then trying to escape their 
clutches, darting across railway lines in front of express trains, and trying 
to get chased as aswell mobsman, Mrs, Cleveland is not altogether 
in love with the treatment—thinks it too drastic. 


THE property left by three bacchanalian brewers, and a diffusive 
distiller, who have slode to other climes within the last few months, 
represents about £3,000,000, Professional Prohibitionists pretend to be 
delighted at hearing this news, but as a matter of fact, they chew the 
straws of their lemon-squashes with feelings of bitter envy, hatred, malice, 
and all uncharitableness. 





- 


AN Indian quack doctor who calls himself a devil-extractor was asked 
recently in court if he could cure love pains, He answered, ‘* That is 
a very hard pain to be cured; even my father could not always cure 
that. It seldom can be eased, even when the young man is a European, 
with red hair, and eyes like a boiled fish’s. Perhaps the best way of 
treating it is by administering strong doses of sfiritus frumenti,.” You 
shall treat me later on in the day, doctor,” said the judge, 


Tue City Parochial Board of Edinburgh have instructed the governor 
of the ‘‘wurk-us’’ to purchase a violin at a cost not exceeding £2, for 
the use of a pauper lunatic, ‘* We are a Merry Family” will, of course, 
be a favourite air, with some light enlivening chorus added, such as— 


‘* We'll take a trip to Timbuctoo, 
In a fat big balloon, 
And all our merry family 
Willj flick peas at the moon,” 


As a wholesale cilman, who conducts his business on most economical 
principles, was taking stock the other night, he managed to slip and fall 
into a hogshead containing strong train-oil, On being fished out, he 
insisted on his men fixing him up to a peg over the cask and allowing 
him to remain there till all the precious oil had dripped from him. The 
wholesale oilman’s family objected to his carving the turkey at dinner 
that night, and he male many caustic remarks about squeamishness, 
and dirty pride. 


A LAbY has come to the conclusion that a woman who aims to be 
fashionable might just as well commit suicide at once, as she is certain 
to become a physical wreck at the end of ten years. There’s a power 
of good salvage left on some of the ‘‘ wrecks” we've had the pleasure of 
meeting, 


_A CLERGYMAN observing a reporter in church taking notes of his 
discourse, shouted from the ag that if the scribbler did not instantly 
discontinue his note-taking, he would have him removed by an officer of 


the law. Was it delicate modesty that made the cleric think his sermon 
unfit for publication ? 





BRIUS, 


day 


recreant 
lumns 
Of the 


scheme 
To 


our ? 





[An appeal, Ar 
her persons of distinction, has appear : 
desirability of sams combined action by which newspaper reports of divorce cases and 


criminal trials may be minimised.) 
MR. SLANGER, ©.C., avd MR. O’PROBRIUS, Q.C., discovered, their 


Mr. SLANGER, Q.C. Then thou hast heard the news? 
Mr. O’P Rfo- 


Q. C. 


Oh, woe the 


That these mine 
eyes did, 


in the 
co- 


once- 


faithful press, 
read of 


this 


bowdlerize 
our sweet di- 
vorce reports ! 
Where now is 
glory — hon- 
Where 
the guerdon 
Of all our well- 
framed wit ? 
Mr. SLANGER, 
That do so writhe beneath this new bereavement ! 
What purpose voz in all my winsome ways 
Of mean and scurril cross-examination ? 
With what intent have I—how many a time !— 
Gripping, as t’were, with talons by the throat 
The helpless witness (pure as very snow 
From smirch of evil fame, knowing no whit 
Of grossness, crime, or impropriety, 
Or other of our cherished wares), assailed her 
With baseless questions full of crafty hints 
Of crimes to make a leper hug himself, 
Feeling himself sweet by comparison ? 
With what intent have I, cracking coarse jokes, 
Aimed at, but strange as Greek to, this same witness, 
And leering at my learned brothers, set 
The court aroar with mirth ? 
Why, that the kindly press should chronicle 
My pungent wit, my keen ability 
F-’en where the case seemed hopeless, my address 
In casting over purity’s very self 
A miry cloak of shameful inuendo 
Which, though just Fact shall rend it into shreds, 
Shall stick and stick, and leave its filthiness 
E’en where ’tis rent away. 
When “open court ” shall be an inquest chamber 
Where all my brilliant efforts lie stretched out, 
With good my lud as coroner to note 
And lucidly set forth their cause of death— 
What hope is left ? 
Mr. O’Progrivs, Oh, let us yield not hope. 
Perchance the daily paper, knowing well 
How spicy details do increase its sale, 
Shall set those details forth as heretofore, 
Taking great care to fill a neighbouring column 
With high-souled diatribes against that low, 
Unworthy section of the public press 
Which panders to a vitiated taste, 
And deals out poison to our innocents, 
MR. SLANGER. Thou giv’st me hope ; indeed, it may so happen. 
Mr. O’Progrius. And then if not, is there no pure delight— 
No honest satisfaction, seeking no aid 
From fame, or glory, or publicity, 
That warms thy very core while thus transfixing 
The helpless witness with thy poisened spear ? 
Is there no thrill in whispering to thyself, 
“* Another fame destroyed ”»—‘*‘ Another stigma 
Adroitly fixed ” ? 
MR, SLANGER. 


The flitting spirit of each little effort 

That dies in court shall hover round my head, 
Caressing, soothing, lulling all my soul 

Into a calm beatitude and joy ! 


signed by the Archbishop of Canterbury, Mr. Gladstone, Lord Selborne, 





VESTED INTERESTS. 


ed in the newspapers, and urges the 


breasts heaving with indignation. 


Ask not of me 


With what intent ? 


But now—but now— 


Oh, that indeed there is ! 











U] 


ne, 
the 
nd 


ir 
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NOT ACCORDING TO COCKER, 
Mr. Bamcover.—*‘ Married his Cook, and died of Dyspepsia.” 
Mr. Overclippe.—‘*‘Oh! he always had the reputation of being 
a first-rate Logician.” 








New Leaves. 


Her Royal Highness the Princess of Wales has been graciously 
leased to accept a first copy of Lady Burton’s edition of the ** Arabian 
Nights.” The Emigrants’ Information Office” have issued a circular 
containing ‘‘General Information for Intending Emigrants to Canada, 
the Australian and South African Colonies.” It ought to be very 
serviceable to all those who contemplate setting their faces in such 
directions. —Of ‘*‘ The Year Book of Photography,” what better can be 
said than that it is truly ‘fan epitome of the present state of photography, 
a guide for the beginner, and a book of reference for the advanced 
practitioner.” It is all this, it is good in all, and should be of unques- 
tionable value to all who use the Camera and the Lens. 

Household Words contains an almost inexhaustible variety and 
entertainment.— 7he Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion and Le Follet contain 
all that is desirable in the elegance of ladies’ costumes, also all that is 
inelegant in the absurd backward projections, which are both ridicu- 
lous and ludicrous. — Judging from what we see of the Mew York 
Fudge, we conclude there are no bad judges of what is good and clever 
—on its bench, Its Christmas issue deserves a sentence of supreme 
satisfaction. 





On the War-Path. 


AN Irish-American paper in announcing the departure of a couple of 
Irish-American ‘‘ pathriots” for Europe, delivers itself thusly: ‘* While 
we are inditing this paragraph, broadsides of thunder are pealing forth 
their most obstreperous notes, which rising from earth to heaven, and 
falling from heaven to earth, after rolling over the trembling spires of 
our city, go rumbling and echoing among the distant hills and valleys. 
This agitation of the elements speaks the embarkation of two mighty 
patriots charged with the destines of the finest and most unoffensive 
people in this mundane sphere, and big with the fate of Britain and 
of Europe in general. The green for ever!” How’s that for a weigh- 
in for subscriptions from verdant servant-girls ? 


Consolation for Conservatives. 


{An evening paper asserts that “Lord Randolph Churchill has no intention te 
pursue a policy of rancorous hostility towards his late colleagues. After mature eon- 
sideration, he has decided that his true policy in the coming season will be one uf 
benevolent, but independent support.”] 


TAKE comfort, ye Conservatives who daily groan with grief, 
Because the rampant Randolph is enraging you— 
Lo, here’s a piece of news that should afford you great relief, 
And go a good long way towards assuaging you. 
The assertion quoted up above is glorious—if true, 
For your party, which of late shows such debility 
Towards you, it seems Lord R. has no intention to pursue 
A policy of ‘‘ rancorous hostility.” 


Though he'll be ‘‘ independent ” (that’s to say he'll often veer), 
‘* Benevolent” support he means to offer you, 
And though this means, no doubt, that at your plans he'll often sneer. 
Pray accept the olive branch he fain would proffer you. 
Mayhap he'll keep to no one scheme above a day or two— 
(For he dearly loves to air his versatility), 
Still, ’tis comforting to know that he towards you will not pursue 
A policy of ** rancorous hostility.” 


This announcement, it is thought, will tend to speedily allay 
The sense of irritation that oppresses you, 

And surely all you Tories, now so troubled, should feel gay, 
Since Randolph with this kind decision blesses you. 

Then upset the vengeance-potion which you all began to brew, 
For the punishment of Kandolph’s incivility ; 

You really st forgive him, since towards you he'll not pursue 
A policy of ‘‘ rancorous hostility.” 

Another eonsolation in this statement, is, of course, 
That probably this Weathercock (awAz/e at least), 

For Liberal politicians will save up his hostile force, 
Which notion ought to make you laugh—or smi/e, at least. 

But as to that, the Liberals, quite unmoved by his ado 
(Though owning Changing Churchill's sound ability), 

Won't turn a hair, if een towards ‘hem Lord Randy should pursue 
A policy of ** rancorous hostility !”’ 








————— = _ 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 
BorRLesgugeD BY Our BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WRELL ON THE 
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‘6My HERALD IS RETURN’D.”—Love's Labour's Lost, Act II1.,, 
Scene I. 
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FUN. 


“KEEPING PACE WITH THE TIMES.” 
Our artist has been inquiring into the depression in trade. He finds the climate has a great deal to do with it—for instance : 


20 





























He called on a general dealer 
who was studying the thermo- 
meter with a view to ordering a 
stock ol skates 


No sooner had he got them displayed than it came on 

















to rain, 


He went in for umbrellas and 
mackintoshes immediately. 














But: a a gale of wind upset his 
calculations. 
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So he at once ordered a large stock of new hats. 











Enough! 
‘** Take off his skates,’ 
SKATE, skate, skate, 
On the cold grey ice, but sec 
Hiow I tumble about, till I utter 
Bad thoughts that arise in me, 


Oh, we'l for efficiency’s joy, 
Oh. wel fc I the practised hand 


That he keeps himself out of my way ! 


For my skates which slip, go on, 
And they never regard my will, 
And the lightest touch of a passing hand 


Is sufficient to vive mea spill. 


said Mr. Pickwick. ’—Diche> 


That he’s made himself wholly aw fait! 


But a snowstorm succecdirg the gale of wind, people for obvious 
reasons were not investing in new tiles. 


body was going 


Meanwhile he had disposed of his stock of skates 
to the wholesale trade at an enormous sacrifice, wnen 
to his dismay it came on to freeze again, and every- 


for skating. That Trader’s name has since appeared in the Gazette. 








Skate, skate, skate, 
With a foot that ne’er lags, but see, 
There’satender place atthe back of my head— 
’Twas a terrible crack to me. 





Consolation. 


Rejoick, O Brown! Rejoice, O Jones! 
O Robinson! rejoice the same. 

| Let none of you vent further groans 
Because of his plebeian name, 

At first sight it mayn't be, ’tis true, 
The sort of name to conjure with ; 

Yet there’s a chance ae each of you— 
The House’s Leacder’s now a Smith. 





NOTICE. 
Copies can still be had of 


HUUD'S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1887, 
PRICE ONE SHILLING; 


ALSO OF 


FUN ALMANAC for 1887, 


PRICE TWOPENCE. 
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JACK and JILL XMAS NO. 
PRICE TWOPENCE. 
OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

RURY LANE.—If I remember 
rightly, the Baddeley bequest isa 
matter of three pounds er three 
pounds ten per annum, to be ex- 
pended yearly on the 6th of 
January upon a plum cake and 
bowl of punch, to be consumed 
in the green-room ef Drury Lane 
Theatre, by the company for the 
time being. An these terms be 
correct, the old man’s representa- 
tives, or such as be legally called 
to do so, had better look to it, for 
truly the bequest was not carried 
out this year. The assembly was 
not held in the green-room, the 
Drury Lane company was ot 
present as a body, and there was 
no punch—unless Mr. Linley 
Sambourne can be called Punch, 


THREE pounds ten, however, 
does not represent Mr. Harris’s 
idea of what a ‘‘spread”’ should 
cost, and he acts accordingly, 
Whether the game is worth the 
candle is not for me to consider. Strange beings there be who regard 
the celebration as a public show, at which they have a right to be 
present, instead of a piece of pri- 
vate hospitality (which it as cer- 
tainly is as the city man’s ‘* busi- 
ness dinner”) ; and among these, 
such as are left out are like to 
become enemies—but any way, 
one has ‘a good time,’ and meets 
representative cleverness in all 
shapes. 





Drury Lane.—A WELL-KNOWN ARTIST 
TAKING A DRINK. 


For come there not to the feast 
Henry Chaplin, Arthur Roberts, 
Dr. Quain, D’Auban the dancer, 
and Sampson, the circumnaviga- 
tor; Gorst, with spectacles on 
nose ; and Pettitt, with drama on 
his tongue; half ‘* Richard 
Henry,” all “Tommy” Burn- 
side, W. S. Gilbert, Minnie 
Mario, Broadley (Q.C.), Edouin, 
** Spiers and Pond ” Javal, Haw- 
trey, Lennox Browne, T. H. Bol- 
ton, Ally Sloper, Marie Williams, 
Blundell-Maple, Dot Mario, and 
all the other great ones? 





Drury LANE.—A @HARMING ACTRESS 
EATING CAKE. 


HERE we observe a well-known 
artist taking a drink, there we see a pepular actor partaking of a jelly ; 








Drurv Lane.—A FAvouriT& LADY NOVELIST AND A CELEBRATED 
MUMOURIST PULLING A CRACKER, 

yonder a prominent critic is discussing lobster; further on a favourite 

lady-novelist is engaged in pulling one of Tom Smith’s crackers with a 











celebrated humourist ; a rising dramatist is gnawing the leg of a chicken, 


while an astute politician is sampling the maccaroens; a charming 
actress is to be seen eating 


cake, and an eminent (7. 
térateur is in a regretable 
condition of mops and brooms, 


SucH are the sights to be 
seen and enjoyed on Baddeley 
night until the time for depar- 
ture—delicately hinted at by 
“lights down ”—arrives, and 
you turn into the silent streets 
and wonder how you are to 
reach your distant suburb at 
that time in the morning, with 
the roads but skating rinks, 
and your cigarettes but one. 


Nops AND WINKs.,—The 
Albert Palace pantomime will 
not exactly take the prize for 
general goodness, but there is 
plenty of fun in it which is in- 
creased by the unusual spec- 
tacle of demons, witches, etc., 
on horseback. Jack’s army is 
capital, and the fight with the 
giant a good effective piece 
of work, There’s a smart harlequinade which has an odd sort of 
““make believe” air in a circus.x—Our Wives, a free adaptation of 
Albin Valabrique’s Ze Bonheur Conjugal, by Mr. Ernest Warren, is to 
be produced at the Royalty to-morrow with Messrs. Edouin and Lytton 
Sothern, and Misses Alice Atherton and Olga Brandon in the cast ; 
report speaks of it as ‘‘ very, very, funny.” —‘* The World’s Fair ” is going 
ahead hugely at Islington.—Mr. Samuel L. Hasluck, assisted by Miss 
Alice Aloof, a pupil, gave the third of his series of recitals at Steinway 
Hall on Thursday last with considerable success.—Herr Winkelmeier, 
‘¢ the tallest man whe has existed for over three centuries,” is on show at 
the Pavilion just now. Idon’t know whether it is his tallness or the fact 
that he has existed for over three centuries that forms the attraction, but 
he is certainly very popular, and in his way worth seeing. Miss Haw- 
thorne and Co, will repeat their performance of Heartsease at the Olympic 
on Wednesday afternoon, the 26th inst.—M. Verbeck and Mlle. de 
Marguerit havereappeared on their 
old ground at the Piccadilly Hall 
and are astonishing all beholders 
as before.—The new Savoy piece 
comes out on Saturday ; has any- 
body an engagement elsewhere ? 
Not I.—Miss Mary Anderson is 
coming back to us on the Ist of 
September; while Mr. Irving and 
Co, are disporting themselves once 
more ‘on the other side” she will 
take possession of the Lyceum, 
and with the courteous Abud 
‘fin front” will prepare to receive 
cavalry, or audiences, with deter- 
mination.—Last week, Miss Edith 
Maude Brereton being unwell, Miss 
Dot Mario played the part of Ab- 
dallah in the Drury Lane pante- 
mime with much sense of the 
humour of the situation, and to 
general satisfaction.—The new 
programme of the Moore and 
Burgess Minstrels is a first-rater. 
‘* The Whistling Coon” I should 
think will be ‘‘all the talk” pre- 
sently, and Mr, Moore is in full ferm with his ‘‘ Put on the Golden 
Sword,” NESTOR, 





Drury Lanzg.—AN EMINENT LITTERATEUR 
ALL Mops AND Brooms. 





Drury Lang.—A Popucar ACTOR 
PARTAKING OF JELLY. 





i. z ri 





A SKYE Amazon exists, who evidently possesses a somewhat poetic turn 
of mind. Brandishing the back of a scythe she informed a sheriff- 
officer, in dulcet tones, that if she had him for five minutes alone, he 
weuld never hear the cuckoo agaia. A strong-minded American lady 
would have informed the officer that she purposed dusting the cobble- 
stones in front of her door with his limp body. An English matron 
would have consigned his eyesight to perpetual suffering ; but the Scotch 
dame gave forth a felicitous and poetic aphorism in which she introduced 
ear ae that heralds spring, spring, beautiful spring, with its buttercups 
and daisies, 
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PERFIDIOUS ALBION AGAIN! 
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_ Ah, but it is grand! The Young France And our students! Onthe féte days they assemble at the And, feste’! the German beer! We have sworn eter- 
is taught the War of Revenge. His picture- base of the statue of Strasburg in the Place de la Concorde. nally never to drink of it! (WV. B.—Aut consume tt larvely 
books are of Alsace and Lorraine! They drum, they trumpet, they utterinflammatorvbalderdash! a//thesame. Coarse Englishman!) 
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And our brave General Boulanger ! Then, as there is bad blood between the Russian Bear Holy Blue! ‘This brutal Germany is taking precau- 
He also is patriot ! and the German Eagle, shall not La Belle France coquet tions. Pig! beast of a John Bull shopkeeper! It is 
with the Bear? you who've destroyed our amity with our neighbours ! 








A Cheerful Companion to the 22nd. Great Bacon’s birthday. Here’s atheme 27th, Demise of Peter, called the Great ; 


Calendar. For very virtuous contemplation ; From much that’s known about him, 
ll es . Pray, if of riv’ling him you dream, The world may fairly calculate 
JANUARY—(SECOND HALF.) Do not forget his degradation. It could have done without him. 
17th. THE trial of King Charles began a ee 
This day, in sixteen forty-nine ; 23rd. Poor Gustave Dore, ’mid his fame, 28th, Sir Francis Drake on this day died— 
He’d tried his triers by his plan _So blamelessly up-built, A brave old English “salt” was he, 
Of governing by Right Divine. ae chon and - a name Whose epitaph records with pride, 
8th, The King of Presta, Emperor nsep rable from—gilt. His grave and glory were the sea. 
Of Germany this day was made ; 24th, Birthday of Charles James Fox, a Whig oe Thi 
If you much wish to know ‘* what for”— | . Who. tempered po tes with age. tad ae oy iseneye tie bln 
He'd f 29 | Sony P Whom Peter Pindar chaff d for not 
e’d fought for it—as well as pray’d. wit, Havi 
. i aha aving a notion, till he heard, 
19th. James Watt, ingenious child, was born — re ike. ewe ted | ‘a How apples into dumplings got. 
To help a lab’ring world in toiling, - ogy eS a 
By taking steam’s strength out of pawn whe 30th. King Charles to-day was ‘‘ martyr'd,’ 
Through noticing a ‘* kettle boiling.” | 25th. To-day saw Robert Burns’s birth— and 


Some people were extremely shocked, 
So see a sovereign’s head so grand 
Regarded merely as a block-head. 


20th, ’Bout Garrick, who on this day died, Brave singer, ‘‘unco goodness” 
Perhaps the most we surely know _  Spurning; — ; 
Is, that to praise him critics vied, Whose living light illum’d the earth, 


- a 
Who wrote—a hundred years ago. | es and fools, and still is 31st. Ben Jonson born; well call’d “Rare 
21st. Saint Agnes, poor dear thing ! to-day, Ben,” . 
We're told, was martyr’d by her 26th. Good Doctor Jenner this day died, A prince of playwrights and brick- 
judges ; But not before he had transmitted layers ; orn 
Let’s hope that half ‘‘ good” writers say Ilis secret for enabling Pride The dread of fools, and, with his pen, 


About it are but well-meant ‘‘ fudges,” To keep its treasur'd skin unpitted. A literary Thomas Sayers, 







































































We had been reading lately in that American periodical that glowing comparison (by an American) of the greatness and resources of America with those of all 


the other nations of the world inalump. We felt quite numbed—overawed—dazed by the mightiness of Columbia. 


Our dazzled eyes seemed to see a vast towering 


formn arise before them. It said :—‘‘ There are more tom-cats, with longer tails with more warts on them, who eat more lame mice with one ear, in Amurrica than in 
all the other countries put together. If all the bunkum talked by Amurricans was rolled into one dollop, it would make a world so big that the sun would go out, 
skeered : and if every repetition of ‘whips creation’ was a pin that had to be stuck into that world, more than quite a lot of em 'd have to accept overflow tickets for 
another night, for want of seats. And if every laugh of derision caused by Amurrican brag was placed end to end, with its toes turned in and the third left-hand button 
of its vest touching its neighbour's ear, guess they'd make a string that ‘ud cosmpletely encircle that world nine million times—wha-at?” 
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And such were our feelings that, when a special official arrived to offer us th 
tained, we dismissed him with a ‘‘ Pooh—pooh!" What's the use of such a pigmy 





¢ Imperial Crown of the British Empire, together with all he wealth that empire con- 


gift as that? 
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PAUL PRY AT THE PALACE. 


Her Mayesty.—““ HUSH! JOHN BULL’S COMING. HIDE BEHIND THE THRONE, WE MUST DISSEMBLE,” 


‘* Lord Rowton has been running about here, there, and everywhere. A political busybody in the guise of an irresponsible Court Favourite.” 
— Vide Pall Mall Gazette. 
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obstacle in the way of an express train. Dear me! it will probably 
cause the death or mutilation of some hundreds of persons. Now, I 
e: I will just sit down and watch the operation, and 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





PREVENTION QU/TE OUT OF THE QUESTION ! will wd Dictate omnes end of ds, if the train is 
_ epaee nee [> 2 engeeate, ici Pe ie oe cas oso smashed, I will punish the murderer, provided that I can find him then; 
i she wus in Sear of furthex violence from Bis. The had stated that | and if the trai I will either take no notice or fine the would- 
no culls ae quant ber ajetclal eopuation. ‘The magistrate that he coald | be murderer one shilling—if I can find him, of course. 1 What a blessing 
i ell, of course this 


the Ik! Dear me! What a fearful crash! | 
sort of tragedy is the sort of thing the law does not desire to—ahem ! I 


should say “‘ finds it impossible to ”—prevent. 











course you must 
be right. Ha! 
—who's this 
party coming to 
you with a piece 
bitten out of 
him ? 

PARTY WITH 
A Pigece Birt- 
TEN Out. Oh, 
if you please, Mr. Representative of the Law, a savage dog has bitten 
me, and I want you to order him to be destroyed. 

Rep, or THE L. Has he bitten anybody before? No? Then I have 
no power to make such an order. You let him bite you again—severely 
—and then I will see what can be done. 

PARTY WITH P. B. O. Oh, thank you so much! That zs nice. 
Here, Ponto! Just bite out another piece; thank you. I needn’t 
trouble you n, by-the-way, Mr. Representative, as this has about 
finished me. ask my mother to bury me under the apple-tree 
near the summer-house. What should we do without the iaws ? 

Rep. or THE Law. Ah, indeed! Well, what can I do for you? 

WOMAN WITH AN ASSORTMENT OF BrOK8&N Bones. If you please, 
sir, my husband is coming out of prison to-morrow, and will probably 
murder me for getting him punished. 

Rep. oy THE L. Indeed! That will be a pity. 

W. with A. or B. B, But, if you please, can’t you afford me some 
protection? Can’t you prevent——? 

Rep. oF THe L. My good woman, you do not grasp the purport of 
the Law. The Law does not desire to prevent crime, but to punish it. 
If your husband commits further atrocities—very aggravated ones, mind 
perhaps I will consider the matter. Ob, here he comes. Dear me! 
he is behaving with much savagery. I will allow him to finish, and 
then punish him. Dear me! he has kicked her into minute particles. 
What a blessing the laws are! 
EXUBERANT HUSBAND. Right you are, mister. They suits me toa T. 
Rep, OF THE L, How dare you—a criminal—make such a remark ? 
Hullo, 
who are you? 
ANOTHER 
HusBAND. My 
wife is killi 
herself with 
chiorodyne, sir. 
Can you give 
me an cules 
to——? 
Ker, OF THE 
L. Pooh!— 
stuff !—be off! 
Come back and 
tell me when she 
has killed her- 
self—shat’s 
what the laws 
concern them- 
selves with— 
and then I'll 
order an inquest, and perhaps punish a chemist or two. 
Ha !—what is this happening? 








Be off. . . , 
A would-be murderer placing an 











&c., ad lib 
A PERILOUS POST. 
Inquimgr. I beg your pardon, Mr. Representative of the Law—I oh a a 
“_ . Bo pa ic apher  talg aenepe ye be rescued by the police and hidden 
— away in the local barracks. Fuw therefore begs to offer to umpares the accompanying 
marks. — illustrated sugzestions with a view to some safety]. 
** What a dread- sk & Se eee 
ful state affairs | SAD is the foot- sg 
would bein with- ball umpire’s 
out the safety to lot— 
lifeand property | As one lately | 
secured by the found to his | 
Law?” Oh, cost ; 
certainly—of | This umpire 


alas seemed to | G77 

‘get ithot” | 

From the team 
which hey 
thought had | 
lost. 

Bashed,crashed, | 
and dashed, | ’ 
also smashed, 
was he— 


They kicked him 
along till he 
couldn’t see, 

And his face did /” 
they terribly | 

] | 


maul. 
** Then what will 
the umpire 
do?” men cry; . 
‘* What must he do in the sweet by-and-bye?” 








He must cover himself with armour stout, 
Casque, cuirass, and shirt of mail ; 
Revolverless ne’er must he go about, 
Or he’ll not live to tell the tale. 
Yea, when his decision he dares to give, 
He must arm at all points, you’ll agree, 
Or to get home to tea he will not live, 
But in fragments will quickly be. 
Yes, ye football] umpires must arm or die, 
For they'll jump on your chest in the sweet by-and-bye. 


When the umpire biddeth farewell to his wife, 
(If he Aas one) he must, to begin, 
Take heed that he largely insures his life— 
Jf an office will take him in. 
More dangerous far than the battle-field, 
Is his post with a football team ; 
So about him fierce weapons must be concealed, 
Or he to escape must not dream. ' 
With pistols and poniards he'll have to defy 
The football fiends of the sweet by-and-bye. 


—_—— 
— = 








New Leaves, 


We regret to find that we were in error when we stated a fortnight 
ago that our announcement of Lady Burton’s book having been 
graciously accepted by Her Majesty, was made at Lady Burton’s 
request, and therefore withdraw that statement, as having been made 
without her knowledge. We learn that a copy of the work has also been 
rnd accepted by Her Royal Highness the Princess Beatrice of 

ttenberg.— Zhe Sportsman’s [Illustrated Almanac, Edited by R. B. 
Marston, illustrated by William Foster.—This Almanac will attract the 
admisation of all lovers of sport.—The special subjects selected are 
treated in a masterly manner. All the illustrations are clever and cha- 


racteristic, evincing talents that will doubtless be well Fostered. 
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lSy ove! What a Splendid Raven t 
J Shoudd like to Citeh tum |! 





a i a ; 
+ Cares 
>on , We yac 
Ma 

Oe 








Wi 
hy 


ee 


ff 


i 


SS 
Ga 
y 
7 
7 


a+ 








“A: RAVEN-OUS ATTACKEBY A PECK-ISH BIRD.” 
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KNIOKNAOKES. 


i ing poetic roposed to, and was accepted by, a 
cullihe widow bbae. They A se to meet at the house of a mutual 
friend on the wedding morn, 
drive off to a neighbouring 
church, and get married 
quietly. The meeting took 
place, but it happened that the 
mutual friend had been out on 
a slight “bender” the night 
previously, and in opening a 
bottle of soda he sprinkled his 
4 ife’s best plum-coloured satin 
v ery handsomely ; whereat the 
irate lady gave her spouse such 
a dressing, that when the 
storm had blown over a little, 
the interesting poetic party 
beckoned the bullied Benedict 
out of the room, and asked 
earnestly, ‘‘ Do women often 
nag their}? husbands in that 
alarming {manner?” ‘* You 
bet,” was the laconic reply. 
Then the poet whispered that 
he’d just run round the corner and posta letter. He ran! The ap- 
pointed hour for the nuptials came, but the bridegroom came not, 
Search was made for him in every direction without avail. Later in the 
day a note came by post intimating that he had changed his mind on 
the subject of matrimony, and the forsaken widow abused the mutual 
friend with amazing fluency for his imbecility in allowing the interesting 
gentle cesthete to slip off. 





Two thousand five hundred men employed in the breweries of 
Philadelphia struck recently ; consequently a vast number of thirsty 
Philadelphians have been reduced to sad straits, but the vendors of diluted 
turpentine have flourished. It is an ill wind that blows nobody good. 


A NEw ZEALAND detective conveying two murderers and a forger 
from one point to another by steamship, seems to have made himself 
most agreeable to his prisoners by playing daily games at cards with the 
three knaves. They looked on him asatrump. He was—he managed 
to swoop in all their little tricks on the journey. 


A prigst in New Jersey has most solemnly cursed a drinking-saloon, 
According to the latest advices the proprietor and bar-tenders have not 
lost an ounce of flesh, and the liquors are not a whit more deadly in their 
effects than they were before the blood-curdling malediction was uttered. 
Their fried oysters don’t choke them ; their green cigars don’t bring on 
attacks of syncope, and their fluids don’t cause them to *‘go up” by 
spontaneous combustion. Wonderful, wonderful ! 


DuRING the expedition to Skye four large parishes in Inverness were 
left under the protection of one gallant constable, That officer must 
have been made miserably ill by over-doses of oatmeal porridge, haggis, 
hotch-potch, hot buttered scones, and cockie-leekie, 





SNEEZING and coughing among a church congregation became so 
terrific the other morning that a worthy pastor was compelled to abandon 
all idea of preaching a sermon. There was a subdued yet happy expres- 
sion of resignation on the faces of certain male members of the flock as 
they filed out to wait till the neighbouring chemists opened, 

Four boy-burglars broke into an armoury o! volunteers recently. 
Finding the keys of the officers’ room, they subsequently found four bottles 
of champagne and a bottle of beer. They caroused and played at 
soldiers, and rolled out of the building with a quantity of cigars and 
ball-room programmes in their pockets. The industry of these boys was 
so great that they fell exhausted in the gutter on quitting the premises. 
They are now all safely located in industrial houses—sometimes known 
as reformatories, 








It is suggested that male citizens of the French Republic should be 
entitled to an extra vote for each child born unto them in wedlock. — 
Departure of a child afflicted with measles: ‘*I—I must go, mamma; 
fold me in your dear arms.” ‘‘ Do not fret, my pet; rest assured you 
have given your papa—another vote.” 


““WANTED, a fious man to make himself generally useful on a coal 
wharf, beer and coals allowed.” The above is a highly moral advertise- 
ment that we pick out of a highly moral journal. Should we ever order 
coals from that wharf, we shall have them carefully weighed in the 
balance lest they may be found wanting. 
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IN MBMORIAM, 


LORD IDDESLEIGH (SIR STAFFORD NORTHCOTE), BORN 
Oct, 27TH, 1818. DIED JAN. 12TH, 1887. 


AMID the uproar of the party fray, 
That in the Government dismay had wrought, 
And while for place so many fiercely fought, 
This gentle, honoured statesman passed away. 


Upright and courteous was he, e’en to those 
Who differed from him widely as to views ;— 
Never did he (as many do) abuse 

His fellow-statesmen, who were party foes. 


The British love of honour and fair play, 

He in discussion and debate revealed ; 

No malice in 47s speeches was concealed— 
Too rare a virtue in this fevered day. 


A statesman of a calm and generous mind, 
A Tory to whom Liberals owed respect, 
A man beloved by every creed and sect, 
Who grieved when he, the day before, resigned. 


Yes, he had just withdrawn from active life, 
And all had wished him long and well-earned rest ; 
But death upon him had its seal impressed, 

And called him from this world of stress and strife, 


All shades of politicians worth the name 
Will mourn ‘Sir Stafford ”—lately made a peer— 
For all must, from sheer honesty, revere 

A statesman so refined and pure in aim. 








Two inmates of a convalescent home, one recovering from the effects of 
a broken leg, the other under treatment for a badly fractured thumb, 
fell out, fought, and fell through a window. An infirmary servant 
stated that the game-legged patient was bosky at the time of the combat, 
and that he was ‘‘a little quick when drunk.” A magistrate hinted that 
his celebrious celerity might bring the boy to a cell some day, fined 


him twenty shillings just to put a damper on his activity, and advised 
him to go home to tea quietly. 
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CRITICAL. 


Mr, Nuttall.—‘‘ Mark my words! His Pictures will all go to 
pieces in less than fifty years. He trusts almost entirely to glazes, 
There’s nothing solid about ’em.” 

Mr. Mountleaf.—** Not even the criticism.” 








THAWING. 


So there’s not so much frost. Well, supposing there isn’t? What’s 
that to me? I don’t happen to be a roast-chestnut, nor yet a hot potato- 
man. I said I like it to be warm. Did I? Supposing I did. I never 
said that I liked walking about in a Slough of Despond ! What pleasure 
is there I should like to know in seeing the gutters turned into trout 
streams and the areas into serpentines? The weather’s never any good 
in this country. Of course it isn’t. Just when you go and order a great 
coat it’s about as much as you can do to walk about in Jygamas. Like 
a fool a week ago I bought a Cardigan jacket, and had a sealskin jacket. 
I should like to change places now with a stoker in a Red Sea steamer. 
It’s simply beastly, this weather is. I’ve been shivering all the day like 
a retriever lugged out of [lampstead ponds, Big collars are all nowhere. 
I’m simply wretched. I might think of the poor, might I? Well, I 
don’t happen to have been born a bricklayer’s labourer, so that’s nothing 
to do with me. Well, and what’s the good of a thaw after all? First 
of all you have a frost, and then your liver feels like a milestone on the 
Dover road. Then you haveathaw. Well, what then. Then your 
liver feels like a hundred yards of damp hot flannel under a hydraulic 
press. That’s the good of thaws. 

Well, the drapers say that a good thaw makes people think of spring 
fashions. Does it? As I am, thank goodness, not a married man, 
that makes no difference to me, A thaw’s simply awful to married 
men ; that / know well enough. I’ve got a brother a wretched married 
idiot. Whenever there’s a thaw his wife immediately comes down upon 
him, ‘*My dear John, it’s perfectly impossible that I can go about 
wearing the things I have had in the cold weather. I must have some- 
thing light and tasty.” Light and tasty,indeed! Talking about them- 
selves as if they were so many cheese-cakes, Thank goodness, /’m not 
a married man. There never was a wife who didn’t want some sort 
of change or the other, particularly when that came out of her hus- 
band’s pocket. A pun? Do you think, s77, that 7 would condescend to 
write puns like a low fellow on a comic paper? Not I, sir! Not I! 
That’s your impudence, I say. The only thing that I’ve got to be 
thankful for is that I’m not married. No! J’mnot married, I’m not 


Under False Colours, 
Jack FRost, 


Goop DAY, my dear madam, I’m your old friend, Jack Frost, 
Who is bound to come back, though you might think him lost ; 
Here Iam; how d'ye do? You don't look, though, Zo pleased, 
Oh, you think I’m too free in my way—well, I’m freezed ! 


Mrs. HOuSEWIFE, 


Oh, my dear Mr. Jack, if you only could guess 
What mischief you cause, I am in such a mess ! 
For my pipes are all burst, and from ceiling to floor 
I’m flooded—don’t know what to do, I am sure, 


Jack FRost, 


By Boreas ! really your welcome is cold, 

It is not very often my face you behold ! 

Now, tell me what season more beauty can show 
Than my splendid white carpet of soft fleecy snow ? 


Mrs. HovusewiFE. 


Oh, yes, Mr. Frost, it is pretty, I'll own, 

But its beauty, you see, sir, so quickly is flown ; 

And then how the air becomes cutting and raw 

As we slop through the slud and the slush of the thaw ! 


Jack Frost, 


Now, really, you grumble without a just cause, 

If I do send the frosts, I don’t send the thaws. 

Then just think of your windows that charmingly gleam 
When my tracery I weave, like a poet’s sweet dream. 


Mrs. HouskEwiFe, 


Yes, the windows I will not deny, sir, look nice, 

But the same frost will cover my steps with smooth ice ; 
I am frightened to put my foot now to the ground, 

For my head follows suit, I too often have tound, 


JAcK Frost, 


I see, my dear madam, you like to complain, 
Well, I'll leave for awhile, but I’ll come back again. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BuRLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 
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‘6 NATURE HATH FRAM’D STRANGE FELLOWS IN HER TIME,” — 
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Miss Croneer.—‘“‘ VM suRE, DEAR, SHE TALKED SCANDAL THE WHOLE TIME SHE STAYED,’ 
Miss Lovelock.—‘** NOT TO HERSELF, DEAR, I PRESUME.” 











Paul Pry at the Palace, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


MAYBE some won't believe in it, and yet 
They'll find it pretty positively stated, 

In the redoubtable Pal! Mall Gazette, 
Whose strange disclosures oft are highly rated. 


’Tis said there is an Eavesdropper at Court, 
Who goes about to pick up information, 

(Which afterwards he'll privately report), 
Concerning sundry men of public station. 


If that be true,—and true perchance it be, 
It must be clear e’en to an ignoramus, 
That in this Eavesdropper again we see, 
A character which Liston once made tamous. 


The curious political Paul Pry, 
Gathering idle words and details peddling— 











Quite unofficially, of course, doth try 
To ‘‘boss it” by officious intermeddling. 


And so he whispers, ‘‘ Hope I don’t intrude,” 
And strives to make the ear suspect or tremble, 
Until he’s forced abruptly to conclude 
By ** John Bull’s coming—hush ! we must dissemble !” 





THE following quaint advertisement appeared in a contemporary 
recently :—‘‘ A situation wanted by a steady settled young Woman of 
the Established Church, who understands a cow.” There’s very little 
Christianity in a cow, according to our country experience. It’s easy 
enough to understand the cow, the sublime difficulty is getting the cow 
to understand you. 


Mr. RUSKIN states that his father could, and would tell guests more 
about sherry than any other person knew in England or Spain, No 
wonder little Rusky grew up a temperate man, 
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THE BALL-ROOM GUIDE ILLUSTRATED.—PART II. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue HaymMarket.—For the fundamental value of the story of Hard 
Hit it doesn’t matter a bit that most of the betting technicalities are 





Miss Roxice por RONG, AND Miss Terr’ 9ES WRITB 
RATHe@R ROkKE-\WAKDL FOR ‘OTH. 


THe Havtabi.at 


such as come upon sporting men (so Trophonius tells me) as a great and 
glad surprise. The main blot of the story is the main blot of many a 
story which has preceded it, and many a story (no doubt) which will 
follow it till all stories are told—the utterly puppet-like, invertebrate 
shuttlecock of a hero. Some people will not mind this, and if there is 
only a sufficient number of them the piece will run, but many people 
have a weakness for a hero with whom they can sympathise. 

APART? from this there is a great deal of good and interesting work 
in the piece, although Mr. Jones has not laid himself out to be epigram- 
matic. The first act is pretty, and through the second and third acts 
the piece grows in interest and grip ; the third act, in particular, without 
erring violently on the score of originality, can yet boast of excellent 
construction, some clever character sketches most cleverly played, and 
a thoroughly dramatic ‘‘curtain.”” There was not much left to do in 
the last act, but the ball was kept rolling with some expertly contrived 
incidents, and, on the whole, seeing that the acting is nearly as good as 
can be, I shouldn’t be surprised to find //ard Hit eventually a hit of 
another description. 





IF for no other reason than for the novelty of seeing Mr. Willard ina 
*‘ virtuous’ part and Miss Mary korke in a ‘* vicious” ditto—a trans- 
formation worthy of the top-y-turvydom of Mr, W. S. Gilbert—I should 
think all London would ‘'ock to the theatre. I undertake to say that 
it will be disappointed in ncither artist, and it will have the advantage 
besides, of enjoying the finished villainy of Mr. Tree, and the power 
and delightful delicacy of Miss Marion Terry. Nor, ina company of 
high all-round excellence, does the exquisite comedy power of Miss 
Lydia Cowell fail to make itself felt. Mr. Arthur Dacre’s efforts go fa 
to disguise the inherent weakness of the character he has to represent, 
and Mr. C. Dodsworth—if he will ‘‘ tone down ”’ a little—may congratu- 
late himself upon a clever piece of character-acting. Personally, I 
enjoyed the piece very much, I daresay there will be a-many like me. 


Tre Girone,.—As The Lodgers is a ‘farcical comedy,” I suppose it 
would be supererogatory to say that, ‘‘ artistically speaking, it is scarcely 
worthy consideration.” After the first act, to those who desire anything 
beyond acrobatic, rough-and-tumble horse-play, it becomes a bit of a 
bore. There is no knowing, however, what may be made of the piece 
when Mr, Hill has leisure to learn some of his part; at present, the 
appearance of that eminently humorous actor in a porter’s dress is 
sufficient to put us all in a state of exuberant hilarity, and as Mr. Penley 
makes himself outrageously comical in very tight trousers, very short 
jacket, and very Glengarry cap, success seems assured. But towards this 
desirable end the genuinely comic acting of Miss | anny Brough is of no 
little assistance. Miss Vane Featherstone makes a sufficiently good 
‘‘slavey,” and Miss Blanche Horlock, late of Sis/er Mary's Hospital 
Nursing Company, is pretty enough to explain and excuse all the lodcer 
affection that is lavished upon her. ° 





FOR my own part, however, I confess to have derived my greatest 
enjoyment during the evening from the very bright and tender little firs: 
piece called Bardara, in which Miss Cissy Grahame acts so prettily anc 


sO sympathetically e at Rarhora 
so sympathetically. The author of /lar/erz, I should say, is Mr 





Jerome K. Jerome, a gentleman who ought to do good worl: in his time 
if, as I believe, this is his first produced piece. 


ee 





Nops AND WINKS.—I was invited the other evening to assist at the 
inauguration of the Star Club, a new almshouse instituted as a refuge 
for gentlemen of sporting and social tendencies. I was rather at a loss 
to know what such an organisation could possibly have to do with a 
(more or less) dramatic critic, until I found the occupant of the chair 
for the occasion was a ‘‘ Shifter.” This being an official well known to 
me in connection with the ‘* moving scenes” of drama, my doubts were 
set at rest, and I consented to examine the resources of the establish- 
ment, from skittles and thimble-rig in the basement, to a good square 
meal and G. H. Mumm in the (shall I say) forum. By the fiendish 
malice of one Morton (at whose instance many mighty men of journal- 
istic valour were assembled), Nestor was inveigled into disgracing this 
journal by replying to a toast in its honour; but the majority of the 
audience being judiciously inattentive and rather incoherent of hearing 
at the time, but little real damage was done, and what seems likely to 
be a useful and pleasant resort for the sporting man and (is it ?) socialist 
—with Exchange wire, telephone, subscription room and all complete-— 
was started on its career with triumph. 


Mr. Fun has received such a good-humoured letter from Miss Minnie 
Mario touching some flippant remarks upon her “make-up” in Zhe 
Forty Thieves which appeared in this column, that he is quite ashamed 
of the way in which I put it. Of course, the real bite and sting of the 
exquisite satire employed was directed at the ‘‘ milliner’s models,” and 
not at Miss Mario; but, as Mr. FuN (he says) always reveres talent and 
admires beauty wherever he finds them, and as he therefore (he says) 
both reveres and admires the lady in question, he couldn’t bear to see 
her at a disadvantage, and *‘ upon that hint I spake.” 


Mr. CHARLES BERTRAM, of Egyptian Hall, and (I believe) ‘‘ original 
introducer into England of the ‘disappearing lady’ illusion” fame, has 
‘“moved on” to the Alhambra, where he is ‘‘ exclusively engaged ”’ in 
astonishing the natives of that unsophisticated locality, and nightly 
securing /escamotage dune personne vivante, which may (if you like) be 
translated as ‘‘ giving a lively person the chuck.”—On Friday next Mr, 
Malcolm A, Salaman’s Dimity’s Dilemma will, in all probability, put 
in its appearance at the Gaiety in front of Monte Cristo, Fun. Miss 
Billee Barlow, Miss Jennie McNulty, and Miss Maggie Rayson 
(a new arrival) have charge of the female parts, while those of the 
opposite sex are in the hands of Messrs. Stone, Guise, and Honey.— 
At the Olympic this afternoon, Miss Hawthorne repeats her impersona- 
tion of that (im many senses) unhealthy young person Marguerite 
Gauthier, in //earvtsease, backed by a strong cast. Alafinfes under 
Miss H{awthorne’s direction will take place at this theatre every 
Wednesday for some time to come ; and Mr. Terry, since whose appear- 
ance upoa the scene the house scarcely knows itself, will act as Church- 
warden every Saturday afternoon. Miss Hawthorne has obtained an 
extension of her lease.—By order of the Committee of the Juvenile 
Fancy Dress Ball at the Mansion House, Messrs. L. and H. Nathan, 
the well-known costumiers, made and supplied some five-and-twenty 
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(ite GLope.—Tuis HERE DressER AND THAT Hatir-DRES-ER. 


of the dresses worn ia the kings and queens’ procession.—A ne¥ 
comedy-drama by Mr. James J. Blood will be produced by Miss Heler 
Barry at the Vaudeville Theatre on the afternoon of March 2nd; Mr. 
James Fernandez in a strong part. NESTOR. 
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THR PHILOSOPHY OF SKATING. 
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THE TumsLie TRUCULENT. 





Tue Scrame_e INEFFECTUAL. 


Tue Smasn UTTeEnr. 











A VIOLENT lady of dishevelled appearance begged a magistrate the 
other day not to be “‘ surprised at her next appearance in court.” The 
dispenser of justice whispered that he would struggle hard to keep down 
his emotion when he met her again, though it might be a difficult ta k. 





Moke than two thousand baskets of sprats and young herrings, landed 
at Kirkwall recently, were sold for manure for a few pence per basket. 
We guess Kirkwall would be a good pitch to float a ‘‘sardine manu- 
factory ” in. 





a 
Littie Wretch.—“ On, I SAY, HERE'S A FINE Girt! I'LL FOLLOW 
HER HOME!” 








DONE! 


| the bits of rancid bacon they have hitherto been able to afford for dinner 


A NOBLE dook, wallowing in wealth, has knocked eighteenpence a 
week off the wages of each of his farm-labourers, He grudges them 


occasionally, ‘Whatacontrast a creature like this is to Lord Tollemache ! 





A Scorcu minister recently denounced the practice of burying people 
on Sundays as a most aggravated mode of Sabbath-breaking. It is 
reported that he looks upon dying on the seventh day as a very immoral 
habit for people to indulge in. 





‘WHat? My Wire, BY JUPITER!” 
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trader. 


his mouth ! 





manufac 
we, though ! 


dust, an’ china 
clay, an’ acids, 
an’ sand, an’— 
Cu. (gas p- 
ing). Good gra- 
siaeshaes 
goodness sake! 
—my good fel- 
low—how can 
you? Pray, be 
silent! Of 
course, On re- 
flection, you 
mean to say 
that your em- 
ployer sternly 
refuses to intro- 
duce such adul- 
terations in- 
to-——- 
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{** The Royal Commission = ‘the 

i : the causes 
Oi ia teins’ depreciation in the standard of value, 
from without, increased local taxation, preferential railway rates, and so forth.” — 
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Cu. Very good, indeed. 
mind to thresh out the question in an unbiassed way. Admit the wit- 
r. Witness; good day, 
testimony, of course, in favour of our British Traders (to whisper a word 
hom is not to be th 

First Witness (from Central Africa). Yah! yah! Um cheat dis 
nigger like de debble. 
Royat Com, Ah!—yes—of course he’s speaking of the German 


First W. Debble a bit. 
all in rags in ten minutes, yah !—an’ bad spirits—fire-water, send ’im 
nigger mad an’ kill him, All done by de British trader, by gum ! 
Royat Com. (squealin 
Gag him! Hi 
Cu. Turn that most improper witness out. 
men, I think we may enter it down that the witness from Central Africa 
distinctly attributes the decrease of British imports in his country to— 
er—to—the—er—unfair and disgraceful conduct of our foreign com- 
petitors—eh? Next witness. 
do you attribute the present depression in, &c., &c.? Of course we will 
at once dismiss the bare idea that any fault lies at the doors of the British 
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or others would be “oo shockingly indelicate. 
THe OTHer COMMISSIONERS (hiding their faces with scented hand- 


herchief:). Oh, don’t speak of such a thing ! 


of depression, they 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


POLITENESS BEFORE EVERYTHING. 


ession of Trade and Industry have issued 
point to over-prodaction, 
foreign bounties, competition 


Mretinc RoOM OF THE RoyaL Commission. Royal Commisstoners 
beautifully and delicately arrayed, partaking of mince as a@ suitable 
preparation for business. 
CHAIRMAN. One last word, gentlemen ; let me beg of you to recol- 


lect that our 
first and great- 
est duty is Po- 
LITENESS. Let 


in view that the 
real object of 
this inquiry is to 
say pleasant 
things to the 
Great Commer- 
cial Community 
in whose inte- 


rests we are in- | 
vestigating. To 


listen to any 
evidence in any 
way casting the 
blame on our 
manufacturers 


I perceive that we are now in a fit state of 


t of)? 


You are here to give 


it hold ob trader ! 


Dis nigger bin swindled wid bad cottons— 


with horror, and stopping their ears). Stop 
ow dreadfully indelicate ! We zon’t hear it. 





Seconv W, Oh, ao I? 


} I tell yer I don’t. 
Cuorvus or Com. Oh, pray say you mean that! Please, do! No 


Ah! good day, Mr, Artizan, 


SECOND W. (from the Manufacturing Districts). Wot? 
_ Wot / ses is, if the guv’nor didn’t order me to chuck in 
such a hloomin’ ’eap o’ rubbish into the goods—white lead, an’ saw- 


\ 


- Then, gentle- 


o what 


Oh, will 





I tell yer—— 


we won't hear anything against the British Producer. Do, 


us keep always | any of his own faults. 


| as it can be. 





] say all sorts of things against the wicked German competitors, 
oie lagitious railway Companies—(though how it happens that there 
aren’t enough railway directors on our board to prevent the last remark } 
is too marvellous for us to decide), Take him away! Bring a new 
witness who isn’t so shockingly indel——-__ Who is this? 

BRITISH CONSUMER. Why, I am the party who buys things made by 
my fellow-countrymen ; and all I can say is, if he sends such bad things 
to the foreigner as he gives me——_ What's the matter? ~ 4 

CLERK TO THE Com. Why, can’t you see, you indelicate and uncivi- 
lized booby, that all the outraged Commissioners have fainted? How 
could you make such remarks? Be off, instantly! * — * “ 

Cu. Oh !—where am I? Was it some fearful and indelicate dream ? 

CLERK. Yes, dear. It’s all right now. We will take care that only 
polite and properly-conducted witnesses are admitted for the future. 

OTHER Com. (recovering). Oh, yes; we see you understand. We 
wish to assist the British Producer, but of at the expense of telling him 
We could not be so rude. 

* ® ~ * * 

Cierk. There, gentlemen; I have copied out the Report, and you 
will perceive that everything is entirely owing te the evil-doing of every- 
body except the British Producer. : ; 

Com. Oh, yes, that’s lovely—as delicate and polite and considerate 


Now everything will be nice and pleasant. 
[ Zhey put on scented kids, and mince home. 








CABINET MENDING. | 

ABINET mak- 
ing’s a difficult 
task, 

But by Cabinet 
mending is 
often = sur- 
pass’d ; 

Then all that 
iH! iN: diplomacy’s 
“iis art can sug- 

gest, 

Is into the ser- 
vice of states- 
manship 
pressed, 


There are friends 
to provide for 
who can’t be 
left out, 

And changes to 
make to avoid 
utter rout ; 

And oft when 
the structure 
is thought 
very sound, 

A rude puff of 
wind brings it 
all to the 
ground, 

Now, whence the gust likely to give it this blow, 

Is coming, our sketch in the margin must show, 

Like a house built of cards, it will fall in a heap, 

If the G.O.M.’s chest be sufficiently deep, 
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A Potter-ing Par. 


“Mr. J. C. Horsley, R.A., is,” i » “ dispos idi 
of Me Sabet pm a the tee Man 25 ij Be ety ee ee en 

HAVE you read this daily print on 
Mr. Horsley’s doubt of Minton ? 

A potter who has really won renown ; 
Minton may (although not coarsely) 
Express 47s doubt of Horsley ; 
If he did, and won the case, 
’Twould be like a Thames-side place, 

For ’twould savour, don’t you see, of Horsly-down. 





A SCIENTIFIC German has invented an apparatus for the production of 
artificial fog. We are not advocates of Lynch law, but if that Teuton 
tries to develop his patent in London, may he——well, never mind. The 
scientist's notion is to ensure the prolonged existence of those creatures 
and plants that cannot exist comfortably without a dense watery vapour 
drifting round them. Is it necessary that they should exist ? 
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BAD BOYS’ BALLADS. 


I.—PADDY O’SCRAN, 


Pappy O’ScRAN, the Finnian’s child, 

Was a swate little chap, but a bit too wild, 
Sure he bate the wurreld by day or night 
A-gettin’ the naybours’ dogs to fight ; 

And whiniver ye’d hear a bang and a scrame 
That ’ud waken ye out av yer dapest drame, 
And see the cats go rushin’ in gales, 

Wid brickbats pursuin’ the inds av their tails, 
An’ hear their turrible scraiches and squales, 
Thin ye jist might say as sure as six, 

‘* There’s Paddy O’Scran at wan av his thricks !” 


Indade, ’twas himsilf that chased a cow 
Along av the strate, as he well knew how, 
Wid all av the gurrels an’ bys that was bad, 
Till they druv the crayture intoirely mad. 
An’ whin she upset an apple-stand, 
_Sure Paddy O’Scran was riddy on hand 

To stale the paches, an’ that is thrue, 

An’ likewise absthract the oranges too ; 

An’ the place av its pay-nuts was bereft, 
Till nivir a vigethable was left. 


Paddy wint out wan Sathurday night 

To stale his father’s dynamite, 

** An’ sure it is jist mysilf,” says Pat, 

‘© That'll thrate me oppressor like a rat ; 
I'll be the hoight of an iligant thraitor, 
An’ all av me lone a conspirather. 

The Quane is my father’s inimy, 

An’ the schoolmasther is mine,” says he. 
‘* She thramples the Oirish benathe her fate, 
An’ sure by the tacher I was bate, 

Bate till my sinses was almost gone, 

Sure I’d rather a dale be thrampled on. 
Now it’s Aurroo aboo! as sure as banes, 
I'll blow the ould baste into smitheranes,” 


So he wint by the night so dark an’ cool, 

To insert the dynamite into the school, 

An’ benathe the stove in a hole that ’ud fit, 

He inthruded a pound an’ a half of it, 

An’ Paddy said, ‘‘ Sure it’s myself that’s good 
To provide such iligant kindlin’ wood ; 

’Tis jist what the tacher will require 

Whin he comes in the marnin’ to loight the fire.” 


On the top av the Monday marnin’, sure, 
There was Paddy a-papin’ through the dure ; 
But the tacher that marnin’ was exthry late, 
An’ niver a scholar was in his sate, 

And Paddy riflicted, an’ said, ‘* Be joy! 
Sure I forgot it’s the Foorth av Juloy ! 
Troth it’s a pity he niver came, 

But I’ll have me explvosion all the same, 
For it’s jist mesilf that’s spry and quick, 
An’ at runnin’ away I am mighty slick ; 

I'll jist give it a poke, thin fly like dust, 
And lave the owld jinamite to bust.” 


So Paddy gave it a poke, and whoo! 

Wid a crack and a bang, and a hullah-baloo ! 
Up in the air the school-house wint, 

And Paddy and all into paces were sint,. 
Indade, the assurance was little wurreth 
Whin the lavins av thim kem down to urreth. 
’Twas a rain of slates and arithmetics, 
Plasther an’ maps, an’ pins an’ bricks, 

Ink and rulers, and atlases, 

’Stid of plump little bys and fat lasses. 

And, och hone areéj{ all over the square 
Were bits of Paddy jist here an’ there ! 


The people who hurred the noise did say, 

** He’s a-kapin’ Indipindence Day !” 

But whin the truth all came to light, 

And they found it was Paddy and dynamite, 
All that was sid was, ‘‘ It surrved him right !” 





ARTISTIC faculties are not as rare as may be imagined. 
Many men besides artists have draw lots. 


























SETTLING THE P/N7. 
A FRAGMENT, 


Argumentative Party.—‘* Wort I Wants, SiR, IS LEGISLATIONS AS 
WILL COMPEL LONDONERS TO BURN SMOKELESS COAL. SMOKE-GIVIN’ 
COAL IS THE RUIN OF EVERYTHINK. Now, SIR, THE PROBLEM IS— 
Wort’s THE Best WAY OF OVERCOMIN’ OF THE LONDON Foc?” 

Sententious Party.—**PINT ©’ BURTON, AND A WHIFF 0’ 'BACCA, 
THEM’s MY SENTIMENS. PEERAPS YOU’LL ’AVE THAT ’ERE PoT 
REPLENUSHED !” 











—— ee 


HOTCH POTOH, 

MOLD must be a good place to live in. During the past two years and three 
months only one person among a flock of three hundred and fifty Roman Catholics 
located in that part of health-giving Wales has been interred in mould, 





THE British commissioner who met the Afghan Ameer in Cabul a short time 
back, was astonished to find that not only is His Highness a confirmed snuff-taker, 
but that he expectorates freely after each pinch, going essentially on the Scotch 
principle, ‘‘ It’s a’ swept oot i the marning.” 


AN Irish farmer, who had been threatened with death by some glorious pathriots, 
vowed a solemn vow that they should never kill him, and kept his oath by 
shooting himself. He said he was quite determined to ‘* best” the moonlighters. 
They shouldn’t score a laugh against him. 


Mr. RUSKIN objects to nations ‘‘ paying their ironmongers for the manufacture 
of ironclads and stink-pots.” Of course it is just as well not to pay ironmongers, 
or anybody else, if nations can avoid doing so. But there’s the rub! By the way, 
we thought that ‘‘stink-pots” were somewhat out of date as adjuncts of warfare ; 
yet, after reading Mr. Ruskin’s words, and knowing him to be an authority on 
every subject under the sun, we sent our office-boy round to the nearest iron- 
monger’s to purchase a half-crown one. We merely wished to drive a tiresome 
contributor out of the office. The unfortunate lad came back in a very bruised 
condition without the grenade, 


Tue King of Bavaria is suffering from a combination of intense melancholia and 
‘*iumps.” He has ordered a large stock of cheap cotton pocket-handkerchiefs 
from England. Nice sentimental ‘‘ wipes,” with “‘The Beggar’s Petition,” etc., 
printed on them in subdued colours, 
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ENIOKN AOKS, 

THE gilded Ayperchics of France have discarded black eyening-dress 
coats, and wear red in preference, They have likewise made a dead 
set against stove-pipe hats, and 
may now be seen strolling 
about with billycocks of all 
shapes and materials adorning 
their noddles. The most oztré 
gommeux of France are but 
very poor creatures in their 
attire, when compared to the 
gorgeous French dandies who 
flourished in, and meandered 
about, Paris some hundred 
years ago, Here’s a descrip- 
tion of a beau’s “‘get-up” in 
the year 1790 :—‘‘ The coat of 
ruby velvet cloth, with sky- 
blue cape, buttons of goat’s 
hair; the chevew one plain 
curl, en ailes de pigeon ; the 
cravat of fine cambric, as well 
as the ruffles and frill, which 
are in large plaits; waistcoat 
of orange casimir, trimmed 
with blue riband; breeches 
also of orange casimir, 
trimmed with blue riband; white silk stockings and shoes, tied with 
black ribands, forming roses; a large made-up stick concealing a ‘tuck,’ 
or dagger.” Yet ey cynical, untidy old men used to gibe at them 
cruelly, and call them names hardly fit for publication. 





THE Tonquinese have been giving the French troops ‘* beans” again— 
Tonquin beans with a strong scent of gunpowder about them ! 


M. DE BLow!7z affirms that the Great White Czar of Holy Russia is 
a mad ferocious drunkard. Mdme. de Novikoff insists that he is a mild 
ood-natured, come-home-to-tea monarch, who never pinches his wife. 
he balance of evidence, however, goes to show that the Little Father 
is a dipsomaniac, without the moral courage to be a good man, or the 
pluck to be a bad one. —_— 

Dr. MORRISON states that indigestion is often followed by consump- 
tion, Experience teaches us, however, that indigestion much more 
frequently follows consumption. The worthy physician also considers 
that it is quite unnecessary for young men to get ‘‘corned,” and ‘‘sow 
wild oats.’ He advocates barley-water as a wholesome fluid for frolic- 
some youths of the period. Though not very youthful, we intend to 
commence on barley-water next Monday. 

Two casuals got into hot water recently through refusing to work. 
They complained that they could not toil upon hot water as a beverage. 
We really think the Guardians ought to order a flint stone or two to be 
thrown into the hot water dispensed to casual paupers in future, just to 
convert it into tasty work’us broth. It’s even betting the ratepayers 
wouldn’t grumble very much at the expense. 


Dr, CHARcoT has discovered that dumbness can be transferred by 
magnetism from one woman to another. The noisiest mother-in-law 
placed back to back with a tongue-tied female may be cured of her 
waspish verbosity in ten minutes or so, when fixed-up under his treat- 
ment. At present the doctor’s fees are not exorbitant. If he has any 
respect for the comfort of his sex, he never will make them so. 


A RED-HAIRED young lady appeared before a magistrate the other day, 
and with touching eloquence advanced a complaint against a young 
swain, for assault and constant annoyance. She said, ‘* Notwithstand- 
ing the defendant is puffectly haware as I ‘ates ’im, he has tried repeatedly 
to be very hamarous and insinuvatin’, a makin’ sich fervint protestations 
of a hadorin’ passion for mc, that it is quite disagreeable to be so prose- 
cuted by ‘im and his hugly purposals ; and it’s frequent as I’ve told him, 
yer wushup, as I'm a himpregnible fortress, as is not to be taken by any 
sich fellows with their sinuvatin harts, And the other night, yer wushup, 
he cum behind me, and ’cos I wouldn’t kiss him, he limbed the bonnet 
_ horf my ’ead.” The defendant then flatly accused his fair accuser 
of having attempted to overwhelm him with all the artillery of female 
fascinations, blandishments, and so forth, and that on one occasion she 
sow hes invited him into her mistress’s kitchen to partake of cold boiled 
pork pickled onions ; but, knowing that she only asked him in be- 
cause her favourite policeman had been shifted to another beat, he de- 
clined the honour with disdain. Here the red-haired young lady called 
the defendant a *‘’orrid villain,” and a **perjured varmint.” At this 





juncture the magistrate interposed, dismissed the complaint, and advised 
begpaux to consult a respectable clergyman as soon as possible, 





Borrowed from Britain. 
sad i Paris, says the Globe, “‘is absor not by the German 

Ae | uh the thd - against Society by M. Duval, earwiek the development 
of ‘Le Five o'clock” as an institution. ’) 

ALL Paris now is up in arms, 

But ot because of war’s alarms, 

And not because they’re disarranged, 

And want the Government re-changed : 

’Tis not because they wish to show 

Their valour to some fancied foe— 

The reason of their present shock 

Is what ¢hey call ** Le Five o’clock.” 


This little ‘‘ five o’clock ” affair, 

All 2 Za mode de L’ Angleterre, 

They fain would institute, to show 
That ¢hey can make it comme il faut, 
Their ** Five o'clock” would seem to be 
Much more renowned for flowers than tea ; 
Yet good Parisians daily flock 

To what they call ‘‘ Le Five o’clock 


” 
! 


The costumes that Parisians don, 
Whene’er ‘“‘ Le Five o’clock ” is on, 
Would make you stagger with dismay, 
So gorgeous and so grand are they. 

It is their aim, as some affirm, 

To make ws five o’clockers squirm, 

By the cut and cost of every frock 
That’s built to suit ‘‘ Le Five o’clock.” 


‘* But why not take their tea,” you'll say, 
** Without this dazzle and display ? 

Why spend vast sums on dress so fine, 
In which to bow at Souchong’s shrine ?”’ 
We can but say, ’twas ever thus— 

Our Gallic neighbours like a fuss : 
P’r’aps soon they Il order to the block 
All those who shun ‘‘ Le Five o’clock.” 


BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 


























«< . . - 
ARE NOT THESE LARGE ENOUGH ?”—Afeasure Sor Measure, 
Act I. Scene 5. 
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The Squire.—‘‘ THE CHEEKY CAD! 


STICKING UP FOR THE HOME STRAIN. 


The Captain.—‘'I WONDER SHODDYBODY YONDER CONDESCENDS TO HUNT OWR PACK, 
KENNELS WERE LIKE THE COUNTY—WANTED MORE New BLOoop.” 
AND WHAT DID You say?” 
The Captain.—‘** TOLD HIM I THOUGHT WE’D ALREADY DRAUGHTED TOO MANY PUPPIES FROM OUTSIDE INTO BOTH.” 


HE TOLD ME THE OTHER DAY THE 








A Victor-ious Verse. 


{According to the Figaro, *‘ A dead set is being made in certain directions at the 
son and heir of the Prince of Wales, and week after week it is asserted, with weari- 
some reiteration, that Prince Albert Victor is taciturn, glum, vacuous, and so forth, 
and §So on."’] 

WHAT a clever world we live in, and how brilliant we all are! 

We know a lot (or think we do), and say so, near and far ; 

Our papers are, especially, great granaries of truth, 

And their startling information’s a// veracity, forsooth. 

Now, here’s a case in point, which will (we fancy) make you stare, 
For, ’tis a “clever” statement ve Our Heir Apparent’s heir ; 

He seems a decent youth enough, but, you will see, that some 
Regard that prince as ‘‘ vacuous, and taciturn, and glum.” 


The cause of this assertion is, that Albert Victor Guelph 

Possesses the audacity to e’en respect himself ; 

And at the mess’s so-called jokes he cannot alwdys smile, 

And fast and furious revelry is not in A. V.’s style. 

He doesn’t soak himself in *‘ fizz,” or smoke himself half blind ; 
Though to both these things, in moderation, A. V. may be inclined ; 
And so noisy knockabouts opine that Albert V. is ‘‘rum,” 

Also that he is ** vacuous, and taciturn, and glum.” 





A “Flag”-rant “Wag”-rant. 

{Lord Charles Beresford said the other day that the attitude adopted just now by 
some who thought the Conservative party was going to be divided, was called in the 
Navy “‘ flag-wagging.”] 
THE gallant tar’s expression 7¢ “‘ flag-wagging” is a wheeze 

Which shows that he behindhand is not lagging ; 
The cheery Charles not only showeth prowess on the seas, — 

But “‘ flag-wagging ” shows he’s not a wag that’s ‘‘ flag-ging.” 





Mysocony feeds on want. The man wheu kannot luv iza man wheu 
kannot be trusted. —O. E. PoTTs. 








| tried to cool the ardour o 
| with snow. The persecution of these martyrs would make a 





New Leaves. 


The Manchester Quarterly for January. This quarterly is good on 
the whole, and made up of many very excellent pieces, so we shall not 
** pick it to bits.”—Zhe Era Almanac, conducted by Edward Ledger. 
The pleasing peculiarities of this almanac are this year present in more 
than ordinary degree. The facsimile letters from actors and actresses 
are both interesting and amusing, so are the short stories and sketches. 
The information is full and ample, though confined to matters con- 
nected with the dramaticand musical professions. It is booked to the 
public, but goes to the credit side of the Ledger.—‘* English Jests and 
Anecdotes,” ‘‘ Scottish Jests and Anecdotes,” ‘*‘ Irish Jests and Anec- 
dotes,” ‘* American Jests and Anecdotes” (William Paterson, Edin- 
burgh). With these four volumes well in hand, any young man 
of a little wit or wisdom might set up as a wit and a wise man—and if 
ever at a loss for a good joke—which we never are—need not go far to 
find one. 

The Christmas number of the San Francisco News Letter comes to 
us far over land and far over sea, accompanied by ‘‘ An Oriental Maiden,” 
seemingly of high deguee : it is a cleverly-executed priat from a very 
pleasing picture. There is another large print, setting forth the beauties 
of the ‘* Palace Hotel.” Scattered through the number are several high- 
class wood engravings, intermingled with artful ads. The charms of 
the literature we leave to the discovery of our or its readers. 


—=——— 








A WARM-HEARTED Salvationist, whose wife — — a — since, 

an courting a “‘ Happy Eliza” mill-girl immediately after his spouse’s 

aceanel The. milk-girl reciprocated his tender attentions, This conduct 

so enraged the other daughters of Eve employed at the mill that they 

the loving pair by pelting and rubbing od 
g 


subject for a frieze, which might decorate one of ‘‘ General” Booth’s 
halls with advantage. 
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EKNIOKNAOKS. 

THE gilded hypferchics of France have discarded black evening-dress 
coats, and wear red in preference, They have likewise made a dead 
set against stove-pipe hats, and 
may now be seen strolling 
about with billycocks of all 
shapes and materials adorning 
their noddles. The most ozéré 
gommeux of France are but 
very poor creatures in their 
attire, when compared to the 
gorgeous French dandies who 
flourished in, and meandered 
about, Paris some hundred 
years ago. Here’s a descrip- 
tion of a beau’s *‘get-up” in 
the year 1790 :—‘‘ The coat of 
ruby velvet cloth, with sky- 
blue cape, buttons of goat’s 
hair; the chevem one plain 
curl, en ailes de pigeon ; the 
cravat of fine cambric, as well 
as the ruffles and frill, which 
are in large plaits ; waistcoat 
of orange casimir, trimmed 
with blue riband; breeches 
also of orange casimir, 
trimmed with blue riband; white silk stockings and shoes, tied with 
black ribands, forming roses; a large made-up stick concealing a ‘tuck,’ 
or dagger.” Yet rude, cynical, untidy old men used to gibe at them 
cruelly, and call them names hardly fit for publication. 





THE Tonquinese have been giving the French troops ‘* beans” again— 
Tonquin beans with a strong scent of gunpowder about them ! 


M. pe BLow!7z affirms that the Great White Czar of Holy Russia is 
a mad ferocivus drunkard. Mdme. de Novikoff insists that he is a mild 
ood-natured, come-home-to-tea monarch, who never pinches his wife. 
he balance of evidence, however, goes to show that the Little Father 
is a dipsomaniac, without the moral courage to be a good man, or the 
pluck to be a bad one, ———— 

_ Dr. Morrison states that indigestion is often followed by consump- 
tion, Experience teaches us, however, that indigestion much more 
frequently follows consumption. The worthy physician also considers 
that it is quite unnecessary for young men to get ‘“‘corned,” and ‘*sow 
wild oats,’ He advocates barley-water as a wholesome fluid for frolic- 
some youths of the period, Though not very youthful, we intend to 
commence on barley-water next Monday. 

Two casuals got into hot water recently through refusing to work. 
They complained that they could not toil upon hot water as a beverage. 
We really think the Guardians ought to order a flint stone or two to be 
thrown into the hot water dispensed to casual paupers in future, just to 
convert it into tasty work’us broth. It’s even betting the ratepayers 
wouldn’t grumble very much at the expense. 


Dr, Cuarcor has discovered that dumbness can be transferred by 
magnetism from one woman to another. The noisiest mother-in-law 
placed back to back with a tongue-tied female may be cured of her 
waspish verbosity in ten minutes or so, when fixed-up under his treat- 
ment. At present the doctor’s fees are not exorbitant. If he has any 
respect for the comfort of his sex, he never will make them so. 


A RED-HAIRED young lady appeared before a magistrate the other day, 
and with touching eloquence advanced a complaint against a young 
swain, for assault and constant annoyance. She said, ‘* Notwithstand- 
ing the defendant is puffectly haware as I ‘ates ’im, he has tried repeatedly 
to be very /hamarous and insinuvatin’, a makin’ sich fervint protestations 
of a hadorin passion for me, that it is quite disagreeable to be so prose- 
cuted by ‘im and his hugly purposals ; and it’s frequent as I’ve told him, 
yer wushup, as I’m a himpregnible fortress, as is not to be taken by any 
sich fellows with their sinuvatin harts, And the other night, yer wushup 
he cum behind me, and ‘cos I wouldn’t kiss him, he limbed the bonnet 
2 horf my ’ead.” The defendant then flatly accused his fair accuser 
of having attempted to overwhelm him with all the artillery of female 
fascinations, blandishments, and so forth, and that on one occasion she 
positively invited him into her mistress’s kitchen to partake of cold boiled 
pork and pickled onions ; but, knowing that she only asked him in be- 
cause her favourite policeman had been shifted to another beat, he de- 
clined the honour with disdain. Here the red-haired young lady called 
the defendant a “‘’orrid villain,” and a **perjured varmint.” At this 





juncture the magistrate interposed, dismissed the complaint, and advised 
f r to consult a respec'able clergyman as soon as possible, 





Borrowed from Britain. 
we i Paris, says the Glode, ‘‘is absor not by the German 
ates Bill wot uh the pa - cealae Gaslety by M. Duval, mange the development 
of ‘Le Five o'clock” as an institution. *) 
ALL Paris now is up in arms, 
But 2o¢ because of war’s alarms, 
And not because they’re disarranged, 
And want the Government re-changed : 
’Tis not because they wish to show 
Their valour to some fancied foe— 
The reason of their present shock 
Is what ¢/ey call ** Le Five o’clock.” 


This little ‘‘ five o’clock ” affair, 

All a la mode de L’ Angleterre, 

They fain would institute, to show 

That they can make it comme tl faut. 
Their ** Five o'clock”? would seem to be 
Much more renowned for flowers than tea ; 
Yet good Parisians daily flock 

To what they call ‘* Le Five o’clock !” 


The costumes that Parisians don, 
Whene’er “‘ Le Five o'clock ” is on, 
Would make you stagger with dismay, 
So gorgeous and so grand are they. 

It is their aim, as some affirm, 

To make ws five o’clockers squirm, 

By the cut and cost of every frock 
That’s built to suit ‘‘ Le Five o’clock.” 


‘* But why not take their tea,” you'll say, 
** Without this dazzle and display ? 

Why spend vast sums on dress so fine, 
In which to bow at Souchong’s shrine?” 
We can but say, ’twas ever thus— 

Our Gallic neighbours like a fuss : 
P’r’aps soon they Il order to the block 
All those who shun ‘‘ Le Five o’clock.” 


BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 


























‘< . . . 
ARE NOT THESE LARGE ENOUGH? "— Measure for Measure, 
Act I. Scene 5. 
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The Captain.—‘*I WONDER SHODDYBODY YONDER ‘CONDESCENDS TO HUNT OWR PACK, 


KENNELS WERE LIKE THE COUNTY—WANTED MORE New BLoop.” 


- hr « fg “ oY; "< o a es . . 
Ef f. ve, eee og ne * dager ic 25 ” Siw o> i Oe ile 
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3 STICKING UP FOR THE HOME STRAIN. 


HE TOLD ME THE OTHER DAY THE 


The Squire. —** THE CHEEKY CAD! 


AND WHAT DID YoU SAY?” 


The Captain.—‘* TOLD HIM I THOUGHT WE’D ALREADY DRAUGHTED TOO MANY PUPPIES FROM OUTSIDE INTO BOTH.” 




















A Victor-ious Verse. 


[According to the Figaro, ‘‘ A dead set is being made in certain directions at the 
son and heir of the Prince of Wales, and week after week it is asserted, with weari- 
some reiteration, that Prince Albert Victor is taciturn, glum, vacuous, and so forth, 


and go on.”] 
What a clever world we live in, and how brilliant we all are! 
We know a lot (or think we do), and say so, near and far ; 
Our papers are, especially, great granaries of truth, 
And their startling information’s a// veracity, forsooth. 
Now, here’s a case in point, which will (we fancy) make you stare, 
For, ’tis a ‘‘clever” statement ve Our Heir Apparent’s heir ; 
He seems a decent youth enough, but, you will see, that some 
Regard that prince as *‘ vacuous, and taciturn, and glum.” 


The cause of this assertion is, that Albert Victor Guelph 

Possesses the audacity to e’en respect himself ; 

And at the mess’s so-called jokes he cannot always smile, 

And fast and furious revelry is not in A. V.’s style. , 

He doesn’t soak himself in ‘‘ fizz,” or smoke himself half blind : 
Though to both these things, in moderation, A. V. may be inclined ; 
And so noisy knockabouts opine that Albert V. is ‘* rum,” 

Also that he is ‘‘ vacuous, and taciturn, and glum.” 





A “Flag”-rant “Wag”-rant. 


{Lord Charles Beresford said the other day that the attitude adopted just now by 


some who thought the Conservative party was going to be divided, was called in t 
Navy “‘ flag-wagging.”] 
THE gallant tar’s expression 7¢ ‘‘ flag-wagging ” is a wheeze 
Which shows that he behindhand is not lagging ; 
The cheery Charles not only showeth prowess on the seas, — ; 
But ‘* flag-wagging ” shows he’s not a wag that’s “‘ flag-ging. 





Mysocony feeds on want. The man wheu kannot lav iza man wheu 
kannot be trusted. —O. FE. Ports. 





New Leaves, 


The Manchester Quarterly for January. This quarterly is good on 
the whole, and made up of many very excellent pieces, so we shall not 
‘pick it to bits.”—Zhe Era Almanac, conducted by Edward Ledger. 
The pleasing peculiarities of this almanac are this year present in more 
than ordinary degree. The facsimile letters from actors and actresses 
are both interesting and amusing, so are the short stories and sketches. 
The information is full and ample, though confined to matters con- 
nected with the dramaticand musical professions. It is booked to the 
public, but goes to the credit side of the Ledger.—‘' English Jests and 
Anecdotes,” ‘* Scottish Jests and Anecdotes,” ‘*‘ Irish Jests and Anec- 
dotes,” ** American Jests and Anecdotes” (William Paterson, Edin- 
burgh). With these four volumes well in hand, any young man 
of a little wit or wisdom might set up as a wit and a wise man—and if 
ever at a loss for a good joke—which we never are—need not go far to 
find one, 

The Christmas number of the San Francisco News Letter comes to 
us far over land and far over sea, accompanied by ‘‘ An Oriental Maiden,” 
seemingly of high deguee : it is a cleverly-executed priat from a very 
pleasing picture. There is another large print, setting forth the beauties 
of the ‘Palace Hotel.” Scattered through the number are several high- 
class wood engravings, intermingled with artful ads. The charms of 


_ the literature we leave to the discovery of our or its readers. 


} 
' 








A WARM-HEARTED Salvationist, whose wife died about a month since, 
began courting a ‘“‘ Happy Eliza” mill-girl immediately after his spouse’s 
decease. The milk-girl reciprocated his tender attentions. This conduct 
so enraged the other daughters of Eve employed at the mill that they 


_ tried to cool the ardour of the lovin pair by pelting and rubbing them 


with snow. The persecution of these martyrs would make a good 
subject for a frieze, which might decorate one of ‘‘ General” Booth’s 


halls with advantage. 
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BRILLIANTS? 
Miss Progshawl.—“In_ spite of everything, she sticks to her 


diamonds,” 
Mrs. Briggleshill.—“ Or, beimg paste, they stick to her.” 


A GROWLER! 
He drove a growler, Anyone suspecting him of a hansom must have 
been a lunatic, For handsome ought to be who hansom drives. 
He wore a tall hat, a hat that had been pitched to keep the weather 
out. His face was a beautiful purple, his eyes were almost red. This 
some would have said came from exposure, others would have said 
** gin,” of course ; he being a cabman, they must have been in the right. 
He paid seven and sixpence for his cab with one horse for the day. 
His cab was about as smart as an egg-case that had been kept in the 
coal cellar. The horse had about as much flesh on him as the goose one 
wins ata tap-room raffle. At eight o’clock of a morning the growler 
would be seen coming from the yard. 

** Who stole his mother’s dust-bin and put it on wheels?” 

** What’ll yer let us have it for? The kids wants a new hen-house. 

** Have yer entered that chice hanimal for the Chester Cup, Joe?” 

** Why don’t yer cut his tail off, Joe, and sell him for a kitching table ? ” 

This was the wit of the hansom drivers as Joe went out of the yard 

gut Joe bad one friend in the waterman. 

** Times ain't what they was, Joe, when the young swells would be 
druv to Crimorne. Them was the days, Joe; them was the days. 





3) 


And the Worxhall Gardings, Joe, thick o’ them; and when there warn’t 
no Metropolitan with your low threepenny fares.” 

Then Joe would shake his head and the dust out of his ipe. ** The 
times,” he would observe, as he thoughtfully rubbed the tip of his nose 
with the end of his cuff, ‘‘ the times is simply ‘cussid.’ I shall go in 
for being a hunemployed, and carry a red flag, and start a noospaper.”” 

And Mrs. Joe, who lived with Mr. Joe in one little room in the cab- 
yard, she would look out of the window at the clothes-line covered with 
anything but spotless garments, that were always flapping and flapping 
for whoever saw a a cab-yard or a coastguard station when clothes were 
not hanging out to dry? 

“Ah!” she used to say, ‘‘us poor growlers ’as a ’ard time on it 
The ‘’ansoms’’ wives is the oneners as is well orf. Why, that have 
slip-body, as is a-drying hopposite, ’as her pint o’ winkles reg'ler every 
evenin’, as if she was my lady duchess,” ' 


Then Joe would say, ** Never mind, old lady, us has stuck together 


this here thirty year, ‘spite o’ hard times, and shall yet. ; 
stummicks "11 let uc.”’ ; . yes . _ namagty 








But the question was, might not that too much of a vacuum in their 
luckless anatomies prove too much for them in the end? 

One day a smart, severe-looking old gentleman accosted Joe. 

‘‘You cabmen, he said, ‘‘are dreadfully improvident. Look at the 

c ou make!” 
“ ry 9 bok at it,” answered Joe, ‘‘for I never makes any to look at.” 

‘‘ Tell the truth, sir! tell the truth, sir !”? and the old gentleman was 
extra very much down on Joe. ‘ Look at your overcharging. 

‘* Overcharging !” says Joe, ‘* why it’s only maiden ladies with tabbies 
and parrots as would ever take on a ‘growler, and there’s nothing like 
maiden ladies for cuttin’ of you down. It’s my belief as they passes all 
their leisure time a-measurin’ up the streets in the map 0 London, to be 
down on us ‘ growlers’—they’re so uncommon artful. 

‘‘ Don’t talk to me, sir,” says the old gentleman ; “‘there are times 
that you almost coin the money that you spend recklessly on drink, 

‘‘That’s a good’un!” says Joe. ‘ Why, wot with a-takin haccidents 
to ’orsepi'als, and a-conveying away the small-poxes and fevers from 
‘em, there’s a regler prejerdice agin’ us, and we gets no trade at all. 

‘© I know full well,” says the old gentleman, ‘‘ that you make money, 
and at odd times get quite windfalls.” 

‘Years ago,” says Joe, ‘‘drunkin sailors was good bisness. There 
was yer young swells too, like my Lord Wand-Temper, or whatever 
his name was, as would ‘ire a growler, and ‘ave a barrel-orgin played 
on the roof, but them times, like the ’evins, is far, far away. 

‘You are not telling me the truth,” says the old gentleman. 

A few days after this Mrs, Joe was taken ill. 

‘I must make a bit, anyhow, to-day,” says Joe, ‘‘ or the old woman'll 
cave in altogether. I must do it.” 

And that day the snow began to fall heavily. 
deep in snow. 

And Joe had had but two small fares. And the few pence he had by 
him had to be kept for the horse. So Joe had had nothing to eat. 

He was out somewhere Battersea way, was Joe, and in a silent by- 
road. He had stopped the horse to give it a bit of arest. He had put 
on the nose-bag. 

‘*T’ll jist git in the cab and have a rest too,” says Joe, ‘*somehow I 
doesn’t feel as cold as I did, nor as hungry neether, Ain’t it rum, for it 
must be blowin’ like knives.” 

‘*T feel so sleepy, too.”” And Joe went to sleep in the cab. 

An hour passed by. 

‘* Hullo there,” said the police sergeant,’”’ pulling open the door, ‘‘ wake 
up, yer know—wake up, yer know, and drive off.” 

But there was no need for this, for in the kindest way in the world 
Mr. Death had mounted the seat and driven Joe off to aland far offi, 
where no cabs are needed. Frozen dead ! 


The streets were knee 








A GREAT DRAWBACK. | 


_ THE superiority of the Round Dance over the 
tionable. 


acquaintanceship soon ripens into friendship, and friendship into love, 


Square is unques- 
In the former, by the uninterrupted flow of conversation, 


by easy and natural gradation ; whereas, in the Square, conversation 
is subject to constant interruption; a vital question is met with a 
hurried ** Our turn ;” and the answer hangs suspended till the severed 
meet again. Young Jones is about to declare his undying passion 

when the M.C.’s stentorian ‘* Grand Chain !” sends him on his career 
alone ; and, with the fickleness of man, long ere he returns to his 
partner he has fixed his affections elsewhere, and the girl’s chance is 


gone for ever. Surely the abolition of the Square is worth the con- 
sideration of the Round Table, 
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To a Rampant Shakes- 
pearite. 


I t1ke my Shakespeare quite as 
much 
As anyone you like to mention, 
I love his subtlety of touch, 
And venerate his grand invention ; 
But that’s because I’ve read him 
through, 
And marked his wit and worth 
(or sought to), 
And found his metal ringing true— 
And not because you say I ought to. 








I ponder o’er his tender scenes, 
And wonder at the thoughts that 
fire him ; 
But when I don’t know what he 
means, 
I won't pretend that I admire him. 
I scorn to place him on a shelf, 
And swear that all his views I 
hold to; 
I like to form my views myself— 
I'l] not admire because I’m told to. 


And don’t you think, at any rate, 
It’s something very like presump- 
tion 
For you to cry, ‘The Bard was 
great!” 
As if we hadn’t any gumption ? 
Do you suppose it must be true, 
Because of your reiteration ? 
And do you think that none but you 
Are gifted with discrimination ? 


Why, who are you, I’d like to know. 
To come and tell us he was clever ? 
This zs a pretty sort of go! 
What dashed assurance! Well, 
I never! 
Shakespeare was clever—man nor 
miss 
Can doubt it; but (the deuce is 
in it), 
If you keep prosing on like this, 
I'll say he wasn’t in a minute. 


A SPECIAL inquiry shows that 
the price of an adult slave in 
Morocco varies from £4 to £6 fora 
healthy man, and runs up to as much 
as £106 foragirl. From all accounts 
Morocco is keeping up its reputation 
for ‘* leather,” by the way in which 














the Moorish slave-owners ‘‘ hide” 
the wretched bought-and-sold pieces A ROYAL JEREMY DIDDLER. ’ 
of humanity who come under their H. R. H.—** You HAVE ONLY TO PUT YOUR NAME TO THIS MY DgaAR, DEAR SIR—A 
leathern lash. MERE MATTER OF FORM, AND THE THING IS DONE,” 
Be Ye (Floury) Ware-y|! A P, L-ayful Par. 
{An English contemporary points out that, according to a German ditto, German | (Truth asserts that there is a serious split in the Primrose League, and that it will 
potatoes are being bought largely by Hamburg merchants, for the purpose of s:upp!y- collapse as speedily as it arose.] 
ing the English Navy.] You all must admit 
Ir German potatoes a7¢ now being bought That this *‘ serious split” 
For our own native Navy’s consumption, Doesn’t tend te make Primrose Leagues league-ally cosy, 
That the buyers are not doing gue as they ought, For, owing to Fate, 
Is plain to all people of gumption. The Primrose League’s state, 
’Tis a matter that calls for a lyrical burst, Although unmistakably ‘‘ prim ”— isn’t ‘* rose y.” 


For a lay @ /a mode de Tom D’Urfey ; ? 
For of all combinations, ’tis really the worst, 
This curious Teutonic ** Murphy.” Tue mortality among the men employed by the Panama Canal 
SS oe : Company is positively frightful. The parties who peg out, havi 
neither friends or money, are called ‘‘ Dumps,” because they are dum 
Naturally. A into trenches about two feet deep without any wooden garment to clothe 
Mr. and Mrs. Tomlinson were, as usual, ‘‘ rowing” (to rhyme with | them. Impecunious young men, whose relations don't love ‘em, can 
‘*vowing,” not ‘*going”), when Mis. T., thinking to be more bitter | easily find openings at l’anama at present. 
than usual, said, ‘*You are just like the nasty low actors! A prety wIP 


set they are. Why, we read ef them sometimes—and the man is in Aber- 
deen a his wil fa Dublin. He ore end of the earth, and she the |‘ As most people know, a couple of scullers had a row the other day, 
other,” | and one rowist broke tke other's nose. A correspo.ident wishes to know 


Mr. T, murmured, ‘‘I wish I was an actor!” whether the injury wculd be called a fracture of the skull? 











The Editor doss not bind himsels to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 


Gag” To CoxexsronpenTs.— 
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OVERDOING IT. 


**TOO MUCH CIR’ WILL TURN A YOUNG MAN GREY, 
AND TOO MUCH CARF WILL TORN AN OLD MAN INTO CLAY.”—OJ? Sone. 
*“*C4re KILLED A CaT,”’—O/d Saying. 











FIT AUN TED. Amid his musings o’er the coming Session? | Are haunting now his restless mind ? 
Ves . , . > M4 y OL | 7 . 
(Suz CARTOON.) | erchance, when staring at the coal, | Who knows 
From his brown-study seat | What thoughts are those ? 
WHAT thoughts are those He sees with a perturbed soul | At any rate, one may suppose 
That tumble in his lordship’s head The grim shapes of Defeat, His is no couch of down— 
As " ~ gazing at the ruddy fire ? pa gl = of a : | Uneasy feels the head that wears the Premier's 
Oo future woes, lle, Standing there crown. 
And fancies that engender dread Behind his chair, 
Of Party prospects draggled in the mire, Lord Randolph’s phantom hints at explanation. | A “**HAIL’ FELLOW WELL MET.”’—Jack 
Attempt to find expression What forms of evils undefined | Frost. : 
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SOSCCCCOSCCOOS “Tonca GOLD MEDAL, LIVERPOOL INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION 
@ment of 
**Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Was ; 
effective in all those cases in which we : anaes nie aan PURE AND ‘ 
ve prescribed it."—Afedical Press. Write as smoothly as a lead pencil and neither scratch nor spu 
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Tue Savoy.—PgG AND CLOTHES-PROP. 


dull—the fun not being sustained. 


them of old? 


animated pictures from Ages Ago. 











SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HE SAVOY. —There is often a 


subtle and indescribable flavour 
(so to put it) in the title of a play 
which mysteriously, but unmis- 
takably, suggests to the mind the 
value of the work to which it is 
attached. Ruddygore is just such 
a title, and when I first heard it 
(which, as you will guess, was 
not so very early in the game) a 
cold chill of apprehension went 
through me. Although there was 
an underlying suggestion of a good 
parody on the titles of the 
‘* Mystery of Udolpho” style of 
old melodrama, there was yet 
such a crudeness and roughness 
about it as to suggest the author 
being in sight of a capital notion 
without the luck to get within 
reach of it. 


CouLp it be possible that we 
were to have a dull play from the 


cleverest and most original humorist of the day? Alas! it could—it 
was. Recalling the effect as a whole, dulness is the verdict. There is 
enough fun in it for half-a-dozen ordinary comic operas (I fear that is 
rather faint praise, though) ; but, on a Gilbertian standard, it is, as I say, 
Not that Mr. Gilbert wasn’t himself, 


he was, in fact, too much himself, he was himself all over again. He 
has borrowed largely from his own works. It would be unfair to call 
the bridesmaids (with their quaint raison d@étre and comical use) close 
relations of the ladies in 7ria/ by Fury; but Dame Hannah, the mis- 


prized elderly lady with affectionate tendencies ; Rose Maybud, the in- 
genuous village maid, ever yearning for marriage, and ever turning to 
the highest bidder; the wicked young man compelled to turn good ; 
and the good young man compelled to turn wicked—do we not know 





THEN is not the sailor (albeit a funny caricature of the stage sailor) 
with his subservience to the dictates of his heart, and his readiness in 
sparing foes stronger than himself, but an echo of the *‘ slave of duty,” 
and the orphan-sparing pirates, with a dash of the *‘ English-san” in 
his first song? We have also a song which is an echo of one in 7hesfis, 
another which I am told has previously graced a magazine, and the 
And yet, truth to tell, none of these 
things would matter a straw, had the subject only been stronger; if 
wanting in freshness, their humour is still enjoyable enough, and the 
‘obvious caricature of theatrical madness,” Meg, is clever, and, in her 
“‘tamed”’ condition, with her decorous version of ballet steps, excrucia- 
tingly funny. There is many another laughing point, too—face Lely’s 
hornpipe—and more than one beauty-spot of tender prettiness; but the 
fault lies in the backbone of the piece, which isn’t strong enough to hold it. 


WHEN it comes to technical matters, there isn’t a fault to be found. 


¢? So 
oP 








Tue Savoy.—Tue Timip Rosin AND THE Goop PLuckep RosrE 


se Gilbert triumphs with easy assurance over all the difficulties of 
rhyme and rhythm; he seems to delight in going at the most difficult 








can find, clearing them with delightful grace and ease, or 
wieegins = sa with elena audacity and forcing his way through, 
as, for instance, when he insists on rhyming ‘‘ Adam“ to valley de 
sham.” In the music, too, Sir Arthur has surpassed himself: there’s a 
madrigal in the first act which I could listen to almost for ever, meal 
times included. The dresses are magnificent and interesting, and the 


two scenes as elaborate as may be. 


THERE isn’t much to be said of the performers which frequenters of 
this theatre will not guess at beforehand. Mr. Grossmith is quaint, 
comical within limits, and a great favourite; Mr. Lely is smiling (ex- 
cept when under the anxiety of a seemingly unaccustomed hornpipe), 
light-tenored and amateurish; Mr. Rutland Barrington, stolid, lip- 


vocal; Mr. Richard Temple, a splendid bass, The three principal ladies 


are first-class from a singing point of view—Miss Brandram taking first 


prize, perhaps; Miss Braham, chained to sadness when speaking Mr. 
Gilbert’s lines, slightly affected, charming generally ; Miss Bond, quirky, 
yiquant, not without a suspicion of ‘self fancy ; the chorus precise, 


well-drilled, graceful. 





Tue RovaLty.—Modern Wives—not a striking title exactly—Mr. 
Warren’s version of M. Albin Valabréque’s Le Bonheur Conjugal, was 
received with ‘every token of approval” here on its first production, 
and subsequent audiences have (I hear) occupied themselves in endorsing 
this verdict. The programme doesn’t ‘‘give it a name,” but it begins 
comedy—very pleasant comedy—and ends farce—right down, rollicking 
impossible farce—and you sit and roar all the time. Mr. Warren seems 




















Tue RovaLty.—MiIss ATHERTON TRYING TO LOOK UGLY, RUT—HA! HA !— 
SHE CAN'T. 


to have done his work extra well, and seems likely to reap his reward. 
Some folks say the acting is remarkably good, but I don’t think so 
myself; it is fair enough—‘‘’twill undoubtedly serve””— but, except 
for the capital comedy of Miss Atherton, the inventive and ready, yet 
not over-charged farce of Mr. Edouin, a clever bit of ‘‘old woman” 
character by Miss E, Brunton, and a promising representation of an 
ingénue by Miss Eva Wilson, it is very ordinary. Mr. Lytton Sothern 
is monotonous and hard, Miss Olga Brandon has little or no chance, 
and Mr. France acts without point. However, it is well worth the 
visit I am sure you are going to make to see it. 





_Nops AND WiNKs.—They say that Mr. Harris is trying for Covent 
Garden next year as a pantomime ground. He can’t get any more on 
to the Drury Lane stage, I suppose, so, as he intends to ‘‘surpass himself” 
next year as usual, he is forced to seek more space. Or is it a desire to 


| cut the ground under the feet of possible rivalry ?—I see an announce- 


ment that Zhe Chicago News Letter has removed its head-quarters away 
from this ‘capital of the West” to the chief city of the States. This 
is as it should be. The Mews Letter, which, for its paper, printing, and 
general reliable intelligence, is immeasurably superior to any other 
theatrical journal published in America, ought most assuredly to have 
the centre of its operations in New York.—It seems generally admitted 
that Miss Grace Hawthorne has taken the Princess’s for a considerable 
period. Is it possible that Mr. Barrett is such a go in America that he 
is never coming back ?—Mrs, Langtry will have no season in London 
this year. We shall not escape Mary Anderson, however.—C/ancarty 
is to be revived at the St. James’s soon. Hooray !—Mr. P. Stephens 
will be the director of Mr. Hollingshead’s new theatre, which, they say, 
will be called The Jubilee, and open in November. NESTOR. 
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A FEET-URE. 


Old Beau (to Young Belle).—‘*Isn’t it delightful to see so many 
tripping on the light fantastic?” 

Young Belle (smarting from being recently trodden upon),—‘' Well, 
some of the feet here are fantastic enough, but they are anything but 
light.” 








Late Dinners. 
(It is whispered abroad that 9.45 is to be the ducal dinner-hour of the future.) 


It is said that ‘* Society” folk now incline 
To alter the hour when they properly dine, 
And people of title ’tis thought will contrive 
To order their dinners for nine-forty-five. 


‘* Society ”’ always was prone to dine late, 
Because towards nightfall it feels more ex fé¢e ; 
But this new ducal dinner-hour—will it survive ? 
Fancy starting your dinner at nine-forty-five ! 


Later and later the ‘‘ Quality ” go 

To ball, or to rout, or to theatre-show— 

By midnight they’ll now at the play-house arrive, 
It they don’t commence dinner till nine-forty-five. 


But the belles and the swells, whose intense daily task 

Is to carefully dress, at big banquets to bask, 
Will thus have more time with their dress-clothes to strive 
When they’re not due to dine until nine-forty-five. 


At midnight, no doubt, they’ll soon dine, many say— 
Or each dinner they e’en may put off till next day ; 
They must have these changes to keep them alive, 
And hence this arrangement for nine-forty-five. 





eee 


Cheap. 


Cupid and the Avenger. 


[A daily paper relates, that asa young man was walking in the Luxemburg Gardens 
with a young lady, he suddenly changed colour, as an irate and elderly female bran- 
dished a stout umbrella and barred their progress. She brought the umbrella down 
on the head of the young man, who explained to his companion that the old lady was 
—but see below. ] ‘ 

HE was a gay Lothario, 
An artless maid was she, 
And he has placed around her waist, 
His arm most lovinglee. 
He swore her eyes were like twin stars, 
Her lips—he ge and with alarm 
She saw his face white as the lace 
That hung from her fair arm. 


He looked to right, he looked to left, . 
He turned him as to flee, 

Fear held him fast, with looks aghast, 
His Nemesis saw he. 

She grasped him firm while from her lips 
The wordy torrent poured : 

The avenging ‘‘gamp ” his love did damp, 
Ho! ho! the people roared. 


His Hebe gazes with surprise, 
Fear marked upon each feature, 
Of Nemesis asks what’s amiss, 
Who only answers *‘ creature !” 
She turns and asks her tortured swain, 
With voice which tears will smother, 
Who this may be—this dreadful she, 
He says, ‘*’Tis my wife’s mother !” 


Men and Things. 


OF all artificers naval engineers are maybe the most expert. They 
are accustomed to turn out work ‘‘ shi/-shape.” 
| As to comestibles, it isa patent fact that good butter is scarce, but 
j pure sugar is deme-rarer. 











BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 











IT was at a West-End theatre, a heavy-looking swell strolled to the 
stall pay-box and said, ‘*One.” ‘‘ Seven-and-six, sir,” said the money- | 
taker. ‘* What?” said H. L. S. ‘*Seven-and-six! Why, I can go | 
to Regent’s Park on a Sunday, sit in a chair, hear the band, and enjoy 
the fresh air too, fora penny. Good evening!” And the H. L.5. left 
the lobby. 











‘“THOU HAST GOT MORE HAIR ON THY CHIN THAN Dopsin, 
MY PHILL HORSE, HAS ON HIS TAIL,”—Merchant of Venice, Act L/, 
Scene 2, 























SE OF LANDLADIES AND MAGISTRATES.) 


= THE U ’ 
NEW SIX-DAY WEEK.—(FOR | 01> rma “sr - he following Tuesday, the 
THE he had given a week’s notice of bis intention to quit his apartments ; but 5 pap a on “ woes the it 


ice- bat on a Tuesday v 4 - nggereagrcrl 

[A GENTLEMAN sated ot 8 pnt ' The Magistrate : ‘‘ There are not two Tuesdays in on . 
land oods bout another week's rent. ihe Slag : - ; 

isa 4 is as we be you a ony to be out by the following Monday. . - - In law there is no part S day ] 









A 


. 
PELRALERE 





WW 








=. 
RAVE 


NWA) 
N 






NNN 





\' 


iN 
invert 
\ 





\ 
VES 
\\ 


\ 
Rar ecearee 






\t 


i 


\Y 


BN\\\ 
ANN 


“8 
“etate 


awe 
) 
. 






- 


‘* 4 bill for two weeks’ rent, and I only came yesterday! ‘'He! he!” replied the land- 
We call twelve hours a reputed 


** What's this, ma’am?” said our friend, Putter Ponn, to his landlady. 1 r 
lady. ‘‘ You see you didn’t mention whether you would pay the two pounds per week by the Imperial Week or the Reputed Week. 


week ; so that’!] be four pounds, please ; and two weeks’ gas, at cighteenpence per week, four-and-six, and P 
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sir, are wisely framed in the interests of a Great Commercial Community, and cannot permit hendnen~dian is on the aah or ee 
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Lord S. (assisted by Mr. Smith).—“ALL YOU’VE GOT TO DO, MY DEAR SIR, IS TO KEEP YOUR MIND A PI 


‘ PEECH, 


WE'LL THINK FOR YOU.’—Vide QuEEN’s 


BLANK, 
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“GIT IN ENNYWHERE!” OR, EDUCATING 
THE MASSHEE. 


A Study of the Progress of the Humiler Orders under the Tuition of our 
Railway Companies, as set forth in Letters troma Member of the 


said Orders. One Vol. 
Letrer I.—(A Year or Two Ago.) 

Respectep Mister Eppirer,—Excuse me beggin’ a little bit of 
your valuble 
space for to 
make a sort of 
explannation, 
Havin’ heard 
many com- 
plaints from 
gentlefolks as to 
the crammin’ of 
second and third 
clarsers into fust 
clarse along o’ 
them, and also 
reading severil 
letters on the 
subjeck in the 
papers, I make 
bold to write a 
line jest to say 
as it really ain’t 
no fault of mine 
is likes and wishes to keep my place, and not ashi med of it neether. 
’Aving bin severell times to the Heltherys, and likewise takin’ the 
missus and the kids on some of the penny days (which was about every 
day in the week), I may be sed to have studied the subjeck. Well, 
Mr. Edditer, when the train comes up it is my custom for to look out 
for a third clarse, a-saying to myself, ‘‘ When a party pays for first 
‘larse, is it fair as he should be crowded up with parties as hasn’t like- 
wise so, and p’r'aps kep’ out of his own clarse altogether? No,” ses I. 
Then up ’ud come a porter or a gard, and he'd say, ‘* Wot clarse? 
Third? Oh, git in ennywhere.” ‘* But,” ses I, the first once or twice 

‘*there’s plenty o’ room in the third. ‘*Oh, is there?” ses he. All 
serene ; it don’t make no odds—right !” And he shoves me in a seccond 

being ‘andier and less trouble, I spose. 
_ Well, Mr. Edditer, I felt a bit uncomfortable and sheepish like, as if 
intrudin’, There was sev’ral nice-drest ladys in the carrage, and my 
boots was certin’y rather thick and muddey, not to mention a smell o’ 
stale shag through a-keepin’ my pipe always loose in my pocket, and my 
ands as couldn’t be got clean : so them gentlefolks as reads this ’ll know 
as it ain’t no fault o’ mine, from Yours respectfull, 


W. Hopps, 























Lerver Il.—(Zast Year.) 

> Dear Mr. Eppirer,—I fancy I’m a-getting a bit used to a-ridin’ 
with folks as don’t want me, though agen the grain at first. 

As the gards and porters on most of the lines o’ rail always seem kind 
of a bit hurt when they invited me to git in ennywhere, and I didn’t 
acksept their orfer, it seemed to me as if it was a leetle unkind for to, as 
you might say, slight ’em ; so ses 1 to myself, ‘*I s’pose as the railway 
omp’nys bein’ edicated, wich I ain't, they knows best what’s right,” I 
es, ‘and what’s the-use o* flingin’ away a good orfer?”’ 

So now I jest 
gits in a seccond 
clarse habituel 
without waitin’ 
for to be invit- 
ed; not speak- 
in’ of when I’m 
a-goin’ to work 
with my dirty 
cloes on, of 
course ; but only 
when I’m a- 
goin’ to the Co- 
lindarys cr that 
kind o’ thing. 
Some o’ the sec- 
cond  clarsers 
objects at times; 
but I brazens it 
out and puts on 
a bit o° side; 
» ¢ W. Hopps, 
‘ ‘S.—I ree-open this to say as how to-day I was invited to git in a | 











pod then they shuts hup.—Yours truly, 





first clarse, wich I done, and wery nice and comf’table, and shall patter- 
nize that clarse now and then. 





LeETrer III.—( 742s Year.) 


DEAR EpDITER,—I had a bit o’ scroople about gittin’ into a first 
clarse (or even a seccond at first) in my corderoys, and what with the 
lime and things all ever my coat ; but one easy gits used to things as is 
awquard at first, so now I always gits in a first wen there's room, and 
sometimes wen there ain’t. Of corse, wen I sees a lady ina lite silk 
dress I don’t go an’ plump down on her skerts exackly ; but I must say 
as I don’t see why—(seein’ as the comp’ny don’t see why, as knows 
better than me)—why I ain’: got as much rite there as she ’as; and of 


corse it’s all owin’ to my ferbarance as I don’t set on her, d’ye see? 
Yours, W. Hopps, 





Lerrer 1V.—(Zater this Year.) 

Herr, you EppITeR,—I've been a-thinking some time past as there’s 
a deal o’ trooth in what the papers is always a-saying about them 
poppuler shows and exybitions—wich I allude to there exorcising a 
civilising influense on the multetude by bringin’ clarse into contack with 
clarse, meaning first, seccond, and therd. There’s a levellin’-up ten- 
dancy too, wich, as the papers says, is always a thing for to be desired. 
They has also a tendancy to make a feller git used to feelin’ at home 
in any sorsiety into wich he may be throne, and a-rubbin’ orf that back- 
werdness and timmidditty wich carracter izes the Inglish Race. 

I travels ferst clarse now habittuel, jest as much as ennybody as is 
drest in brord clorth and pays for ferst, exceptin’ as I don’t do that ; but 
why—(as the railway comp’nys evidently thinks, as knows better than 
me)—shoulddent I travel ferst jest as much as folks as has paid for it ? 

Whot’s more, I puts my muddey boots on the kushens jest to show 
I’m as much at ease as the gents, that bein’ there custom likewise ; and 
I smokes in enny carrage were I may ’appen to be. 

Sometimes the swells complanes, and then I knows my corse well 
ennuff; I don’t stand much o’ that sort o’ cheek, but I calls the gard, 
knowin’ as the gard’ll refuse for to horder me out ; and, wot’s more, ull 
be rood to the swells if they insists on it, and’ll tell ’em they’d better 
find annother carridge if they ain’t comf table. 

Sometimes me and a lot o’ my mates we fills up the first clarses and 
keeps the swells out, and then it’s great fun to ’ear the porters tell ’em 
as they can heither go therd (were there’s plenty 0’ room), or wate for 
the next train, rite forward! Then some times they appeels to the 
station-master ; and he says, says he, ‘*I can’t ’elp it, we must make 
— for everybody, and folks mustent be toopertickler, Git in enny- 
where. 

Then some o’ the swells, as I’ve ’eard ’em relaiting, even writes to 
the comp’ny about it; but the only arnswer they gets is :—‘‘ Who 
cares? You ain’t got no legal remmedy, and we can doo as we likes 
whether you ’ave got a seson ticket or not. Git in ennywhere, that’s 
your plan.” Yours condescending, 


WOTSTHER HOpDs. 














HEAVY ARTILLERY. 


Mr. Ryclipp (who fearsa European War will damage his business). 
—‘‘If war does break out, what’s the best thing I could do for the 
good of the firm, do you think?” 


Mr. Squelchdingle.—‘ Get in front of the biggest cannon you can 
find, just before they fire it, I should say.” 
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THE JUBILEE. 


Mr. Bull.—‘' But I THOUGHT THERE WAS A JUBILEE PARTY HERE.” 
Royal Feames.—‘* WELL SIR, YOU SEE, SIR, JUBILEE PARTIFS IS EXPENSIVE, AND HER MAJEFSTY IS A-KEEPING OF HER JOBILFE 


BY HERSELF IN THE BACK PARLOUR.” 








New Leaves. the Vicar of St. Michael’s, Shoreditch, gives an account—a good account 
‘‘ AIR-BuILT CASTLES,” translated by Mrs. Pauli from the Spanish of —of the work of ‘‘The Sisters of the Poor” (as Sisters of the Poor 
Fernan Caballero (London Literary Society), There is an ‘‘air” of | they might be called) of the help they give, and the help they need, 
superiority about these tenderly-told ‘* stories from the Spanish,” which | Attend, then, to these noble Sisters’ needs, Whose kindly natures bring 
Mrs. Pauli has sweetly rendered into English.—‘‘The Battle off | them to your door, Who aid the suffering poor by blessed deeds— Then 
Worthing,” by a captain in the Royal Navy (London Literary Society). | give relief, and heaven will bless your store, 
This so-called prophecy, related as a series of past events, may be regarded ‘The Language of Flowers.” This is a graceful little ‘* boudoir 
(if it is worthy of being regarded) as unlikely to come true.—‘‘ Snowdon | calendar,” issued with compliments by Mr. Thomas Beecham, the 
out of Season,” by Jacques Stafford (E. W. Allen), Though net very | proprietor of ‘*Beecham’s Pills—a Wonderful Medicine.” When 
perfect as a poetical adventure, this is so fara successful attempt to afford To save their lives we teach’em; And 
amusement, that the effort need not be Snow’d-on.—‘' How Grows in Or wives or bairns look wan and 
Paradise Our Store,” by Henry D. Nihill. This letter to a friend, from 





- aes * 
Pe AAR 0 ch WA tert. en 





on the sea of life men sail, 
if the barques of health should fail, 
pale, We then say ‘‘ Beech-am.” 
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EKNIOKNAOKS. 


It seems that an energetic contingent of the German army is already 


| comfortably located in Paris. About 10,000 young men belonging to 


the military force of Fa- 
therland are occupying various 
positions there. They work 
for *‘aldmost nodthings adt 
all,” and live on a trifle less ; 

pull sour faces at pleasant 
idlers, and treat the soubrettes 
with Calvinistic scorn; they 
blow puffs of the vilest home- 
grown tobacco in the faces of 
ladies, and are brutally brusque 
when replying to a civil ques- 
tion. In fact, they are gall 
to the Gaul. 


THE rumour that Lord 
Randolph Churchill and Mr. 
Henry Chaplin are to fight a 
duel on the top of Parliament 
Hill, Hampstead, with re- 
peating rifles, is now generally 
opined to be totally devoid of 
foundation ; while the report 
that they are to engage in a slanging match in the tap-room of an East- 
end public house for £200 a side, with four eminent "bus-conductors as 
seconds, and a distinguished bargee as reteree, is totally false. 





Last week a man interviewed a magistrate, and complained about 
his “ribs.” He mentioned that his wife had thrown a flat-iron at him 
which broke and detached one of his side-bones, and he wished to have 
a separation from the lady in consequence, ‘‘I suppose you desire me 
to detach another ‘rib,’” warbled the “beak.” ‘‘ That’s so,” moaned 
the sufferer. ‘*Take out a summons, if you care to do so,” remarked 
the magistrate; “‘ but I’m afraid I shall not be able to operate success- 
fully in your case. Never mind! I'll do my best to bandage you up.” 
The applicant left the court looking as if he minded heavily. 


Some time ago a male party was rash enough to charge a young 
woman with stealing his umbrella, she in turn brought an action for 
slander —— him, and won the case, with trifling damages, Not con- 
sidering the compensation awarded sufficient, she went for a new trial, 
and again the day, more substantial damages being adjudged, 
which the unlucky loser of the fatal gamp failed to pay. Then came 
brokers on the field of action, Petitions for interdicts, wild complica- 
tions as to the real ownership of property in the shape of cows, tooth- 
brushes, candlesticks, sheep, nutmeg-graters, and feeding-bottles 
followed, An application or two for cessto Lonorum, a refusal ox two for 
cessio bonorum, and removals of furniture outside the jurisdiction of the 
court, raised general uncertainty all round, Ruin stares the legitimate 
owner of the deadly umbrella in the face, however, and he cusses its 
handle, frame, and cover most consummately, 





A sQUuAT figure of the male persuasion, whose countenance and gait 
bespoke his approach to a whisky fever, curvetted into a police-court the 
other day and asked the presiding magistrate’s advice. Assuming a 
most inflexible sternness of aspect, he said, ‘‘ Please yer washup, me and 
that thief, Joe Scrivens, as is well knowed in this ’ere court, prigged a 
—— portmancher this mornin’, and the darned thief Joe Scrivens 

ev cut his stick with what he melted the portmancher into, and I’ll hev 
justice on him!” ‘“* What’s your name?” said his washup, ‘‘ They 
calls me Softy,” replied the squat figure. ‘‘ Have you any regular em- 
ployment at all?” continued his washup. ‘‘ No sir,” replied the appli- 
cant; ** but I offing gets a odd job horf of the knowin’ coves in the crib- 
crackin’ lay to carry their tools, rope-ladders, hetcetera.” ‘‘ The police 
will be kind enough to detain you in custody, Softy, till Joseph is found,” 
warbled his washup, blandly. This was an arrangement that Softy had 
evidently not calculated on, and he was led out of court apparently both 
astonished and disgusted at the result of his application. ‘ There ain’t 
no justice for a poor man in Hingland,” he muttered to the gaoler. 





A LARGE number of Kentish fruit-growers have grubbed up their 
orchards, finding that the absurdly low prices they have been obliged to 
accept of late for their wares would barely provide them with * grub.” 


ONE Mrs, Joseph Belcher, of Seven Dials, recently wrote to the editor 
of a “ Society” paper, asking him to publish the notice of a select dinner- 
party given on the third anniversary of her release from gaol. The 


ae that he mws¢ draw the line somewhere, and he drew it at 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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THURSDAY, 27th January.—Surely jubilation, like charity, should 
begin at home, and Her Most Gracious Majesty would have well cele- 
brated her Jubilee Year by opening this second session of her twelfth 
Parliament in person and in state. se —" 

Hardinge Stanley reads the Royal Speech majestically, looking, if 
possible, podgier, and happier, and ruddier than ever—that article 
almost as misty as the atmosphere. Parnellites jubilant because at 
Liverpool the Exchange has proved to them no robbery. Later on, 
Lords agree to Address to the Crown, earnestly moved by Erne. Pity 
the address of the Crown isn’t moved to Buckingham Palace. Randy 
rampant, Tenderly relates why he tendered his resignation, and 
Ministers accept ditto cum ditto. Henceforward old song to be varied 
to “By Studying Economy I Live Like Lord Randolph.” Address 
debated—principal Plan of Ministry, counterplan to Plan of Campaign. 


2. 








BLoGGs, who came home “ weak-jointed” the other night, and tried 
to re-light his cigar with the flashing light of his bride’s eyes, told his 
dearest chum next morning that he didn’t think he had made altogether 
a good match of it. 

















EASY SETTLEMENT. 
Mrs. Hilks.— 1 regard these things as matters wholly between 
me and my Conscience,” 


Mrs, Childucker,—“ Ah! I wish I could settle with my Creditors 
on the same terms,” 
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WARRING! 


I’vE.just come from the Continent. A nice time I’ve had of it. Do 

u think I care about cheap ‘ables d’héte and bad claret? NotI. I’m 
not much of a hand at lingo, and a good job too. J don’t want to talk 
to every cabbage cigar-smoking idiot in a fur coat. I prefer to keep 
myself to myself, Ido. And what are they all talking about? Why, 
war! Every place is full of hard-drinking, pipe-smoking warriors on 
twopence a day. Why, even in Belgium—where I’ve come from— 
they're all mad on it. Everybody’s reading cheap little rags of patriotic 
journals, The Belgians are going to defend their frontier. I’m sick of 
the name of frontiers, scientific or what not. Who wants frontiers, I 
should like to know ?—at anyrate, if they’ve got to take care of them. 
And the Belgians want to fight, too, with ¢heir little tin-pot army. 
Bah! I say, Bah! One hears nothing on the Continent now but 
about General Boulanger. He’s got such an army, and he’s going to 
massacre the Germans. I don’t care much about that. ey're a 
wretched, sausage-eating, beer-drinking, spectacle-wearing, brass band- 
playing, underselling lot. They’re only fit to supply us with brass bands 
and cheap oleographs. 

As to the French. Well! I’ve lived in France a great deal, worse 
luck. DoT like the French? No, I don’t like the French. They're 
all full of swagger and domino-playing, always twisting their moustaches 
and never washing themselves, If they all came toa bad end I shouldn’t 
mind. I was over at Boulogne when they brought in the body of 
Marshal St. Arnaud from the Crimea, and they celebrated the event by 
firing salutes and smashing all the windows on the quay. That shows 
the sort of people the French are. How can you believe in a people 
that drink absinthe? Why, I would as lief think of swallowing 
paraffin, All that France is good for is cheap tobacco that you can’t 


smoke, and cheap brandy that you can’t drink, All that Germany's | 


I don’t want to have 


good for is beastly beer flavoured with garlic. 
If England could 


anything to do with the nations of the earth, I don’t. 


be stuck in the middle of the AtlanticI should like it all the better. If | 


the French and the Germans can’t tackle two hours of sea-sickness, 
they’d never be able to do with four days. 
coming here, that would! And a very splendid thing-too. 
foreigners on earth would put an end to each other, the better. 
a bad passage back, and my liver is bad? Of course it is. 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 


If all the 
I had 


Tue Archdeacon of Kokstad, Kaffraria, states that the price of a wife 
among the Kaffirs used to be five head of cattle, or, £25; but, owing to 
the fall in the price of cattle, wives are much cheaper just at the present 
time. Here’s a chance for well-to-do wife beaters who enjoy the sport 
of whacking the softer sex. 





That would keep them from | 
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MORE IMPROVERS!! 
(A SKETCH DURING THE LATE SNOWSTORMS—REALLY VERY 


LITTLE IMPROVED.) 











A Cheerful Companion to the 
Calendar. 


FEBRUARY—(FIRST HALF.) 
D 
Ist. DON’T shoot a partridge or a pheasant — 
After to-day, for if you do, 
The consequence may be unpleasant, 
Not to the bird alone, but you. 


know— 


2nd, To-day’s the day of Candlemas, 
Some do, some don’t, make light of it, 
In getting drunk the day some pass, 
Some sober keep in spite of it. 


3rd. As ** Mr. Smith,” in forty-eight, 
King Louis Philippe, though nocraven, 
Prefer’d this day to throne and state 
A little snug inn at Newhaven. 


cup, 


4th. In eighteen-fourteen on the Thames, 
A fair was fairly held, ’tis boasted, 
The ice so thick it mocked the flames 
In which an ox was nicely roasted. 


5th, Thomas Carlyle, whom some smart goose 
saigey sage of Chelsea,” this day 
ied ; 
Some Philistines, with rev’rence loose, 
Say he’d less wisdom far than pride. 
6th, Gay Charles the Second, whom it cost 
No end of trouble to “ restore,” 
Resign’d his life—and England lost 
A king she could have spared before. 


7th, This day poor Mary, Queen of Scots, 
Became the cruel headsman’s prey, 


haughty. 


delight, 








With Rizzio and sundry plots, 
She’d lost her head ere that, some say, 


8th. This day, remember, ‘is Half-Quarter 
When—as, perhaps, you already well 


The law cannot hinder you off ring to pay 
The half of a quarter of all you owe. 


oth. Lord Darnley’s death suggests, I ween, 
This moral: Don’t drain pleasure’s 


Nor wed and slight a beauteous queen, 
Or look to get a blowing up. 


10th. Her Gracious Majesty was wed 
For love, this day in eighteen-forty ; 
When sorrow came it bowed a head 
Which many joys had not made 


11th, George Washington was born this day, 
And, if you are a noodle, 
You'll yell out ‘* Hail Colum-bi-a !” 
And ditto, ** Yankee Doodle!” 


12th. This day was born the emp 
Whose pen here shows its 


rilliant 


praxis, 
The world was thrill’d with strange 
That nearly shook it from its axis. 


13th, The Glencoe massacre, this day 
Was done, historians relate, 





Quite in the *‘ good old-fashioned way ” 
Some people so much venerate, 


14th. Day to Saint Valentine dedicate— 


The making of Saints 
tricky, 


was often 


As the patron of dickey-birds going to 


mate, 


His saintship may hold ; for the rest, 


it’s “‘ all dickey.” 


A Christmas Episode. 
ALL the guests but myselt were seated round 


the table, and I had but just left it. 
While passing through the 


e where 


hung the coats and hats, I felt one of the 
pockets of a coat brushing rather heavily 
against my elbow, and I took from that pocket 


a bottle of champagne that I r 
being one brought up to the 


fore, 


as 
table an hour be- 


A pretty mean thing to do, accepting a 
man’s hospitality and stealing his wine ! 
But what was my astonishment at hearing, 


as the were 


, old Shabbiman 


say, as he discovered his coat-pocket to be 


minus the bottle— 


‘*What! That bottle’s gone! I never sec 
such a lot o’ thieves as there is ’ere, in my life |” 





Motrro FoR THE CONGO EXPLORER.— 


“On, Stanley, on !” 





Ga” To Conezsronpents.—Zhe Editor does not bind 


Aipenséis 


ho @cAnOwi£ igt rit 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed envelope. 


n, or pay for Contributions. 


In no case will they be returned unions 
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EVERYTHING THAT 18 DONE NOW-A-DAYS IS DONE ALL FOR THE JUBILRE. 


JUBILEE FEVER. 
THE VERY ‘* 


CHESTNUTS OR ** JUBILEE” MONKEYS-ON-A-STICK, 


GUTTER MERCHANTS” SELL “* JUBILEE” 








“w“iItLLIN CG.” 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


THERe’s a game, which I would mention, 
Where a man with blindfold eyes 

To discover your intention, 
And to execute it tries. 

Say, that he’s to touch a shilling, 
Find a pin, or move a chair ; 

And this game is known as “* Willing,” 
As you're probably aware. 





Johnny Bull, who’s quite surprising 
In his easy-going zest 
For experimentalizing, 
Takes his turn like all the rest ; 
And at present he’s embarking 
On this risky pastime with 
Two who may be bent on larking— 
The P, M. and Mr, Smith, 


Whether somehow they can get him 
To divine and do their will 





A 


(In which case, of course they’ll let him) 
Is an open question still ; 

For this game is most misleading, 
And engenders a complaint 

That, though often ’tis succeeding, 
It occasionally ain’t. 








READY SHORTLY. 
TWO CHARMS. 
BY 
ARTHUR T. PASK. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Blue. 


See that you get it! 


As bad makes are oftensold 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THer® have been no new plays produced during the last week, but we 
have had three matinées. Miss Carry Hope (was it cynicism or prudence 





| 


Hil tan anne 











hat induced her parents to nullify the cheerful influence of her surname 
hy tacking ‘‘ miss-carry”’ on to it?) obliged on Tuesday, at the Opera 
(Comique, with Long Odds, a posthumous play by Mr. Conway 
iwards. I was not present, but it is only in a spirit of enquiry that I 
remark, ** What’s the Odds? The second event was the appearance 
f Miss de Grey, at the | riterion, in After Le Ne Years, a piece if 
rather ordinary type, by Mr. Arthur Law, with which the lady ha 
been touring in the provinces (if the Daily Ne will allow me to 


call them so). The play has nothing to do with the awakening of 


ottom and Weaver, as its title might distantly suggest to a professional 
punster, The author seems in some anxiety lest his work be mistaken 
for Jfarvest—he might well be apprehensive of its being confused 
with Anvaged, ra 

Tue third matin“ took place on Thursday at the Strand, and had for 
its originator Miss Agnes Ilewett, one of those young ladies who appear 
to take pleasure in such of the old comedies as permit of their assuming 
picturesque male attire of a pre-trouser period. It isa predilection which 
has its advantages, inasmuch as the lady has all the prestige of a comedy 
actress, with all the advantages of physical display ap; ertaining to the 
page” boy of burlesque and pantomime. Miss Hewett is a reasonably 
good young actress, and the chances of her becoming a markedly good 
one arein herfavour; but at present she is largely lacking in experience, 
and well supplied with crudeness and inadequacy. 


Dandy Dick, at the Court, ‘s sad to have taken up the running tre- 








Hex Majesty THR QOUKEN HAS COMMANDED M NENDAL TO APPEAR,” E7 
bidely circulated par. A‘'P reECT OF ‘‘ Her Mayesty THE OvEEN 
MANDING Mrs. KENDAL TO AIPEAK,’ BT ; 


mendously, but as I hope to see it shortly I reeserve fuller discussion of 
his points till I’ve run my eye over him. 








Nops aNnp WinKs.—Mrs. Kendal, with Mr. Kendal in tow, was 
commanded to Osborne to play Uncle's Will, This is a Royal and well. 
deserved compliment to Mrs. Kendal, but it seems just a little unkind 
not to have included Mr. Hare, when there is sucha nice little old man’s 
part for him in the comedietta. By-the-way, I wonder who played the 
part—retainer Cathcart ?—A contemporary says that Mr. Augustus 
Harris is to be knighted this year, and “‘ just the man who ought to be,” 
In the name of ordinary sanity, why? But I don’t believe there exists 
the authorised ‘* knight-maker” who would do it.—It is a touching 
picture, that of the jaunty return of the Oxford Street Antinous, big 
with the delight of coming home again, only to find another in possession 
of that home, and he without place to put his foot and dollar-laden bag, 
3ut I fear ’tis but a pretty conceit of imagination all compact—the 
surprise, I mean. I believe Mr. Barrett has his plans. Plans—ah !— 
but no more. You wait and see.—Mr. Edwin Drew announces his 
second ‘* Dickens Celebration.” It will be held in the Banqueting 
Room, St. James’s Hall, this (Tuesday) evening at eight o'clock, and 
consist of a ‘* Dickensian Musical and Dramatic Entertainment.”—Miss 
Eweretta Lawrence gives a matince on Thursday with “‘ something 
new.”—-Miss Mary Anderson starts on a provincial tour on the 11th of 
April with Mr. C. J. Abud as guide. 





HERR and Madame Hans Gruber, ‘‘Champion Zither and /“olian 
Violin Virtuosi,” have been delighting folks at the Japanese Village with 
their con erts, 


THEY are going to have a horse show at Olympia, in May next, ona 
vast scale. The /oca/e possesses every possible advantage—the oppor- 
unity of sending horses from any part of the kingdom direct to the doors 

















THe WANDERERS RETURN. 


of the Hall being especially valuable—and no doubt the show will be 
the completest thing of its kind ever attempted. The directors propose 
calling it a Jubilee Show, or something of that sort, but I expect it 
would have been held just the same had there been no Jubilee to taint 
our every moment just at present.— 7he Churchwarden is such a tre- 
mendous success at the Olympic that Mr. Terry has extended his lease to 
Faster. On Easter Monday 7%e Golden Band, by Messrs. H. Herman and 
Freeman Wiils, will commence to play. Miss Hawthorne is playing in 
Heartsease every Wednesday afternoon with (her manager informs me) 
remarkable success in every way. 


THAt Lady Clancarty is to succeed Zhe Hobby Horse at the St. 
James's is good news; a good, sound, dramatic piece of the kind will 
NESTOR. 


be a refreshing novelty. 





A KANSAS magistrate recently fined an inebriate twelve dollars for 
indulging too heavily in ‘*snifters.” As the bosky one had no cash 
handy, the accommodative ‘‘ beak ” consented to square accounts by 
taking out the penalty in a pound of tapioca, a copy of ‘‘ Uncle Toms 
Cabin,” a liver-pad, four mustard leaves, twelve cheese plates, an um- 
brella, five | ackets of beeswax, a gallon of rye-whisky, and forty-eight 
of anisn Onions. 








\ CORRESPONDENT states that girls are as scarce in Iowa as hens 


“hehe ; mers 
teeth, and calculates that a few loads shipped over from Ireland woul? | 
he carted in? Braet : , > I 
be carted into a species of earthly paradise where no woman need fear 3 


loping often ‘nm on wel 
wolloping oltener than once a week. 
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°F GOING TO WASTE My > 

4 — . , RS MONEY ON Y. i TRAaSW! 14 Ss y 
; meee i ga ae Svs ON VALENTINE ASw,. 44 S5£N0 "ER 

A: soa as True aur SHE‘ HAD pretty one cert! <You ano vour Xmas Canos wave TAKEN A SET OF SAUCEPANS Toty ce Come 

RECEIVED THIS ‘ONE THAT VERY MORNING ! EVERY TH/NG FROM ME BUT THOSE ABOMINATIONS THERE!” IN USEFUL WHEN We ARE MARR O!” 

JvtTinGS ON VALENTINE’S DAY. 
’ : © P . ‘ : 

Poltwattle’s First Valentine. I reached the street in which the ecademy was situated, and propped 
OF course it is Zosszé/e that Poltwattle may live till he is one hundred up a lamp-post at the corner, and awaited her advent with impatience 
years old, but it is very zmprobable. But if he docs, he will never forget and fast-benumbing extremities. There was still a quarter of an hour 
his first valentine. before I could expect her, and it was as cold a February day as I ever 
Poltwattle went every Thursday evening to a dancing academy— remember. I was just saved from turning to ice—thanks to my new 


white cotton gloves for gentlemen, and mittens for ladies, indispensable. coat !—when, in the distance, I descried a well-known form in a cir ular 


There Poltwattle met his fate—as he thovght it then. She had a fur cloak; but—oh, agony !—a less-known six feet form in a rough 
complexion fair as cygnet’s down, ulster accompanied it. I was about to rush up to them when I thought, 
Eyes like diamonds, teeth like pearls, ‘No, I shall be unknown in this coat ; I'll wait ! So I wote—I mean 
In fact, she was most beautiful of girls” I waited. They came on, little knowing I was near, And—the 
(a little couplet from the valentine in question, except that for ‘‘ she traitress !—as she passed I heard her say, **Oh, Fred, dear! I am glad 
was,” read §* you are’). that idiot, Poltwattle, wasn’t there to-night.”’ 
Why should I disguise the fact I am Poltwattle myself? So, as the man That idiot, Poltwattle ! 7 
in the play says, *‘ Off—off disguise.”” Peter Poltwattle is himself again ! The idiot felt like rushing out and crushing ‘‘ Fred,” but, out of con- 


I was getting twenty shillings a week at the time, and although I was __ sideration for her perfidious feelings, forbore ; besides, we hadn't been 
twenty-two myself I had never, strange as it may appear, bought a introduced—besides, he was six feet at least—and, besides, I even now 
valentine before. am but five feet three ! _ 

I gave five shillings for the identical article under notice ; sweetly- I never saw her again—nor Fred. I have that five-shilling valentine 
scented it was too. Soit ought to have been—at the price. I bought by me mow; and of the original verses only the two lines above quoted 
it on the twelfth, and spent all my leisure time concocting original remain legible of Poltwattle’s First Valentine. 
verses, which I wrote on the fly-sheet. 

he fourteenth was ona Friday. 
I couldn’t manage to get to the dancing class on the thirteenth, having 








SEVERAL publishers are announcing anextra special Hlouse of Commons 


other business. But I wou'd go and meet her, and escort her home. Guide. This seems to us a work of supererogation, for wages arliament 
Th ¢ : 4 | ‘ nm 1¢ 2c eT) ») 2 cr ‘ > se () } } 
The other business was the purchase of a new winter overcoat. I needed = goes on in its present style, we may often see the House of Comm 
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A SIXPENNY VALENTINE, 


‘* It’s such a pretty word, too,” said a pretty girl. ‘* Let us look at the 
dictionary and see what they say about it.” 

**1,—A sweetheart chosen on Valentine’s Day.” 

‘* 2.,—A letter containing professions of love or affection, sent by one 
young person to another on St. Valentine’s Day.” 

** Now, what do you think of that?” said the very pretty girl. She 
sat down on the ottoman, and, playing’ with a fan, looked up at Aim. 
The “‘ Aim” in question was good-looking, well-bred, well-dressed ; he 
wore an eye-glass, What more could any girl want in any man? Per- 
haps a good deal. 

**I can’t say that I see the good of ’em,” he answered. ‘‘ There’s 
something in a present. Now, Miss Stevenson, if you would let me 
send you that Ayrdale terrier you took a fancy to, there would be some- 
thing in it.” 

She looked offended, and answered drily enough, ‘‘ Thank you, I do 
not wish for a present.” Then he left her. 

Coming out of the Rag that afternoon, he said, ‘‘ Doocid fine girl, 
doocid pretty, doocid pile of money. Fivethousand a year. I thought 
I was in the runnin’, but I ain’t, old man, I tell you. I should like to 
know who is, though.” 

Another young fellow was walking down the club steps. His head 
was bent and his face was dismal, though good-looking enough. 

**T am just about played out,” he was saying to himself. ‘‘I haven’t 
a friend in the world ; I suppose I’ve pretty well worn all my relations 
out ; I have nothing beyond the clothes I stand up in, and the large 
sum of sevenpence in my pocket. Yet I’m ass enough to make myself 
more miserable by going and seeing her.” 

He, too, went and called to see the rich Miss Stevenson—the beauty, 
the heiress, and all the rest of it. 

She did not look particularly displeased. He fidgeted about as he 
sat beside her. 

‘** To-morrow is St. Valentine’s Day,” he said, by way of making talk. 

** Yes,” she answered. ‘‘ A stupid custom, isn’t it?” 

‘** Well,” said he, ‘* I don’t know, Miss Stevenson. It’s simple, and 
all that sort of thing ; but simple things are the best sometimes. I wish 
I had always thought so.” 

‘*T am very simple,” she continued. ‘‘I am so rustic, and that sort 
of thing, that, cold as it is, I walk in Kensington Gardens every morning 
we lunch.” She looked rather disappointed, for he made no answer 
to this, 

He walked moodily home to his lodgings. 

‘*T’ll live at the rate of a thousand a year for a few minutes, anyhow. 
I’ll buy a sixpenny Larranaga and an evening paper. I’ll have my dinner 
to-night for certain. To-morrow I'll enlist, and my world shall know 
no more of me.” 

He stopped by a stationer’s shop filled with valentines. An idea 
seemed to strike him. 

He entered the shop. The counter was covered with valentines. He 
took up rather a pretty common one—one with the hackneyed old line, 
** When this you see, remember me,” printed on a patch of white satin. 

** How much is this?” he asked. 

‘* Sevenpence, sir.” 

** I’ve only got sevenpence in my pocket. It’s a penny to post it, 
too. Let me have it for sixpence; I have only sevenpence in the 
world,” He spoke in a curious, serious way, and the shopwoman 
looked curiously and seriously at him. 

**You can have it,” she said, ‘and an envelope, too. I'll put the 
stamp on, if you like.” 

When he left the shop he did not notice that there was a young 
fellow standing in the corner who must have heard every word he said. 

That night the pretty, the rich, the consequently everything - good 
reins Stevenson, was ata dance. Her cousin Bob was up from Alder- 
shot. 

** Do you know,” he said, ‘‘I saw that poor beggar, Jack Stingers, 
in a valentine shop. He bated the woman down when he bought one. 
He said he had only sevenpence in the world. I believe the poor 
beggar will do something desperate—Waterloo Bridge, or enlist, or 
become a billiard marker, or something. Why, how pale your are.” 

She was rather pale ; but after another waltz she was all right. She 
was so much herself, that when Sir George, the gentleman who offered 
her an Ayrdale terrier for a valentine, offered her his hand and heart, 
and all the rest of it, she refused it all with very unpleasant firmness. 

The next morning she was walking in Kensington Gardens. It was 
rather early, and few people were there, so the nursemaids could smile 
at the ‘*‘ Household” privates as much as they liked. 

And Mr. Jack Stingers, the gentleman who was “broke, 
walking there, too. 

*“*T’ll go straight to St. George’s and enlist,” he was muttering to 
himself. He did not see the young lady until he met her face to face. 

“Why, Mr. Stingers,” she said, with a blush, ‘‘it is you.” 

Yet he didn’t at all feel himself. He walked beside her;with a pained 
look on his face, 


” 


was 





She was quite enough ot a woman to know what his feelings were 
towards her, and there was a half smile on her pretty mouth. 

**I’m going away, Miss Stevenson. I’ve gone to the bad. I’m 
going to leave England, to go to the worse still, I am reckless, I 
always was.” 

She turned her head a little on one side. 

**It was very reckless of you to spend your last sixpence in sending 
me a valentine. I guessed your handwriting.” They were in a quiet 
nook in the gardens. 

**Tt was too bold of me.” He stood before her, his eyes bent on 
the ground. 

** You're not bold enough in some things,” she said. ‘It was un- 
selfish to give up all you had for my sake. As to boldness—as to bold- 
ness——” 

He made no remark. 

** As to boldness—why, you’re not half bold enough. Why—why— 
why don’t you propose to me ss 

“Oh, my!” said the young man. And he felt so faint, that it 
showed wonderful presence of mind on his part to put his arm round 
her waist to steady himself. 

When she was settling her hat a little, he said, ‘‘ But I have nothing 
to give you.” 

** Live in my heart, and pay no rent,” she said. 

** You give me your fortune—your all!” he said. 

‘* You gave me your all—though it was only sevenpence, dear,”’ 

Once again he pressed to him her youthful beauty, and five thousand 
a year. 

‘* And to think,” he said that night, as he kissed her portrait in his 
bed-room, ‘‘ that it was all owing to a sixpenry valentine !” 








A YOUNG rough, charged with picking and stealing, threatened in 
court that he would wait one hundred years, and then do for the gaoler 
who had given evidence as to previous convictions. The official replied 
that he did not intend remaining on the earth for a century just to gratify 
the whim of a procrastinating gaol-bird. 





























THE LABOUR MARKET.| 


Broom.—*‘ Well, Bill, ’ow are you gettin’ on?” ; 
Shovel.—* Oh, I dunno; I ain’t doin’ nothin’ partickler. I wus 


a-gettin’ on fust-rate as one of the unemployed, when the bloomin’ 
frost broke up, and I was obliged to take on a iob, 
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ENIOEN AOKS, 


A FASCINATING young village maiden called on a country solicitor a 

few days back, and showed him a penny receipt stamp un which her 
lover had written ‘‘I will marry 

r yom, Jes B.” She wished to know 
whether it was a ‘“‘ proper legal 
dockyment, in case hof hacci- 
dents?” ‘* You're a girl of the 
right stamp,” remarked the soli- 
citor, gently chucking her under 
the chin in a paternal manner. 
**You bet,” simpered the village 
maiden, treading on his biggest 
bunion, Then he gave her more 
or less good advice, and she left 
the office swiftly. 





A GOURMAND recently wrote to 
a contemporary, stating in a some- 
what dictatorial way, that ‘‘ oysters 
boiled are oysters spoiled.” We 
venture to differ with him zn (fofo, 
very much totally z# /ofo, and guess 
he was not acquainted with the 
following comparatively unknown 
recipe when laying down the law about “‘biled” bivalves. ‘* Take 
oysters—pay for them if you can, but, still, take them—wash their 
shells clean, place them in a large earthen pot, being careful not to 
open the said shells, then put this pot, covered, into a fish kettle, with 
water, and so let them boil. Your molluscs are boiled thus in their 
own juice. Serve with lemon sauce, cayenne pepper, and brown bread 
and butter.” 











A MIRTHFUL, spotty-faced man who had been convicted five times 
during the last eight months of 1856, was charged recently with having 
half strangled a stableman, It appears that being in a jocular mood he 
fixed up a bit of rope with a slip-knot, flung it dexterously round the 
man’s neck, and asked him to play at horses about the neighbourhood. 
The stableman replied that such conduct on his part would be strictly 
unprofessional, whereupon the mirthful, spotty-faced man compressed 
the stableman’s throat tightly with the noose, and dragged him ‘‘all 
over the shop,” the result being that he was ‘‘werry nigh a stiff ’un 
afore being reskooed.”” The prisoner here remarked, ‘‘I was ony hevin 
a bit o’ fun.” ‘I can see you bristle with points of humour,” said the 
magistrate, **but attempting to choke a man is really rather a serious 
offence. Your rich, racy, exuberant spirits require weighting, so I shall 
handicap you with two months’ hard.” 

A HORKNY-HANDED person was sued recently by a Scotch Board of 
Guardians for the cost of the maintenance of his fatherin the ** workus.”’ 
They claimed 7s. 6d. per week. The defendant said he only earned £1 
per week, out of which he had to support himself, his wife, and sundry 
olive-branches, all of whom had hearty appetites; but he was willing 
to shell out 3s. regularly, every seven days. The sheriff remarked that 
as the defendant had let his tongue wag so freely in making the offer 
of 3+., a decree must be given for that amount. Had he learned the 
ag n that ‘* Silence is gold,” he would not have been ordered to du’ 
up Siiver, 


Tur Maharajah Dhuleep Singh believes in an ancient tradition that 
he, by force of arms, will one day be Emperor of India. He is practical 
as well as superstitious, though, for he has entered one of his sons at the 
Koyal Military College, Sandhurst, in order that the lad may be well 
coached up in the modern art of war. There's just a little quiet idea 
floating about that the gallant Maharajah has been soaped down by 
everal Kussian agents recently. 


) 





A DILIGENT investigator has discovered a ‘bus conductor who was in 
the habit of taking sixteen nips of alcohol on each journey he made 
during the day. We reckon roughly that this thirsty soul must have 
spent at least £300 a year in “‘ moisteners.” We believe he was in the 
habit of hinting that he received a liberal allowance from a venerable 
and venerated aunt who is sole proprietress of a Peruvian silver mine 
Doubtless his employers believed him. : 


Tur Kev, Alexander Webster suggests that, as no one is allowed to 
drive a cab without a licence, so no one should be allowed to drive a 
fiddle or a hurdy-gurdy on the streets without having passed through an 
examination, and received an award of merit. Alexander fiddles his 
tuneful satire on the right string, but the squeakiest performers he lay- 
fully slates are delightful iaaiaiaadanen of harmony, when com aad 4 

the London milkmen, who render the early hours of the lanai ee 
hideous with their horrible yelps. We speak feelingly. aie 
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The Cry is, “Still they Come!” 


[A daily paper says, ‘‘ The reckless idiocy of many persons shows itself in a con- 


stant fire of questions poured in on the editors of London papers.”’) 


THE editor sat in the editor's chair, 


And many a letter awaited him there, 


Which the poor panting postmen daily did bear 
From the sex we call stern and the sex we name fair. 
Of every sort of size, colour, and shape, 
Some fastened with wax and some tied up with tape, 
The letters poured in without any cessation, 
Till they covered the table and littered the floor, 
And the editor uttered a—well, exclamation, 
Expressive but naughty—I need say no more, 
He opened the letters, and as each one he read, 
He felt that he really should ‘‘ go off his head ” 
At the questions they asked and the cases they put, 
So he knitted his brow and he stamped with his foot. 


One innocent querist begged hard he would tell her 

Th’ address of her cousin in Cairo, named Weller ; 

And another one asked (per a halfpenny post-card) 

If the Queen had for breakfast new-laid eggs boiled hard. 

The editor sighed as he took up another, 
He scarcely could read it, the writing was bad, 

The writer informed him that his (writer’s) mother 
Considered her son was a very bright lad ; 


And if Mr. Editor wanted a sub, 


Her son would be willing to come for his ‘‘ grub.” 


This wanted to know why clouds vary in colour, 

And that, if Japan had a champion sculler 

(The editor wished that his querist was ¢here, 

For a Japanese sku//er to answer him fair), 

And still, as he opened batch after batch, 

He was sure his address would soon be Colney Hatch ; 
Then he sprang from his chair, and cut some queer capers, 
And cried, as he danced, ‘‘I will write to the papers !” 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
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Most things constitute a libel just now ; everything will do so ina year ortwo. ‘ Write a half.column about the new piece |” 


only way is to let the actors, and authors, and the rest of em, dictate the notice over your shoulder.” 
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actress, singer, and dancer, Miss T. has not a single fau't.'” 
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words ‘a single fault’; and I've ‘ad my orders for to carry out the law o’ libel.” 








; ryt J ! mutters the trembling critic. ‘It's 
very easy to say ; but how are we going to avoid libel? You see, if I call a person a ‘ tart,’ or a ‘ bun,’ or a ‘human being, or- —" 


So the poor critic tries it. ‘‘Go on,” says Miss Twinkletights. ‘'‘ Miss Tiddie Twinkletight’s part was performed in the most perfectly admirable way. As an 
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eg pardon, mister,” says the executant of an outraged law, dropping in on the editor next day; ‘‘ but your printer has bin and left out the word ‘not’ afore the 
Poor fellow !—at eight to-morrow morning—such a « 
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ld and uncomfortable hour, too! 



































** Well,” replies the editor, ‘‘the 
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THE SOOIALIST’S PLHA. 
rowdyism in church. One of their 








I WANTS to explain my greevance : the gist of it, don’t alt 


unfairness— 
it’s that as en- 
es me! 
There! Ain't I 
as good as 
others?—I up 
and demands 


But ra s 
eel pacernpe 
— it’s that as I 
can’t abear ! 

I’m fair; and 
it’s jest a ques- 
tion "twixt me 
and the bloom- 
in’ rest 

O’ my hinfam- 
ous feller-crea- 
turs—it’s ‘hem 
as I so detest ! 


The way as my claims is treated, it reggyler makes me sick. — 
Why mustn’t /’ave them honours wot’s scattered about so thick ? 
I’m one o’ the ‘uman harmy, fulfillin’ my ’uman pat, 

Yet 7 never gits all the honours; and, ’ang it! it breaks my ‘art. 


There’s generals leadin’ armies, and winnin’ of wars, and that ; 

How ‘andsomely they're rewarded and loaded with bits o° fat ! 

Fea Aa plucky as bloomin’ lions, and cunning as bloomin’ snakes, 

And brimmin’ with steel indoorance wot nothink destroys nor shakes ; 
They prizes their country's honour, and cheerfully larfs at death, 

And ** Courage, my lads,” and “‘ Forward,” they cries with their latest 


And I’m a disgustin’ coward with jest enough brains to see 

That ennyone else’s trouble’s a jolly good charnce for me ; 

I yelps like a bloomin’ lap-dog wen pricked with the smallest pin, 
And the mention o’ dyin’ ’ud scare me right out o’ my dirty skin; 
Yet wen do / git promotions? I tell 


yp I’m clean forgot, 
And left to my own d— vices, while the general gits the lot ! 


Then look at the privit soljer, and look at the Brittish “tar,” 
o notice how / 


’ve hincouraged and petted, and so they are; 





4 sett frees tf heteen 


enever they’ve proved their walour, the poppylace hups and cheers, 
And orfen they gits a medal—in a matter o’ twenty years. 
/ii've bin in the Brittish harmy—enlisted wen things was tight— 
And (bein’ no fool) deserted on 'earing we ‘ad to fight. 


Then look at the fuss for Gordon ! 
Yet ain’t I a feller-creature, and selfish as one can be? 

I tell you as I’m blasphemin’ and cursin’ the ’ole day long ; 
I’ve never done right, believe me, exc 
You'll find me attendin’ Gontiip-—leat lately I seldom miss : 

I to annoy my neighbours, and kick up a noise, and ’iss ; 

I jeers at the bloomin’ preacher, and ‘ollers and ’ow!s im down, 


There isn’t no fuss for me ; 


t in mistake for wrong. 


Till he begs and 
he prays for 
silence, and 
quakes in ’is 
bloomin’ 
gown. 


The preacher ! 
I ’ear em 
praise ‘im, and 
sayas he’s kind 
and good, 

And visits the 
sick and ’elp- 
less, and does 
as a Christian 

should ; 

And isses | 
self-denial | 
while givin’ of 
armes so free— 


And there is the durned h'njustice : who ses a gocd word for me ? 
Who ses I'm a brite hexample ? Who calls me a shinin’ lite? 





Wy, there—I might lay in the gutter—so ’elp me, I swear I might, 


them as ’ad praised that preacher ‘ud pass (as orfen do) 
And eS ea ‘* Bin drinkin’”’—the which ‘ud, most like, be 
troo. 


Il you it’s horl unfairness. Wy shouldn’t the hulking rough 
Git jest as much cream and harmonds as ’eroes of sterlin’ stuff? 
Let all of it be divided, and then we should git some rest, 
As there wouldn’t be no hinsentive for parties to do their best ; 
‘And I should set down contented and ’appy with wot I’d got— 


Until I discovered charneces to coller the bloomin’ lot. 


Then down with the durned hunfairness! And down with your 


se bl er ai ” : 
And jome with rowendie’ verchue, and all your one-sided games ! 


~ Wy ever should some git prizes, and others receive a cuff? 


And wy should the sterlin’ ’ero git more than the worthless rough? 
—OOloom— 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, Jan. 31—Lords.—A case of gravity. Lord Coleridge sat 
on by the law lords in the House for having let Lord Graves waive his 
right to be tried by bis peers. “* arg of the law is no excuse ”— 
grand old legal maxim this; but what is the law? Here are the Lord 
Chancellor and the Lord Chief Justice struggling like Hamlet and 
Laertes over Graves, as other law lords over other points of law; how 
on earth, therefore, can humbler mortals be expected to be conversant 
with it? 

Commons.—Bradlaugh ill-advisedly takes on Randolph for a quiet 
game, thirking his ‘‘ cannons ” his weak point, but soon discovers the 
Paddington champion can give him points and walk past him. Randy's 
blood being up, in the pool which follows he flops everybody down, 
Then Labby—flabby. 
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Tuesday.—Noble lords! Who shall say they are useless? They 
actually sat this afternoon for fifteen whole minutes. True, they didn’t 
do anything—but they sat ! 

In the Commons, ladylike Lord George Hamilton made an effective 
speech in his usual businesslike and practical tone. Then Chaplin 
denounces Churchill, and is almost as angry with the Grand Young Man 
as he used to be with the Grand Old One. Why doesn’t somebody give 
the Lancastrian Ducal Chancellor a peerage. The master of Blakeney 
is much more cut out for the Lords than the ‘‘other place.” Then 
(inter a’ia) comes bluster from Conybeare, bathos from Graham, 
twaddle from Wilfrid, and a few airy remarks from the now hairy 
Member for Cavan. 

Wednesday.—Overture to Randipandi by Handel-Cossham. Visiting 
the sins of the fathers on the children not complete enough policy for 
Crilly, who, with the exquisite taste which characterises him, endeavours 
totaunt Lord Randolph because of his brother. 

Thursday.—Earl Delawarr impresses on Lords his belief that by en- 
forcing rules as to use of continuous brakes on railways continual breaks- 
down may be avoided. The Commons are looking after the commons 
—landgrabbers beware, especially at Wandsworth. Debate on Address 
resumed ; a state of suspicion with regard to everybody. 
Rumour current in by that Randy and Gladdy trying their hands at 
a little Round Table turning on their own account. Country beginning 
. get tired of so much “‘ round,” and to long for a little more “* square ” 

ghting. 

Friday.—Lords like ancient hens — they keep on sitting, but nothing 
comes of it. Commons plenty of cackle if noeggs. Adjourned Debate 
on Address, Mr. Cremer’s Amendment was rejected. 
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A Fair One for My Valentine. 


My sweetheart is a maiden 
With winning smile and 
dark brown hair ; 
And, O, she has such laugh- 
ing eyes, 

As bright as sunlight in the 
skies. 

And then she is so kind to 
me, 

And sings and plays so 
prettily. 


How old? The age for 
romps and tricks, 
She’s just half-way ’tween 

playful six 
And bashful, blushing, 
sweet seventeen, 
Now guess the age that 
comes between. 
— But, O, so coy this little 
maid— 
This dainty sweet one, all so fine ; 
For, truth to tell, she has not said 
That she will be my Valentine. 








New Leaves. 


The Antiquary and Folk Lore run sidé by side, but always in different 
ways. They are capital company for *‘learned leisure.” — Household 
Words is good for both leisure and learning. —Zhe Leisure Hour, The 
Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own' Paper, and The Girls Own Paper are 
good for all times, and for any time. 3 

‘‘The Apple Tree Annual” (A: Glendenning). This ‘‘ miscellany of 
vegetarian varieties and cookery” will be valuable to the votaries of 
vegetarianism. It emanates from a well-known city restaurant, the fre- 
quenters of which are ‘‘ nuts” on ‘‘ The Apple Tree.”—** The Enter- 
tainment Gazette, and Guide to London” (Kelly & Co.). This is a 
new fortnightly paper, devoted, not only to sporting and dramatic, 
but to entertainments of all kinds, and to general topics. Judging 
from the first issues it should be both popular and successful. 





For Sake of Sweet Saint Valentine. 


SINCE e’er the days when we were young, in Rimmel's praise we oft 
have sung, in Valentine’s sweet sainted name, we still praise Rimmel 
just the same ; for taste and neatness, ’tis a truth we tell, perfume and 
sweetness none can him excel, 
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RETROSPECTIVE PROGNOSTICATIONS. 


Old Spiffiedank (reading the Queen’s Speech) :—‘‘ ‘Grave crimes 
have happily been rarer during the last few months than during a 
similar period in the preceding year. But the relations between the 
owners and occupiers of land, which in the early part of the autumn 
exhibited signs of improvement, have since been seriously disturbed.’ 
—By George! It’s just like ‘Old Moore’s Prognostications’ !” 



























HE’S GOT IT ON. 


Mr, Cokespur.—‘* My dear boy, eloquence is wasted at the Bar. 
What you want there is ‘ cheek,’ and plenty of it.” 

Mr. Lyttletonne.—‘* My dear boy, I’m delighted to find your pros- 
pect of getting on so good,” 








A Parliamentary Pepper-box. 


[{‘‘I am going to give ‘em r,” is the answer Lord Randolph is to 
have given to ea —<_ asked Bich what he thought of saying in the Ral op of 
explaining his resignation.] 


OnE asked resignéd Randolph, in that memorable week 
In which he made his so-called explanation, 
What kind of an oration it was in his mind to speak 





To his fellows in the game of legislation. 
To this responded Randy, with a dash of fiendish glee, 
And an air that showed a Parliament high-stepper, 
‘** No matter what I say, or what I don’? say, you will see 
That I mean to give em pepper !” 


Thus spoke Randy Redivivus—all volcanic, as of yore, 
The ‘* Sandy ” of the famed St. Stephen's Circus ; 
And then we knew fierce diatribes he forth would boldly pour, 
Brave words that to excitement soon would work us ; 
We felt that to his critics he proposed to give it hot, 
With a dash of what the cockney calls ** Mazepper ;” 
We knew that the Resigner was in trim, for did he not 
Say he meant *‘ to give ’em pepper”? 


But he didn’t cast his pepper much in Tory Members’ eyes— 
But Hartington and Goschen rather smelt it— 

And he cast a whiff at Chamberlain, who showed but small surprise, 
Considering the mighty man who dealt it. 

His speech was smart and telling, but M.P.s betrayed no dread 
At the chafing of the Parliament - ; 

And the world goes on as hitherto, alt Randy said 

That he meant ‘‘ to give ’em pepper.” 


ars eee Bend 





A STALWART beggar, ‘‘lame of both lege, was restored to activity 
the other night very rapidly, while being shifted on a barrow through a 
suburban thoroughfare. A runaway horse, linked toa ‘’ »_ came 
charging down the street, and the boys in charge of “ hafflicted 

usson” incontinently fled. The ‘‘lame-un” howled lustily for hel 
ut, finding none arrive, he took ‘‘ leg-bail,” and sought shelter in 
friendly public-house, Wise man! 











Gay” To Comzzsronpants.—Zhe Editor dees not bind himsels to acknowledge, return, or pay Jor Contributions. 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed envelope. 


In no case will they be returned unless 
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Cousin Rosina,—‘* ONLY ONE.” 
Clementina,—‘'OH, DEAR ! 


EIGHT AHEAD, CLEMMY.” 


I’ve HAD Six, sO I’M FIVE AHEAD OF You,” 
Brutal Young Brother.—“‘ Au! AND THAT ISN’T COUNTING THE THREE UGLY ONEs YOU PUT IN THE FIRE. THAT MAKES YOU 





THOSE AWFUL LITTLE BROTHERS, 
Clementina.—** How MANY VALENTINES HAVE YOU HAD, DEAR?” 








(Sze CARTOON.) 


STILL we meet with Valentines a many, 
Suited to the million as of yore ; 





‘| Anyhow, whatever 





Some of which, perhaps, are worth a penny, 
Others being worth a good deal more— 
Either mark’d by grace or splendour, 
Or expressing feelings tender, 
Or involving a suggestion needed sore. 
their features, 
Whether they’re supplied with loving lines, 


| Whether plann’d to chaff our fellow-creatures, 


February still brings Valentines. 


And G. T. has had the condescension 
To design some samples of his own, 

One whereof especially I'd mention 
(Though it is not pictured all alone) ; 


Jubilee Valentines for the Million. 


For, in manner ornamental, 
It conveys a hint that’s gentle 
To a much-respected lady on the throne ; 


( Vide Cartoon), and we hope she'll see 
That ’twill be her pleasurable duty 
To step forth this year of Jubilee. 





ceremony of cremation in Italy. 


the face of the Holy See, and swear 


cold clay. 


John Bull tries to wake the Sleeping Beauty 


Tue Holy See has anathematised the funeral 
Sixty cre- 
mating societies, however, snap their fingers in 
y the 
holy poker that they will see it frizzled in phos- | 
phorus before they waive their right to calcine | 








Saez “JACK AND JILL,” Fasrvary roth. 





Gratis Supplement—Coloured Portrait. | 


(M. Tisza is of opinion that the fE will 
be maintainedafterall} 
EACH war-proposing nation, 
By this view we hope is dished, 
For Tisz-a consummation 
Most devoutly to be wished. 





Tue Nihilists predict that the Great White 
Czar will be cold as a piece of Siberian snow 
within the next six months. This is a nice 
way of suggesting that there is something warm 


| in store for the bibulous potentate. 








Ready Shortly. Price One Shilling. 


Two cCHARMS. 


BY 


ARTHUR T. PASK. 
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Writs as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. Ask your 
Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample Box, or send 
7 stamps to C, Branpaver and Co.'s Pen Works, 
BikMINGHAM; or to their Wholesale Warehouse, 24 
| King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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YoU ARE Up shake sLaNKeys & sheer; without shoes 
: .0 7 THAN si7 With WET FEET; 
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Darr BEDS AND DAMP CLOTHES” WiLL BoTh MAKE you ILL ¢ 











YOUR PRECIOUS 'EALTH.—PART I. 


*," Mr. Fun has been a bit seedy lately, and an anxious and affectionate Aunt in the country has sent him a printed sheet of Alpha- 
betical Aphorisms on the above interesting subject, issued by a Sanitary Society. These strike Mr. Fun as so apt that he has determined 








to give them world-wide publicity and practical immortality by reproducing them in his Pages, with appropriate Illustrations. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue Orera Comiour.—‘‘ The Kate Vaughan Comedy Company ” 
has taken up its quarters here, presenting Zhe Xiva/s as a first instal- 





Oo, COMTI YOE a 
Orgra Comiqour, AND I(rrxasentLyv) THe stTRAND.—‘ THE RIvaLs.” 


ment. Miss Vaughan is not an actress of much force, but there is a 
very pleasant daintiness about her style which nothing in the part of 
Lydia Languish renders incongruous; the result being that she scores 

’ ’ ' ‘6 : ” 
very fairly as the wayward heroine. What some call a ‘‘ gavotte,” and 
others a ‘‘ minuet,” danced in the second act, shows the lady to graceful 
advantage, and destroys some of the points of the piece. 


Mr. Lionet BrouGuH's Bob Acres—do we not all know it ?—is 
pitched in a popular key, and, go to! is it not popular? And 
who shall ask for more? Mr. Forbes-Robertson is a gallant Captain 
Absolute, and an impassioned lover withal, but there is a weakness 
about it somehew, and Mr. Fernandez is not what one could wish. In 
fact, the whole thing is rather slow (such a magnificent comedy as it is, 
too!) Is it that we have had somewhat more than enough of old 
comedy lately ? 





By-THE-WAY, does ‘‘ old comedy” oonsist of some half-dozen plays 
only? 


THE STRAND.—Miss Fannie Leslie as Jack-in-the-Box has ‘‘ popped 
up serenely” here after a long absence in the country. She finds herself 
unforgotten, U believe, and is full of ‘‘ spring ;” but I’ve not had an 
Opportunity of seeing her yet myself—anon, and you shall know whether 
what is said is truthfully said. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The ladies of Boston have initiated a practice 
of discarding excessively tall hats when visiting the theatres, and the 
example is being followed in other American cities. 


For the ladies of Boston let’s say—hooray, 
I admire them in every way—hooray, 
Most for one thing—and that’s 
That they shorten their hats 
When they settle to go to the play—hooray. 


For the hats that fair Britishers buy—oh, my ! 
Are built, Babel-wise, to the sky—oh, my, 
They eclipse all the stage 
Till you get in a rage, 
And your language provokes them to cry—‘‘ oh, my!” 
The villain’s exciting attack—alack ! 
Is hid by the cephalic stack,—alack ! 
Of the humours of Giles, 
And the heroine’s smiles, 
You are forced to put up with the lack—alack ! 


Not a glimpse of a thing’s to be had—my lad, 
When the scenery’s praised you feel bad—my lad, 
When they crack up the clothes 

You profane I suppose, 
When the ballet comes on you go mad—my lad, 


But each lady ef Boston's a gem—ahem ! 

Such scandals they mean to condemn—ahem ! 
For our sakes they'll all spurn 
Steeple hats—in return, 

Let us take off our beavers to them—ahem !— 
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—A musical and dramatic recital will take place at 8.30 this (Tuesday) 
evening, at the Nineteenth Century Art Gsiieries, Conduit Street. Mr, 
Chillingham Hunt, a very excellent reciter, will bear the elocutionary 
burden, and Mrs. M. A,. Carlisle (who is expected to make a hit) and 
Mrs. Hunt will sing and piano-play respectively.—Miss Kate Everleigh 
starts (at Brighton on the 4th of April) on tour with Azé¢ens, an 
uncommonly funny play (I’m told) by an American gentleman, to which 
Mr. J. M. Glover has done some rattlingly good music. This looks like 
good business for somebody.—The Alexandra Palace will probably be 
re-opened at an early date ; this doesn’t seem quite such good business, 
on the face of it, but I should be very sorry to say that it is not the wisest 
course the proprietors could take, if they can afford it. —Brixton is to have 
a new theatre now. Far be it from me to discourage Brixton (or the new 
theatre) but—well—we shall see. —It is whispered that Miss ‘*Constance” 
Gilchrist will return to the Gaiety at the conclusion of her Drury Lane 
engagement. Very well.—‘‘ The Floral Hall,” Covent Garden, is to be 
‘‘ thrown into the Market,” that is to say, it is to go towards enlarging 
its Fruit, Flower, and Vegetable neighbour, not that it is for sale.—Mrs. 
Conover, under the able conductorship of Mr. Charles Terry, will anon 
off to the country with Mr. W. G. Wills’ Mary Qucen of Scots, May 
she pick up a few of the pieces she has dropped over the Olympic! [| 
don’t think I can wish her a much more enthusiastic triumph of a success 
than that !—Mrs. Bancroft is suspected of meditating a return to the 
stage. An announcement good enough tostand without comment.—At 
the annual dinner of the Newspaper Press Fund, to be held at Willis’s 
Rooms on the 11th of Juae, Mr, F. C. Burnand will take the chair.—A 





Tue Princess’s.—‘‘A Noeige, VAGABCND.' 


new comedy by Mr. T. G, Warren will shortly be produced at a matznéc 
by Miss Agnes Hewitt. Is this Warren's third, or fourth? Anyway, 
let us hope it will equal Wita’s First, NESTOR, 





=__ = 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITor or ** Fun.” 





SIR,—With the humbug going on about Miss Glendyne, there’s no 
getting on with Waterloo business at all. I’ve been getting up at all 
sorts of chilly hours in the morning to watch trials and compare notes 
all over the country, but it’s rather difficult to spot the better of two 
dogs, when each is only to be seen on trial with another dog, the racing 
value of which you know nothing, and the trials take place—one over a 
hill at Langholm (say), and the other somewhere near Burnley or 
Liverpool, Bah! Although I’m desperately afraid she’ll do it, I feel 
a good deal tempted to give my verdict agaimst Miss Glendyne. Her 
chance would be a pretty one then, you bet! As it is, I give it for her 
—and there you are, Go in and win, and send a huge percentage on 
the result to Yours, etc., TROPHONIUS, 





— 





Of Course, 


Dear Mr. Fun,—Inajeader on “‘adulteration,” Zhe Daily Telegraph, 
February 3rd, says :—‘* A sausage may be in perfectly good preservation, 
and may have a most agreeable flavour, yet at the same time be made 
from ingredients~which, were their character known to the consumer, 
would fill him with horror and dismay, ‘It’s the seasoning that does 
it,’ was the dictum of the humorous sage.” What I want to know is, 
should this not be ‘the humorous sage and onions”? I only ask for 
information, Yours truly, ANKSHUS. 
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FEBRUARY FILL DYKB. 


I saw an etching in a shop window about 
February Fill Dyke. It was all very interest- 
ing and artistic, and full of puddles. But I 
hate artistic things, and interesting things, and 
puddles into the bargain. Of course I do— 
every sensible man does. Some people pre- 
tend to like February, and say that you get 
‘*the first breath of spring” then. What in- 
fernal rubbish! The town begins to fill, 
though, as well as the dykes and ditches. 
That’s no consolation to me, for I’m not a 
society man. A fine idea, anybody pretending 
to enjoy the town in February if he happens to 
have the least grain of common sense. What 
pleasure is it to me to go strolling down Bond 
Street and catching cold just for the sake of 
having an ‘“*M.P.” nod to me out of his 
landau. But I might go and see art exhibi- 
tions, might I? The only art exhibition I 
should care to see would be to see the artists 
all hung in a row, and their pictures made into 
a bonfire! I hate artists; I always did. 
Canvas was invented fer tents for soldiers, not 
to be spoilt by a lot of paint. Bah! 

Still, like other people, I look about me 
when the season begins. Dol, though? The 
only looking about me / do is looking up my 
banker’s book. I’m not in the habit of looking 
about me, sir. Business begins to stir in 
February. Does it, sir? Who said it didn’t ? 
Business can begin to stir as much as it likes 
for allthat I care, It makes no difference to 
me, I can tell you. I’m not in the habit of 
going into shops and buying a lot of idiotic 
knicknacks that are of no use to anybody. 
I’m not at all that sort of man, sir, I can tell 
you. ‘*A fool and his money are soon parted.” 
That’s the best motto that I know of. 

And the pantomimes last on through Feb- 
ruary, too, As if that wasn’t enough to make 
anybody thoroughly disgusted. But we have 
had some fine days. What do / care about 
fine days, Z should like to know? They don’t 
put any more money into my pocket. Bah! 
On fine days, too, poor people feel cheerful, 
and consequently go out and drink. February, 
indeed ! D1oGenrs Tosss, 
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VICTORY! 
St. GkorGk, OF HANOVER SQUARE, AND THE GLADSTONIAN- LIBERAL DRAGON, 


(We regret to hear that Mr. Goschen, im the hour of his triumph, is suffering 
from acold. It is supposed that he caught a chill at Liverpool.) 











A Cheerful Companion to the 
Calendar, 


FEBRUARY—(SECOND HALF.) 


15th. To-pay brave Captain Cook was kill’d 
By savages, of whom, in books, 
We read as Sandwich-men, unskill’d 
In cook’ry and the worth of Cooks, 


16th. This charming, this red-letter day, 
Let no one, pray, forget : 
In sixteen-ninety-seven, books say, 
Commenc’d our National Debt. 


17th. Liverpool, eighteen-fifty-five— 
Bread running short, crowd took to 
rioting, 
And, being ‘‘ crusty,” hard to drive 
From its idea of crummy dieting. 


18th. This day died Luther, whose brave plan | 


It was with Popes to make no terms ; 
Being this oddfish sort of man, 
His Pope prescrib’d a Diet of Worms. 


19th, The world this day lost Tamerlane, 
Its greatest scourge and slaughterman ; 


Far happier now, it counts as gain 


Its cannon, making wholly naught-o’- | 
man. 


20th. Sunday—which you'll spend as best | 
Reflects your notions of propriety ; 


| 
| 
| 


If you go in for perfect ‘‘rest,” 
You’ll find its charm is—not variety. 


21st, This day was poor Archbishop Cranmer 
burn’d 
To please that gracious sovereign, 
** Bloody Mary ;”’ 
In vain he tried to save his life, and 
learn’d 
Tco late that churchmen should of 
lies be chary. 


Shrove Tuesday this, Confession Day, 
Likewise the Day of Pancakes ; 

Eat ten or twelve of these, then say 
Sincerely how the plan takes. 


22nd. 


23rd, The Cato Street conspirators this day 
Were ‘‘ sold,” as usual, by a traitor. 
Moral—Before conspiring, reckon, pray, 
Your chances from the first and— 
later. 


24th. This day died Gutenberg, whose curi- 
ous mind 
The thought of printed pages first 
possess’ d— 
A sort of printer's inkling of the kind 
Of use to which the Press has since 
been press’d. 


2sth, This day Charles Peace was hang’d, 
who, save in name, 


' 


} 
; 


| 


| 
i 


| 
| 


| 


Had nothing peaceable about him ; 
Despite his burglar’s, murd’rer’s, fiddler’s 
fame, 
The world found it could do without 
him. 


26th. Hare-hunting ends this cay, but not 
Heiress-hunting, pray remember ; 

An heiress may be hunted, hot, 

From January to December. 


This day, in eighteen- forty-nine, 
The Corn Laws were abolished ; 

But corns were left to undermine 
Some tempers the most polished, 


27th. 


The last day of the month this year— 
In Leap-years, last but one’th ; 
$e surc you do not leap, for fear 
Of damaging next month. 


25th. 





Oh, Greedy! 

AN English schoolboy, having heard that an 
Ice Carnival was being held at Montreal, said 
he thought it would be very jolly to have one 
in London too, especially if it were cream, and 
not water, ice. 





AN eminent rat-catcher has contracted to 
keep Mr. Jay Gould’s steam yacht A/a/an/a free 
from rats for three hundred dollars per year 
We congratulate the American millionaire. He 
ought to save many thousands by the bargain. 
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SOME BRITISH COMMODITIES.—I. THE ENGLISH NAIL. 
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England is justly ooné of her pre-eminence in the hardware line. Have you Then you tap in a brad very carefully, and its tail comes curling round out 


ever tried to use an English brad? ‘‘ Ah!” you say (being an amateur), ‘‘ I'll at the side, and grins at you. 
just put a nail or two in that split in the door.” 
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_ Then you make small holes for those brads with a bradawl—then large holes So you make a stupendous cavern with a vast centrebit: and, placing a brad 
with a gimlet—then immense holes with an auger; but still those brads very gingerly on a flat trowel to prevent its bending by its own weight you intro- 
curl up. duce the brad into the cavern with extreme care, and fix it in with plaster of Paris 


and glue. And then you decide that the brad is a little superfluous. 
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Concluding that you must have mistaken the vocation of brads, you try twisting them together for string for parcels, but they won't bear the straia ; so you try 


them as ty, as i i . , ) Aa 
of an eet hee for soup, and so forth ; and finally you present them to the dustman. Perhaps some day somebody will discover the object of existence 
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A DANGEROUS PERFORMANCE 


ffarly.—“ KEEP QUIET, WHATEVER YOU DO, OR YOU’LL COME 
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TO GRIEF, 
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MAD MISS MEROY., 

THERE is no feature of our British way of administering justice more 
beautiful than 
the mercy with 
which we tem- 
per its severity. 

case of 
Mike Mirder af- 
fords a sweet 
and striking ex- 
ample of this 
praiseworthy 
system of ours, 

Mike Mirder 
had always had 
his oe 3 

At Oo 
seven ia. hed 
indulged in a 
habit of roast- 
ing kittens alive 
in the oven, 
gouging out the eyes of infants, putting arsenic in his mother’s tea, and 
rubbing the same powder into her pillow. He had also preserved the 
skins of a few hundred mice, all of them taken off the living animal, 
which was afterwards rubbed over with mustard previous to its decease. 

At the age of nine he had observed his father looking over a preci- 
pice, and, recognizing his opportunity, had crept up, and, by a sudden 
and dexterous shove, cleared his parent well over ; dissolution having 
been deferred only just long enough for the father to give little Mike his 
blessing, during which the little innocent had cleared out his pockets, 
aa the threepenny piece, the attainment of which had suggested 
the act, 

That threepenny piece had been spent in vitriol with which the little 
fellow had ety successfully blinded his three sisters, 

At ten little Mike had already become an accomplished thief. He 
always preferred stealing from those who were poor and in some special 
distress ; and in those cases where perfect absence of danger to himself 
might be relied upon, the theft would always develop into a robbery 
with violence, Very small girls were his favourite subjects. Having 
robbed them of the sixpence with which they were sent for the beer, he 
would proceed to cut off their ears or toes with his little penknife, and 
soak their hair with petroleum, and set light to it. 

About this time he became a crossing-sweeper for the express purpose 
of gaining a better opportunity to hold charitable old ladies in conversa- 
tion in roadway until a cab knocked them down; and on these 
occasions, while the attention of the cabmanand the crowd were riveted 
on the old lady, little Mike would ingeniously heat needles to redness in 
the flame of a match, and insert them in the horse’s eyes, 

This would cause the death of the cabman and some bystanders, 

A year or two later little Mike developed great mechanical genius : 
he invented a small explosive bomb, of such a size as to be contained in 
a half-herring, and exploded by clockwork, Putting the half-herring 
down in a likely place, he would wait until a passing dog should gulp it 
down, and scream with delight when the dog blew up, 





He great fun with an 
old gentleman who had been 
very charitable to him, and 
gone to great expense and 
trouble for his benefit. This 
old gentleman had particu- 
larly plump and tempting 
calves, which took little 
Mike’s fancy. Procuring a 
tooth from a mad dog which 
had been killed in his vici- 
nity, little Mike ingeniously 
made an arrow-head of it, 
and succeeded in projecting 
the weapon from a little bow 
of his own make right into 
the centre of the old gentle- 
man’s calf. The old gentle- 
man left little Mike all his 
property in his will, and this 





























pik " ways formed one of Mike’s 
papers and blacken the cha- 


i rendered the poor boy inde- 
greatest delights in later 
racter of that old gentleman. It happened that the old gentleman had 





ms pendent for life; and it al- 
years to write to the news- 
had a daughter whom he had given up for dead; and, on her subse- 





quently turning up after the old gentleman’s death, and begging a crust 
at Mike’s door, Mike gave her in charge, and contrived a false accusa- 
tion against her in such a clever manner, that she was sentenced to 
seven years’ penal servitude, and went mad. se 

Mike did many other things, for he was never idle. When arrived at 
manhood he had several favourite pastimes. One of these was taking 
his children to places where he heard smallpox was about, and, when 
they had caught it, sending them to children’s parties, and to school ; 
the placing of obstacles on railway lines, with the object of wrecking 
express trains ; another was the sending of diseased meat to the market. 
In these ways he had already succeeded in clearing off a few scores of 
the population, when the poor fellow was caught in the act of superin- 
tending the preparing of a glandered horse to look like beef, for the 
London iasket. ; ae a 

Then that beautiful feature of our British administration of justice 
came in. The law, as the magistrate said, empowered its executants to 
inflict on poor Mike a very heavy penalty; but, as it seemed a case 
rather for commiseration than severity, and as he had no doubt, from 
the evidences in the prisoner’s past career, that the prisoner would be 
warned by his remarks, and regret the cruelty of his acts, he (his Wor- 
ship) would on this occasion inflict the mitigated penalty of a fine— 
two-and-six, with costs. 

How the great public heart leapt up in response to the magistrate’s 
humaneness, We remember it well; it was the same day that a starving 
man of exemplary character was charged with stealing a bit of crust, and 
sentenced to one year with hard labour. 








A SAINTLY, and sainted being recently deposited a share certificate 
worth £350, belonging to his aunt, in a bank in his own name. His 
defence for this act was that he merely obeyed ‘‘a voice from heaven.” 
How’s this for high ? 





GOSCHEN—TORY PARTY.—On the oth inst., at St. George’s, 
Hanover Square, George Liberal Unionist Goschen, to Tory Party, 
daughter of the Right Hon. the Marquis of Salisbury, K. G., &c., &c, 
Friends will please accept this intimation. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 






































‘*WILL THIS GEAR NR’ER BE MENDED?’ — 7yotlus and Cressida, 
Act Yd Scene I. 
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BAD BOYS’ BALLADS. 


IIL.—PETER MICHEL, 


Dere lifed in Germany a poy 

Vot might hafe peen his fader’s joy, 
And a crate pride among de Dootch, 
Boot for von fault—he dinked too mooch, 
Dis vas der Peter—Ash dings vent, 
Der Peter nefer vos content. 

Ja—if you poot him into clofer, 
Peter sat down und dink it ofer, 
Ordil he foundt a petter vay 

To make de clofer into hay, 

Und ven a shinsherbrod he see 

He prove it should a ploom-cake pe. 
Even a thaler grieve him sore 
Pecause ’twas not a /ujedor.* 

Oont vant his brod to be complete, 
Made of some besser stoff as wheat. 


Vhen mit de oder poys he blay, 

Den liddle Peter alvays say, 

‘* All of de dings vot here I see 
Should right afay pelong to me. 
Dese dops oont marples mit de ball. 
Dose bicture-buchs and toys oont all, 
Shouldt pe annex—dot candy too— 
Pecause I vants dem vorse dan you. 
Oont yoost pecause you call it dein, 
Dot proves, you see, de ding is mine. 
Dass Du was hast wenn nichts mir ist, 
Beweist dass Du ein Rauber bist, 

[If you hafe dings oont I am boor, 
Dot shows you are a ropper, sure. | 
Derefore I peg, oopon de shpot, 
Yoost hand me ofer all you got.” 


De oder poys vot hear him gas 
Yoost say dot Peter vos an ass ; 
Boot Peter say, mitout a joke, 

‘* De only dimes a shackass shpoke 
To Balaam in confersation, 

He dalk goot sense by insbiration. 
Pesides, he shpeak in Heprew too, 
Mine talk is Heprew oonto you, 

You idiots of de money classes, 

You all pees vorse than any asses. 
Oont ash de boor like me you robs, 
You’re vicket shkoundrels, tieves, oont snobs, 
Ash eferypody else moost pe 

Who doesn’t dink de same ash me, 
Oont if I were yoost shtrong enough, 
I’d make you veel it mighty rough,” 


Denn von poy answered, ‘‘ Peter, you 
Moost give it in, for it is drue, 

Dot like a pee dot vorks for honey, 
Mine fader vork to make de money 
To buy dese dings for me oont Jim.” 
Gry Peter, ‘* More de shame for him 
To lapour for himself alone 

Ven he should vork for efery one, 

Nod for our own our vork shouldt pe, 
But all de human family. 

Oont if you dalks apout de pees, 

Dere I hafe got you, for you sees 

Dem insegds shtore avay de schweet 
For all de oder vons to eat. 

All dat you make, I’d hafe you know, 
Shouldt oonto oder beople go ; 

You’ve heard it said all men ish broders, 
Oont yoost as goot ash any oders, 
Boot efery man I say’s de pest 

Oont crate deal Zef/er as de rest, 

Der man is not our broder—rader 

Ve should gonsider him as fader, 

Oont as I full equal you, 

Id vollows I should govern too ; 

Now, as I’m boss of all de poys, 
Yoost gife me all your cakes oont toys. 
All dot you hafe you go mitout it, 
Oont mind you ton’t be long apout it !” 


* Louis d’'Or—a gold coin. 


a 
TROON 


TAKEN OFF, 


Mr, McStrogan,—‘' 1 GAVE HIM JIST THE HALF HE ASKIT ME.” 
Mr, Evans.—‘ ARE YOU QUITE SURE HE DIDN’T GUESS YOUR NATIONALITY, AND 


DOUBLE IT FIRST?” 
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De poys for answer say, Py shing ! 
He shouldn’t hafe a blessed ding, 
And tell him get into his hole, 
For all his dalk vas rigmarole, 


Now, ven it coom to sooch a stage, 
Den Peter veel a holy rage, 

Oont gry, *‘ You pigs, since it moost pe, 
Ill ¢Avash you into loving me ; 

I veel a holy inshpiration 

To master all de siduation. 

Vile in dis life all dings apove, 

You ought to gife yourselfs to lofe, 
Oont den if you refuse to do it, 

You moost be licked oont kicked into it. 
Dot is de vay ven folks pe doomb, 

So glear de drack, for here I coom !” 


Yoosht here der Peter shtop his noise, 
Oont roosh mit fury at de poys, 

To grab deir marples, hoops, oont dings, 
Oont gife dem all a poonishings. 

Boot de foorst von at whom he vly 

Let out and dook him in de eye, 





Vitch landed him, mitout a a flutter, 
All on his pack, insite de gutter, 
Oont ven he shtoggered oop in vain, 
Anoder knock him down acain, 
Oont say, *‘ Dis is de vay, 
I licks you indo lofing me. 


Undo his fader Peter run, 

Who say to him, ‘* Mine liddle son, 
To force a shap to lo 
Moost pe de shtro 
For to set up equality 
You need a strong 
And if de less must go as , 
He'll have to ride de 
Pecause de veakest alvays fail, 
Ond du bist w 


ACCORDING to a judge’s decision, the word 
** Jubilee ’ cannot be registered as a legitimate 
the ‘‘ Jubilee” craze is 


trade mark. Now that 
ul for this small 


in full swing, let us be 


mercy. 
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EKNIOKNACKS. 


a ordered out of court the other day by the 
or dingsa rigger FOr wash his face thoroughly before 


i i d that heSmust 

altting mogistzate, sad tot he could be allowed to give 
evidence, The gentle ramoneur 
retired to the yard, and, after 
using soft soap and a scrubbing- 
baal for ten minutes, returned 
to the box, his face being about 
the tint of a dumpling well 
covered with the best green 
treacle. ‘‘You have washed 
your face?” said the magis- 
trate. ‘I'll take my blessed 
davy hon that,” replied the 
man of soot. ‘* How long may 
it be since you washed it be- 
fore?” asked the magistrate. 
**T always did wash it before 
—don’t see as it would be pos- 
serble ter wash it behind ; but 
the last time as I done me 
hablutions was hon my weddin’ 
day, about sevin years ago, yer 
Washup.” ‘Is your wife still 
alive?” enquired the magistrate. 
‘‘Werry much so,” answered the dusky witness. ‘* How long is it 
since she washed /er face?” exclaimed the magistrate. ‘‘ Why, much 
about the same time, I should himagin’, yer Washup,” ejaculated the 
sweep, with a merry beam. ‘“* Now, sir, proceed with your evidence 
at once,” growled his Washup, “you have grossly wasted the time of 
the court—and let me advise you to remember you are on your oath.” 





A sTRAW house is now being built in Philadelphia. It will forma 
feature at the forthcoming American Exhibition, which is to open on 
May 2nd, in Kensington. The builder warrants that it will be fireproof 
and waterproof, and doesn’t seem to care a straw about the chaff that 
has been hurled at his edifice. 


A STATIONER advertises love-letter paper, scented with afar of roses. 
He states that the scent will last for years, and warrants the paper to 
outlast half the love inscribed upon it. It isn’t often one meets with a 
truthful, candid tradesman now-a-days. 


Tue rowdies of Belfast are losing their frolicsome spirit. Only three 
people were wounded by bullets the other night. Does this mean another 
calm before another storm ? 


A Scotcu minister caught a youthful member of his congregation 
reading Darwin’s ‘‘ Origin of Species” the other day. He promptly 
annexed the book, threw it into the fire, and told the lad that the author 
was a bad man and an infidel. Ais ‘‘monkey” must have been very 
much up when he was guilty of such an idiotic act and statement, 

A MEDICAL man informs the world that he knows of a case where a 
man transmitted his repugnance of cheese to his sons, while their mother 
was fond of Welsh rare-bits. The boys were afflicted with good memories, 


when ma was troubled with nightmare. 


ARTIFICIAL eyes have been invented in America, which will ogle, 
roll, and look the softest of sweet things. They are worked with a wire 
which passes into the nose. One-eyed mashers and masheresses have 
to hold a delicate handkerchief to their nasal appendages—and there 
they are, don’t you know. 


Ir is said that our Prime Minister suffers{terribly from ma/-de-mer 
when he braves the dangers of the deep—gets right down weak-kneed, 
drifts into sentimentality, thinks that everybody and everything is going 
to collapse, and makes such quotes as ‘‘ Sic transit gloria mundi.” 





Tue ‘‘ unemployed” of Selkirk, who were found some labour by a 
Relief Pree poy "ome weed went - strike _ working a short while. 
They objected to ing soup tickets given them as a portion of their 
wages, Hiadermnteed bope lowe the. tne st “* mock turtle,” 

THe two elder daughters of an astute widower got married the other 
day. The old man gave them his blessing in effusive words, but in- 
formed them that he had no dower to bestow, no — of gold or bundles 
of bank-notes to cast into their laps. Still, he felt he ought to do 
something for the bonnie brides, so he offered to apprentice his four 





younger girls tothem. The wedding breakfast did not digest well ! 


THE CULT OF GOOD ST. VALENTINE. 
*‘ Good morrow, ‘tis St. Valentine’s Day, all in the morning betime.”— 7 he Other Bard, 
On, ope thy casement, lady mine, 
The mist is on the hill 
(’Twere well, perhaps, to don thy wraps, 
Forefend thou get a chill !) 
The feast of good St. Valentine 
Is well upon its way, 
And rivalzy has bid me try 
To be thy love to-day. 
For love will ebb, and love will flow, 
But oft there comes a time, you know, 
When chaps to cut one out prepare, 
And then ‘tis one would be “all there,” 


So ope thy casement, lady mine 
(And here I may remark 
That casement’s not “ poetic rot ”— 
Thou liv’st at Bedford Park). 
To be thy faithful Valentine 
I’ve left my cosy couch 
(Before I wist how thick the mist), 
And gifts my love shall vouch. 
For love may ebb, and love may flow, 
But February comes, you know, 
And few the maidens who do not 
Expect a gift or so, I wot. 


Do ope thy casement, lady mine, 
With cold my nose is blue, 
My teeth are sets of castanets— 
And all for love of you ! 
Say, shall I bring thee Eglantine? 
Or posies fair to see ? 
Or jewels rare to deck thy hair? 
Or half-a-pound of tea? 
For love may flow, and love may ebb, 
But comes the fourteenth day of Feb., 
And lovers who would not be mean 
Must bring their tokens on the scene. 


Deuce take thy casement, lady mine ! 
(I will not be gainsayed), 
The builder wight has fixed it tight ; 
Out on his jerry trade ! 
I’m catching cold, my Valentine, 
Within my precious head, 
And so the Bard will leave his card, 
And toddle home to bed. 
For love may flow, and love may ebb, 
But hang the fourteenth day of Feb, ! 
And catch me getting up again 
In gnawing mist and soaking rain. 








and distinctly remembered what they suffered in early childhood’s days , 
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CUP-TIOUS CRITICISM. 


IT sounds all very innocent and child-like when Nettie says there is 
no game she likes better than ‘Cup and Ball;” but when you come 
to understand that it is Claret Cup at a dance to which she refers, it 
takes the gilt off the gingerbread a little. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, Feb, 7.—Lord Erne earns public gratitude by taking steps 

to prevent the corkscrew bayonet affair being bottled up. Who shall 

say that our Ord- 

nance Department is 
not abreast of the 
times after Lord 
Harris has declared 
that the hairpins—I 
mean weapons — in 
question were sup- 
plied as recently as 
1858, and one parcel 
by a gentleman of the 
Teutonic name of 
Kirschbaum, of 
Tollingen, in 1859? 
Besides, they were 
approved by the Di- 
rector of Naval 
Ordnance only the 
other day compara- 
tively, at least in 
1871. Altogether, 
the Kent cricket 
captain seemed ra- 
ther stumped, and 
had to sing small 
about our small- 
arms, 

Commons.— 
Woodall anxious to 
learn would all the 
bishops who refuse 
to consecrate ceme- 
teries be prosecuted. 
Matthews informs 
him that Home Sec, not at home in ecclesiastical jurisdiction, and that 
archbishops must see to their sees. Byron has remarked that ‘every 
woman is at heart a rake.” This perhaps accounts for Raikes being 
appealed to by Gourley as an authority on mails. Satisfactory to learn 
that two British companies have got contracts for carriage of these to 
America, We are very attached to our cousins German, and we, as 
a matter of course, allot to them the supply of our weapons, the command 
of our army and navy, our palaces, our parks, and our princesses ; but 
John Bull is such a selfish creature, and he will expect to have a look 
in somewhere, 

The only habitually silent member among the Parnellites, the ‘‘ chief” 
himself, breaks for once the silence which is, perhaps, the secret of so 
much of his power. Adopting the Irish mode of ‘‘ treading on the tail 
of my coat,” he puts his foot down on the Address. Severely reproves 
audacious Government for daring to insinuate that as such it must 
govern. After Macdonald has seconded the most important amendment 
of the Address, Baggally, the Brixtonite, follows, and House empty, or 
rather filling, in dining rooms. Later on Mr, Johnston of Ballykilbeg 
appeals to Parnellites to unite with Ulster in the regeneration of Ireland 
by developing her resources, Attorney-General for Ireland surveys the 
plan of Home Rule Campaigners, and contends that arguments of 
member for Cork **trifles light as air,” or the substance of the same 
name as hon. member’s borough. 

Tuesday.—Lord Cross brings in Glebe Lands Bill, measure to mete 
out these lands in allotments. Another article stolen by Tories while 
Libs. bathing, or rather washing out their linen. 

Commons.—FwuN is pleased to bear from Mr, Northcote that Mr. 
Kynock’s statement as to contract for cartridges going ito Germany a 
canard, His first remark was, ‘‘I can hardly believe it.’ 

The O’Morley informs House he has never up till now felt the atmos- 
phere so leaden—perhaps this is because so many Liberals have been 
misééd by him. The Grand Old Collar absent, but Captain Hozier (no 
relation to Captain Cuff) braces himself up to opposing the amendment, 
and makes Parnellites veryshirty, inves/s debate with humour, and House 
fants with laughter at the Captain’s reference to the garment of Joseph. 

Wednesday.—Debate on Parnellite patch on Address to Queen Perl 
with Tuite willow solo. Bernard Coleridge illustrates fact that legal 
aw and ability not hereditary. Solicitor-General muzzles this ae 

nar 

Thursday—Lords.—Morley and Harris in state of virtuous indignation. 
No wonder those lovely cutlasses and bayonets have been damaged. 
Some inconsiderate person has been actually dending them, and sticking 
them in things, Nice sort of usage for drawing-room ornaments ! 

Commons. ~ Hartington complains that if Address to Her Majesty 
amended much more, ’twill never reach her. Goschen drops in from 
Hanover Square amid loud Liberal and Government cheers. 









































Beauty on Doorsteps. 


[At a recent meeting of the National Health Society, Sir James Crichton Browne 
said that “‘ whatever might be said of the beauty of the daugiters of Italy and 
they (the meeters) would see more true loveliness ia a mean walk through the 
West End, engaged in cleaning down the doorsteps, than in the fashionable drawing 
rooms of that quarter.”) 
Six CRICHTON Browns, Sir Crichton Browne, 
O, M.D. of position, 
Your statement caused throughout the town 
A most amazed condition, 
We ought to be a happy band, 
When one of such repute is 
Inclined to fancy ours a land 
Of doorstep-cleaning beauties. 


But surely this big beauty show 
Of which Sir C. would tell us, 
Will deal high damsels quite a blow, 
And make each ‘‘ missus ” jealous. 
Let’s hope they will not cry ‘* Alack ! 
We'll do these menial duties,” 
And then incontinently ‘* sack” 
Those doorstep-cleaning beauties. 


This notion’s apt to cause, we fear, 
Rebellion ’mong the slaveys ; 
Mayhap their little heads they'll rear, 
And think they’ re vara aves. 
When “‘ missus ” scolds, they'll say *‘ Pooh-pooh ! 
Sir Crichton B., who ’cute is, 
Says we're much lovelier than you, 
Us doorstep-cleaning beauties !” 


All this one benefit may show, 
Twill really be surprising 

If man does not, up Westward Ho, 
Go in for early rising. 

Not simply for health’s sake, we'll say, 
And exercising duties, 

But just to see that vast array 
Of doorstep-cleaning beauties, 


———— 


MADAME Patt! intends visiting Utah, and singing to the Mormons. 
For divers reasons the diva's chief song is to be ** Rock me in my little 
cot.’ 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By Ong THAT Knows NOTHING AsoorT IT.) 
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‘¢NuRSERY TRAINING Norsgs.” 





Gay” To Coxezsronpants.— The Editor does not bind himsel/ to acknowledge 


return, or pay for Contributions. Im no case will they be returned unlass 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 
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In chronicling these rumours of war which have reached him, Fun is assured that (to quote a phrase familiar to newspaper readers) 


the report” contained in any one of them. 


FURTHER WAR RUMOURS. 


‘ there is no truth whatever in 
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ic is said that General Boulanger ix 
deveting all his time to the analysis of 
sauerkraut. 


Following the orders prohibiting the exportatioa of horses, a new regulation 
forbids exportation of asses. A pity—as the good folk of Franze and Germany 
could get on well without them. 


Prince Bismarck, —_ buying up all 
the snails in France, has been making 
experiments. He doubts the efficacy 
of adding them tothe German Commis- 
sariat, it is said. 
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There bas been another fall in French Funds. 


One report says an engagement has already taken The Imperial Government have recalled these gentry to 
place. French rolls and German sausages suffered Germany. Boulanger may well pause: 500,000 men would 
severely. On the face of it, this is preposterous. be nothing compared with an army corps of these. 








A Dangerous Performance, 


(Seg CARTOON.) 


To wheel a man across a rope 
(Whereby its “rey | ets bulged in) 
Is not a sort of feat, I hope, 
That’s frequently indulged‘in, 


Because a rope, though strong at first, 
And solid in dimension, . 

May weaker grow in time, and burst, 
too prolonged a tension. 





Besides, su posing it don’t break, 


At best is risky, and must make 
The wheeler’s risk according. 


And he’s nigh sure to get a spill 
Upon a path so narrow, 
If he’s unable to keep still 


Apparently embarks with glee 
The foothold it s affording Upon a like endeavour, 


The risk, no doubt, he sets at naught, 
To bravery no stranger ; 

Yet is it a performance fraught, 
Methinks, with signal danger. 








The man inside the barrow. 


Bict sue Zeed Hartington, ‘we see, Gratis Supplement—Coloured Portrait. 


Being extremely clever, Sez “JACK AND JILL,” Faesrvary oth. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue Comepy.—Mynheer Fan was produced here with all necessary 
splendour on Valentine's evening, and nobody and nothing is much the 
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Tue Comaepy.—Miss D’ArviILLE—VERY LIKE A CAMILLE. 


worse—not even Mr. Harry Paulton’s reputation as a librettist. What 
Mynheer Fan is about luckily doesn’t matter much, as nobody can find 
it out. The critics, who, as a rule, are unanimous and never dispute a 
brother scribe’s dictum, are very much at variance. Some bold spirits 
say it’s about nothing, some even bolder spirits say it’s about something ; 
but in no case do they seem quite clear as to the degree either of the 
nothing or the something. On one point only do they approach any- 
thing Fike general agreement, but there their unanimity is wonderful ; 
they all declare most positively that the last act consists of the audience’s 
going and seeing the ballet at the Alhambra up the street; and this 
statement I am able to endorse from personal experience. 


Mynheer Fan is capable of yielding considerable pleasure to the happy 
being who doesn’t listen to it. Mr. Paulton is the victim of one curious 
fallacy. He has acquired the belief that to repeat the words of a sentence 
in many different ways till you have reduced it to nonsense is a sparkling 
scintillation of humour, and in this way he sparkled frequently. As 
everybody knows, moreover, that his collaborator, Mr. ‘* Mostyn Tedde,” 
is his own son, the reflection is forced upon one that he is bringing up 
his offspring in the same belief. 


THE music is ‘‘tuney” and taking, and altogether very pleasant to 
listen to. M. Jakobowski has done nothing impertinently original, and 
some of the singing is very good, the Chorus occasionally singing in parts. 
Miss Camille D’Arville is one of my favourite singers; everything she 
did was a thorough enjoyment on the opening night, and in spite of her 
somewhat sad and expressionless manner, she is very pleasantly piquant 
at times. The law of libel is so very severe that one has to be extremely 














Tus Comapy.—Dutcu Meta 


careful what one says, but I’m sure Miss D’Arville will understand ‘hat 
when I describe her as a pe:fect ‘ maceroon,” I use the es pres ion with 





handy. 








a ete 


ae a 


respect, and solely in a complimentary sense. Mr. Wyatt has a lengthy 
réle, and in some sense looks the part, for he has an aspect of marked 
lengthiness, he is very lithe, and spry, and merry, and what I would 
describe (without prejudice) as a regular “‘ gingerbread nut.” 


Mr. PAvuLTON’s style has its admirers (although I am not one of 
them), and he certainly works untiringly and unflinchingly, being re. 
warded with much applause, and in calling him an “‘ apple pie,” I intend 
nothing whatever disrespectful. Mr. Sydney Harcourt makes a very 
good Don Diego, proving himself quite a ‘‘cake” (a phrase I shall be 
happy to unreservedly withdraw if Mr. Harcourt has any objection to it, 
although I can scarcely suppose him reluctant to take the cake either.) 
Miss Violet Melnotte is (Mel)notte much of an actress, and is appro- 
priately supplied with not much of a part ; she had two or three hand- 
some dresses, though, and is, generally speaking (and strictly in a Pick- 
wickian sense,) a soothing little ‘‘cough drop.” M. Marius in his 
familiar part of a fiery general, is a capital bit of ‘* plum-duff” (if he will 
allow me to call him so), and Madame Amadi, who succeeds in impart- 
ing something like originality to a wofully hackneyed kind of part is as 
refreshing a *‘ cream-ice ”” as you will see in a day’s march (ample apology 
in all the daily papers if phrase objected to). 


Mr. JOSEPH TAPLEY, the tenor, sings exceptionally well, and if he 
lacks clearness and fulness of voice, is yet very pleasing in style and 
effect. His acting wants looking up a bit, but he has one advantage 
over the majority of tenors—his speaking voice is not ludicrously high- 
pitched, and he is generally quite the ‘‘ oyster-patty ” (the epithet ‘* patty” 
being in the highest degree complimentary from a musical point of 
view, I make no apology for using it). Miss Kate Munroe is a delicious 
little “‘ acid-drop,” Miss Emma Broughton a lovely ‘‘ Irish stew,” and 
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Tue Comepy.—ALice LETHBRIDGE AND SAL TERELIO. 


Mr. De Lange a refreshing ‘‘ cup of tea” —whieh expressions are by no 
means used in a derogatory sense; and I’m sure Miss Amy Martin (who 
made a very favourable first appearance on the stage and sang a barcarolle 
with some success) will acquit me of any desire to give pain when I 
put on record my opinion that she is a delightful ‘* cracknell.” 


Bot the biggest success was achieved by Miss Alice Lethbridge, who 
so livened things up with a dashing and spirited rendering of a *‘ Salte- 
rello dance,” that she would have been encored till the present moment 
in all probability, had she not supplied, also, the most dramatic incident 
of the evening, by fainting after the first encore. Miss Lethbridge has 
improved wonderfully, and her dance is worth bearing Mynheer Fan to 
see. It is lamentably short, but you can eke it out by encores (tempered 
with mercy); and when you have seen and enjoyed it you will agree with 
me, and without intending anything offensive, that this lady is the most 
seductive ‘*cheese-cake” and ‘‘ cherry-brandy” of the lot. NESTOR. 








Antipathies, 


Henry III. of France could not stay in the room where there was 4 
cat. Scaliger trembled at the sight of water-cresses. James I. could 
not endure the sight of a drawn sword. Erasmus became greatly 
agitated at the smell of fish, and we turn “‘greenery-yallery” at every 
unpleasant arcma that salutes our nostrils; but being blessed with a 
quarter of a grain of common sense, we crowd down on all effluvia, when 
possible, by using Conpy'’s Powper, which is effective, rapid, and 
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OTHER ; H®&’S VERY FOND OF POETRY.” 
Flossie.—** DOES HE COMPOSE?” 
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SHE BROKE IT OFF. 
Maudie (to her Brother's Fiancée).—** 1M SO GLAD YOU WRITE VERSES, FLOssIE DEAR. 


You AND JACK WILL JUS? SUIT EACH 


Maudie,—*‘ YVE NEVER READ ANYTHING OF HIS, BUT I HEARD HIM TELL PA THE OTHER DAY HE WAS THINKING OF A COMPO- 
SITION WITH SOME OTHER PEOPLE—0OH ! WITH HIS CREDITORS, HE SAID.” 








Peter’s Pancakes, 


PANCAKES have been articles of consumption of which we have heard 
much, but seen little, of late years, in our little place. 

It takes a good deal to daunt me—and the absence of the mistress of 
the cuzésine is not one of those things that was going to do it, I was 
determined, 


cookery book, and I will attack the frittery fortress myself !” 
I turned to the article. 
of flour, about one gill of milk, and half a salt-spoonful of salt.” 

** Mode-—Ascertain that the egos are fresh.” All very well, but how 
can you doit? The only way I could think of, was to see them laid ! 
That was, obviously, impracticable, so 1 depended upon the eggist, who 
assured me those I purchased were fresh. ‘‘ Break each one separately 
inacup.”’ Could any one break them all at once, only having two 
hands. I broke nine separately into the basin, and then I discovered 
that those eggs—well ! they might have been fresh—ovce, but the person 
who had them last had evidently thought the shells contained wine 
that would improve with keeping and mellow with age. These yelks 
had mellowed with age—very much so—but it would be stretching the 
meaning of the phrase to say they had improved with keeping ! 

“* Whisk them well, and add the flour, salt, and a few drops of milk.” 
I whisked with a thing that slipped its cogs, and I frequently turned 
the wheel a dozen times without causing one revolution of the beaters. 
However, it nearly caused one revolution on the part of the whisker, 
who objected to be dearded by a beater. ‘* Beat the whole into a smooth 
batter.” It very nearly beat me before I had done with it. How could 
I tell when it was smooth? Not being a carpenter, I couldn’t plane it ; 
not being a laundress, I couldn’t iron it smooth! ‘* Zhen pour in, by 
degrees, the remainder of the milk.” It was lucky I had the thermometer 
handy. I inserted it, but I got tired in the course of half-an-hour. 








Last year I said to my youngest, ‘‘ Peter, fetch hither your mother’s | 


‘* Pancakes.—To every egg allow one ounce | 





“* The proportion of this latter ingredient must be regulated iy the size of 
the eggs,” &c., &c. Yes, but how? I suppose women know these things 
intuitively, What a fortune is waiting for the author of a ‘* Bachelor's 
Cookery Book”! ‘* Place a frying-pan on the fire to get hot.” Whata 
fat-headed remark ; as if anyone would be ass enough to put it there to 
get cold. I placed ours on, and stirred for about half-an-hour. Then 
I took up the pan to pour in my batter, and put it down again imme- 
diately, outside the kitchen window, without going through the formality 
of opening it! There was one point in the ‘‘ Mode” I bad thoroughly 
observed ; I had “‘ put the pan to get hot,” and hot it certainly had got ; 
and its handle had in a marked degree partaken of its caloricity ! ! 

I have always made it a point to draw the line somewhere, and on this 
occasion I drew it there. 

I have a brand on my left hand I shall carry to my tomb. There 
was no flour left to construct a poultice, and my concoction was never 
cooked, but next day found its way down the kitchen sink, 








MDLLE, REICHEMBERG is responsible for the advent of that nasty 
mixture now served at some of our principal restaurants under the name 
of “ Japanese salad.” After much cajoling, we induced a broken- 
haired terrier, who will eat anything, to partake of ‘‘ Japanese salad” 
the other night. He now lies in the sweet mixed clay of our back 
garden. 





A FEROCIOUS-LOOKING male, making a tour round the south coast 
with a Bible in one hand and a hatchet in the other, was arrested lately. 
His idea was to make people accept the Bible through fear of the 
hatchet, and he stated that he wasn’t aware that he was doing any evil 
in attempting todo so. The Bench opined that the sooner he drifted 
towards the metropolis and got Colney Hatched, the better. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE PERPETUAL SHIFT SYSTEM ; 
Or, LESSONS IN STRAIGHTFORWARDNESS FOR YouNG MINISTERS. 
(Tue following dialogues, setting forth the method of eeling out of 


awkward corners, have been compiled expressly for young candidates 
for the Ministry entering for the necessary examination for ingenuous- 


ness :—) 





Shift L— The Complete Ignorance Stratagem. 
INSUFFERABLY INQUISITIVE BusyBopyY. By-the-way, Messieurs the 
Government, have 
you heard anything 
about some defect 
in the swordsserved 
out to our fighting 
men? 

MINISTER. Eh? 
Swords? What’sa 
sword? Ifthe hon. 
member will kindly 
inform me what a 
sword is, I will en- 
deavour to answer 
his question, 

(Question deferred 
for a week, for In- 
gutirer to inform the 
Government what a 
sword is. Every 
delay is worth its 
weight in gold.) 

I, I. B, Well, now, Mr, Minister, as I have explained what a sword 
is, may I ask whether you have any information, Xc., &c. ? 

MIN. Eh? Bless yoursoul ! Government haven’t heard a word about 
the affair, Didn’t even know our fighting men used swords, 

I, I, B. But the report of the affair has been thoroughly corroborated 
on the highest authority, and the matter is perfectly well known to 
everybody. 

MIN. Except the Government, I assure you. 
quiries to be made, &c., &c., 

Shift I1,— The Counter-Question Wile, 

I, I. B, Now, Mr. Minister, as you have had ample time for inquiries, 
may I ask, Xc., &c, ? 

MIN. Before I can answer the hon. member’s question, I must ask 
him to tell me the’names of the particular soldiers and sailors to whom 
defective swords were served out, together with the christian names of, 
and the number of teeth possessed by, the maternal grandmother of each 
soldier, and who served out the sword in each case, and who made the 
sword, and how much was paid for it, and what the department thought 
of it at the time, and——— 

I. I. B, But surely, Mr. Minister, these are matters known only to 
the Government? 

Min, That’s just it; and we’ll take jolly good care not to let ’em out 








But I will cause in- 


toyou. He! he! (7his ts a great chalk to the Minister.) 
Shift 111,—The Protestation Ruse. 
Min. Eh? What? Defective swords? We find it’s all stuff and 


nonsense, and there’s not the faintest foundation for the report, as I 
told you when you first mentioned the subject. 

I, I, B. Why, you told me you hadn't heard a word about it. 

MIN. Eh? Did 
I? Very likely. 
jut I now find I 
was on the spot at 
the moment when 
the swords are stat- 
ed to have been 
twisted up _ into 
corkscrews (by vul- 
gar unofficial per- 
sons); and I em- 
phatically declare 
that no such tests 
took place, and that 
they were wholly 
unfair and disgrace- 
ful, and that the 
swords did mof bend, 
and that it is not 
to be wondered at 
that they did so 
Of course no sword can expect to stand being 
The sailors were so 








der such unfair tests, 
ested by an unofficial and irresponsible person. 


a 





unfair as to twist the weapons round their little fingers. 
would bead when the little finger is used as a fulcrum. 


Shift IV.— The Unbiassed Investigation Dodge. 

Min. To prove to you how thoroughly above suspicion those swords 
are, I need only say that, before being served out, they were subjected 
to the most searching tests by competent and wholly unbiassed parties, 

I. I. B. What parties ? ; 

MIN. (high-mindedly). What parties? Why, the officials of the De- 

rtment which served them out ; and if ¢Aa¢ isn’t reassuring enough—— 

I. I. B. Well, it isn’t. 

Min. Well, then, I have only to record one other fact to set the mind 
of the public entirely at rest. The weapons were subjected to the most 
severe and unbiassed tests by the contractor who supplied them to the 
Department. The Department had his unprejudiced and independent 
opinion that the weapons were absolutely perfect. (This ts a complete 
victory for the Minister.) 


Shift Vi—The Flat Refusal Smasher. 


I. I. B, As some people might not be quite satisfied of the unbiassed- 
ness of those investigations by interested parties, will you lend your 
assistance to an inquiry by Jones, Brown, and Robinson, who have paid 
for the swords? 

MIN. See you hanged first! Most irregular. 

I. I. B. Then will you give the name of the official who is responsible 
for——? 

MIN, You bet I won’t. He might get the punishment he deserves ! 

I, I. B. Then will you stick up the swords in a conspicuous place for 
the public to examine ? 

MIN. No fear! Know a trick worth two of that! 

I, I. B, Then will you inform me what steps you will take ? 

Min. Oh, yes; I'll do that. I shall go on in the regular official 
groove, shielding the culprits, evading all ‘‘unofficial and irrespon- 
sible ”—(that is, really open ard unbiassed)—inquiries, revealing only 
so much as is absolutely dragged out of me, and, when the affair has 
blown over, allowing the same abuses to go on in the same way till the 
end of the chapter. (Minister subsequently accepts a coronet.) 








ae 
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NASSR-ED-DIN, the Shah of Persia, went hunting bears recently, but 
with gross disrespect the bears took to hunting him. An attendant 
who managed to save the monarch was made governor of a province on 
the spot. It is whispered that the potentate and his protector were 
both under the influence of ‘‘ sherbet” at the time of the rescue. The 
attendant stands a fair chance of being secretly strangled within six 
months, as a foolish, energetic, interfering person. 
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THAT DREADFUL LADY DOCTOR: 


Dr, Femima Stalker (to Interesting Invalid).—**Umph! So you 
suffer from indigestion and sleeplessness, do you? Ah! your system, 
doubtless, requires tone. You must take no stimulants whatever, and 
eat three large Spanish Onions every day. You may have them either 
boiled or bruised. They are the finest things in the wor——” 

[/nteresting Invalid vigorously makes for Dr. Jemima, forcibly 
ejects her from the house, and calls in a dear, kind, male 
physician, who instantly prescribes paté de foie gras and 
curacao, mixed with cream, 
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BAD BOYS’ BALLADS. 


IIIL.—IVAN IVANOFF. 


OvER the river a great way off, 

Lived a boy named IVAN IVANOFF, 

Whose hands were dirty, whose games weresad, 
And his general conduct remarkably bad. 

It was said in his infancy the child 

Had been nursed by a creature extremely wild, 
Some thought ’twas a wolf, and others a bear, 
Or that he’d been fondled between the pair ; 
And one ancient man in a Muscovite wig, 
Declared he remembered this domme was a pig. 
’Twas never settled, but all did agree, 

That IVAN greatly resembled the three, 

For his growls, and howls, and grunts, and all 
Were quite porcolupine ursinal, 

And his conduct whenever he had his will, 
Was more piggy, wolfy, bearish, still. 

He bullied his poor old Tartar mother, 

And cuffed and kicked his younger brother, 
And stole their votky and caviare, 

Singing ‘* Bogu Tsarachnie,” God and the Czar. 
It was IVAN’S only scrap of wit, 

And he made the most he could of it, 

‘* For God and the Czar are a long way off,” 
Thought Master IVAN IVANOFF, 


When tired of teasing the family, 

‘**T will have some fun outside,” quoth he ; 

** There is HANs, that German boy, he’s grim, 
But it’s easy for me to humbug 47m ; 

I’ll lend him some toys to keep him quiet, 
While with the others I make a riot. 

There’s that wretched urchin of Bulgaria, 

If once I catch nim down in the area 

I'll pitch the gravel and dirt on his head ; 

And lazy Osman, he’s nearly dead, 

I’ve had many a row with him before, 

Now I’ll give him a licking and end the score. 
But the boy whom I hate of all the most 

Is that English JOHNNY. Whatever it cost 
I’m bound to do my best to whack him, 

And half of his family now won’t back him ; 
But my younger brother—confound the whelp!— 
If he sees me fighting, will come to my help, 
When it’s over I’ll make 427 feel my tist— 
The nasty, snivelling Nihilist. 

So it’s hip, hurrah! for a holy war ! 

Bogu Tsarachnie! God and the Czar!” 


But he who reckons without his host, 

Must reckon twice, or his time is lost ; 

When Ivan went at the boy Bulgaria, 

He wouldn’t stay just down there in the area, 
But came to him running out of the door, 
Followed, I ween, by forty more. 

And, oh, such a crew as he had at his back, 
Servian, Madgyar, and Slovack, 

Chech, and Croat, and Illyrian, 

Pole, and Wallach, and Styrian, 

Gipsies, Jews, and Latin Roumanians, 

As ripe for fight as Irish Faynians 

From the Austrian co//uvies gentium, 

IVAN soon found that /e couldn’t quench ’em. 
Licking that crowd was a thing not in him, 
For every one had ‘‘a spite agin him; ” 

And all that panned out of his years of intrigue 
Was an av/i- Russian Pan-Sclavic league ! 


As for what happened with English JOHN, 
Tis a su’ ject I’d rather not touch upon, 

For when John is perfectly in a passion 

He can give as complete an artistic thrashin’ 
As any gentleman in the line, 

And this time he ‘‘ did his best at tryin’.” 
When He sees an eye he knows how to dot it, 
And all I can say was that IvAN ‘‘ got it,” 
Like sailors’ grog, and got it neat, 

Hot and strong, if it was not sweet. 


But, oh, the bitterest of all— 
Worse than colocynth mixed with gall, 
With a drop of strychnine to make a flavour— 

































































CREDIT-ABLE? 


Mr. Fones.—** THOSE Boys OF ROBINSON'S ALWAYS SEEM TO HAVE PLENTY OF 


Money,” 


Mr. Smith.—** Yrs, I surrpost ROBINSON 


KEEPING UP HIS CREDIT.” 


FINDS THAT THE CHEAPEST WAY OF 
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Was HANS, the ungrateful boy’s, behaviour ; 
For, seeing Ivan stunned with knocks, 

He seized his beautiful Baltic box, 

And now whistles over it like a linnet, 

And keeps his own little soldiers in it ; 
While Ivan dare not utter a note, 

For the German hand is on his throat, 

And his younger brother, the Nihilist, 
Goes on in a way that he can’t resist ; 

So he never says a word about war, 

Or sings about giving ‘‘a life for the Czar.” 





To be Sure, 

‘¢Oun! if you please, Mr. FuN, I hear that 
Her Gracious Majesty the Queen has presented 
Mrs. Kendal with a beautiful brooch in recog- 
nition of her visit to Osborne the otber day ; 
and what I want to know is, is that the meaning 
of the celebrated phrase — ‘broaching the 


subject’ ?”’ 





ACCORDING to the statement of an ardent 
admirer, General Boulanger’s skull is just Jike a 
vulture’s. From his religious opinions we should 
hardly take Bully to be a bird of prey. 


The Dogs of War. 

GERMANY and France— 

Dogs prepared for fighting— 
Ready to advance— 

Want the war torch lighting. 
Muscles strained, and tail 

Stiffly stuck erectly, 
Longing tooth and nail 

For a fight directly. 
Bismarck looking good, 

With his pipe and liquor ; 
Wishing that they would 

Move a little quicker. 
Boulanger, the sly, 

Trying to incite ’em, 
Wishing that some fly 

Stingingly would bite ’em. 
Soon there’ll be a row, 

Mastiff growls, and poodle, 
As before, so now, 

Crows like Yankee Doodle. 
When the fight is cone 

And they've taken Paris, 
France will be a nought, 

Like our Mrs. Harris! 





































ee en en ae —— — 
ee x - - ae “ : 
op eee! Sg es re ha Cena eta) 
i rs a 2 Fue St de \ ee ee ST 
: ~ altbccln doe , A ‘ : © ya ee 














































lymrceye 
» "mane 


all 
a SE reese 5 ane By : 
ee : 4°er a 
oS ae 
~ » ie 
a rr te ts 2 
* x Spo 


a + nail 
en a 


ae gS eg 
OP Cre i _ 
Pee gg <a 

7 























FEBRUARY 23, 1887. 


run. | 











a 














‘Ty 2 
OOK Tit 


emerge fron 
that hand, 











SOME BRITISH COMMODITIES.—NO. II. THE PUTTY CUTLASS. 
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KNIOENAOKS. 


Tue editor of 2 German newspaper has been sentenced to undergo a 
stiffish term of imprisonment for writing ‘‘ whackers” about the Creat 

White Czar. Had he given, as 
oh mere rumours, the same stories 





diet in 2 particularly badly 
gaol. By the way, the 


time ; for while the potentate is 
i discovered comfortably 
in bed the next morning, the 
guard is always found stretched 
out in the streets— frozen to 
death. The Muscovite warrior 
likes vitriol to excess, but a gra- 
cious, condescending request from 
the ** Little Father” to pilot him 
round the “‘shebeens” of St. 
Petersburg or Moscow is re- 
ceived with terrible alarm by the 
toughest Russian soldier. Were 
we not in deadly fear of spending 
six months in Holloway for libelling a friendly sovereign, we should 
distinctly assert that the Great White Czar is 2 staunch teetotaler, and in 
daily communication with Sir W. Lawson, Mr. Stead, and ‘‘ General ” 
Booth. 


An ex-officer of the Swedish Navy has designed a yacht for an 
American senator. The contract price for building the boat is 
£130,000. Several jealous Yankees say he is the most designin: 
foreigner they have ever met with, and they hate him with a big hate 
because he has taken the wind out of their sa/zs. 


A sHoRrT while ago an anaconda snake, some seventeen feet long, 
escaped while being conveyed across a public park in New York. This 
ferocious reptile did not crush anybody into marmalade. It was carted 
back into its cage supine as 2 pantomime property, and there was weep- 
ing, wailing and gnashing of teeth among the penny-a-line purveyors of 
sensational news. a 

THe demand for frogs in the New York market far exceeds the 
supply. One of the largest frog-farms in the United States is, strangely 
enough, located in a place called Water estive of ‘‘ frog-eating ” 
Frenchmen. By-the-way, asa matter of fact, one might doaday’s march 
through Paris without finding a Frenchman who had even tasted the 


hind-legs of a frog. 


A GENTLEMAN connected with the French Embassy recently dined 
with the representative of the Sultan of Morocco at Fez. The meal con- 
sisted chiefly of greasy fricasses of mutton, and fowls smothered over 
with jam, sugar, honey, and squashed fruit. The choicest dish was 
carried by an obese old slave who accidentally slipped and shot the 
whole of the savoury mess into the open front and ample sleeves of his 
writer | but white upper garment. With exceeding sang froid he 
picked the biggest pieces out and replaced them on the tray, and laid it 
before the diners. The Sultan wished it to be distinctly understood that 
although he was unable through pressure of State affairs to be present at 
the banquet, the reception must be recognised as an Imperial one. ; 





Out of a hundred dogs trained for outpost duty in the German service 
only three have turned out failures, The sagacious animals never betray 
their presence by howls while out with reconnoitring parties at night. 
No, not even when the heaviest military boots descend on their tails or 
their paws. On such occasions they seize the offending ‘‘ trotter-cases,” 
fix ae ee ee eae ee hang on like grim death. Then 
the owners of the generally betray their presence by howls, and 
the officer in charge wallops them with flat of his sword. 


SHERIFF CAMPBELL SMITH says Dundee whisky is about the best 
thing for burning the bottom out fe person’s stomach that can be got. 
We presume the sheriff has given it a careful personal trial before laying 
down this dogmatic opinion. We have tasted a glass of Dundee whisky, 





and we have swallowed. under protest, a tablespoonful of brandy, as 
rved in one of our East End music-halls, and conclude that the latter 
id takes the cake as a deadly scorcher. 
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Worthless Weapons. 
papers again with complaints as to the defective and worthless swords, 
ee re eae sapelied tothe Aang and Navy.) _ 
Here’s a lay of a glorious nation 
On whose empire ne’er setteth the sun ; 
In warfare it e’er took high station, 





Brave deeds have its warriors done. 


Reputation, that much-sought-for bubble, 


Its defenders have won without end, 
But those heroes have swords that now double, 
And also bright bayonets that bend ! 


Authorities, paid well for testing 
The weapons its warriors need, 
Shirk their duties—(it all seems like jesting, 
But proofs of it daily we read). 





These officials, it seems, never trouble 
The slightest attention to lend, 

In that land where the cutlasses double, 
And blithely the bayonets bend ° 


That nation’s brave Army and Navy 

Are daily equipped with these toys ; 
Yet nobody crieth “ Peccavt !” 

And those “testers ” that land still employs ! 
Indignation seems often to bubble 

From the public, our warriors’ true friend, 
Yet the swords and the cutlasses double, 

nd the nice brand-new bayonets bend ! 
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You ask me the name of that nation, 
O, reader, erst gentle in tone ; 
And you add, with extreme perturbation, 
“* 7; the land you allude to our own?” 
The bard grieves to cause you such trouble, 
Bat the land you would die to defend 
Zs the land where the swords gaily double, 
And the so-called steel bayonets bend ! 


BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BuRLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE | 
Boom. 





























“* PRAY YOU, SPEAK NO MORE TO ME: I WILL LEAVE ALL AS 
I FOUND IT, AND THERE AN END.”—Trotlus and Cressida, Act I. 
Scemé I, 
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Through Gallic Glasses, 

, ae wmmenting the Congress of Freach Professors in England 
serves at Prec writers are lndicroasly igoorant of English literature, maser’ 
How well Monsieur Jean knows this island of ours, 

Its manners and customs, its people and powers, 
The language of Britain he’s able to talk 
In the days of his bottle, before he can walk. 


He’s “‘up” in our cussing, is certain that we 
Our fast break on rosdif and a Soda and B., 
And the succulent dinner that John Bull awaits 


Is pile upon pile of saignant “* shops and skates.””* 


The artist who draws us—how well he displays 
The knowledge he has of ferfide Albion’s ways ; 
We live in a fog and we never can smile, 

For we're always the victims of spleen or of bile. 


Our ladies are ‘customed to carry about 

A couple of /ule-dogues whenever they’re out, 

Our men spend their time between hunting the fox, 
And beating their wives or the sport of & doxe. 


With all our great men, too, Monsieur is ax fait, 
Of our poet, old Villiams, he has read every play ; 
He knows that Lord Churchill a duel has fought 
With Sir Gladstone, and was by /z 406 Al caught. 


In fact Monsieur Jean knows old England so well 
That his nation will be but one great Max O’Rell, 
And our English pen-drivers have nothing to do 
But sit at the feet of the Gallic Mossoo ! 


* This notice once appeared in a Parisian cating-house window, 





A Cemetrical Finale. 


OnE of the kindest-hearted magistrates in the kingdom informed an 
Irish lady, who made her one hundred and twenty-second appearance 
in court, that had she not been sent to prison with such extreme regu- 
larity, she would have been located in a cemetery long ago. The Irish 
lady expressed a hope that when she departed from this *‘ wale o’ tears” 
the magistrate would give her a “‘dacent fumereel” at his “‘hown 
expinse.” His Worship remarked that these were hard times, and 
though he should be happy to pay for her burial at some more prosperous 
period, he had made up his mind to save her life a little longer by 
sending her again to gaol for one month with hard labour. 





A Dead Certainty. 
WHEN addressing the Woolwich cadets, who had just earned their 
commission in the army, Lord Wolseley told them the other day that 
the surest way to success in the active service of their professions was to 
take every opportunity of being shot. His lordship was, no doubt, quite 
right ; that is the very best method by which an officer can obtain pro- 


motion—/for others. 
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CONVINCING. 
Maude (an expected visitor has not arrived).—‘*‘ He said he would, 
so why don’t he? If he wasn’t going to, what did he say so for?” 






































FLAT-TERY. 
She (in a whisper, speaking of the Singzr).—‘* He's a little flat, 


isn’t he?” 
He.—‘* Rather, especially about the shoulders.” 








ON THE HORRIBLBE. 


So we have alast new murder to talk about. I believe a murder’s 
about as good as a week at a Derbyshire sanatorium to some women. 
It’s meat and drink to them, and a healthy liver into the bargain. I 
remember years ago an old maiden aunt of mine had a bad illness— 
congestion, or something or the other. She couldn’t move out of bed. 
She lay and groaned all the day long, and lived upon boiled sole and 
beef tea. At last someone came to her, and read about Mullins, the 
murderer, and his killing an old woman witha hammer. All the more 
the reader went into details, all the more the old lady brightened up. 
I believe the Road Murder was the salvation of a lot of old women who 
wanted stirring up. A good dose of horrible to most women is better 
than all the quinine in the world. It’s a digestive, and a tonic, and a 
stimulant, and all the rest of it combined. Why, my landlady is always 
in a better temper than usual, and I have my breakfast fish cooked | 
somehow like it ought to be, when she has got a good three-columns’- 
worth of murder to go through. 

The Chamber of Horrors would be nothing at all unless for the dear 
women who go there to squint at the horribles. Last year I was a wit- 
ness at the assizes. All through a good murder case the best part of the 
crowd were women. It’s a pity we can’t have an inquisition started in 
this great and happy country—there would be no lack of petticoat 
audience to see the tortures. Women, as you know, used to go and 
wait under the guillotine when the heads were falling. I don’t, for the 
life of me, see how they were worse than the women who lounge about 
in their bedrooms and gloat over coroners’ inquest reports. I'm sure I 
don’t. I never knew a boy yet who stuck a hairpin into a cat’s tail, 
but don’t your dear little girls do it. I should think they did—the 
little wretches! Women are naturally born to cruelty. Go and watch 
a little girl who is told off to look after her a sisters. Doesnt 
she slap them, just? Should think she does. omen and a love of 


murdering go hand in hand. That’s my firm belief. Bah! 
DioceNes Tusss. 


: 








‘© Come, bustle, bustle,” as Maria said as she settled her dress-improver, 
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AFTER A MATINEE. 


6.0 P.M.—Oh, dear! isn’t it too os . fo a gg omy er 
; ‘* played out. n out is just w 
—as Charley would’ say, ‘*‘ play play Sike fect maflion- 
ing from. A 
matinée must 
ale, I wonder 
why people will 
go in for music ! 
Music, too, 
wearing one’s 
chapeau all the 
time. I like 
music very well 
with a well-cut 
| gown. It shows 
one’s arms 
n‘cely. Mine 
are good arms. 
And then, you 
know, it really 
is so fetching to 
play Chopin with 
your head just a 
/eetleonone side, 
so that some- 
body standing 
beside you can 
see what ears 
you have got. 
Mine are small 
ears, not like 
Cecilia’s, which 
are simply dreadful. Chopin is so sweetly languishing. A sweet dream 
rhythm, so that one can gently sway one’s self toit. I’ve known great 
deal done that way. 

6.15.—I have just had my new gown brought in.™, Terra cotta and 
Egyptian blue ; a sort of turquoise blue. Very quaint, you know. Then 
it’s so nice to feel that I’m one of the few girls whose skin suits terra- 
cotta, and it’s such a killing colour for other complexions, 

6.20.—Talking about music, how absurd girls are to play Beethoven. 
No girl can look really the thing when she’s playing a sonata. You 
might just as well go in for being a sort of amateur casual, and think 
you could fetch people by going on atreadmill, Ceciliasays you might 
if you had really pretty doftines. Cecilia’s always talking some nonsense 
or the other. 
6.25.—As to playing Lieder ohne Worte, I wouldn’t dream of such a 
thing. They only remind you of bread-and-butter-eating schoolgirls 
and penny readings, It’s too awful to think about. The chief thing in 
music is to make you look nice. No one cares about anything else, 
One should think of suitable things. If you’ve dark eyes, and nice dots 
of curls, and a fefite figure, sing French chansonettes, and tra-la-la as 
much as you like. Whena great big girl like Cecilia sings tra-la-la-like, 
of course it’s too absurd. She ought to be German, and that kind of 
thing. Now, I really have very nice hands, so I shall go in for the 
banjo. Cecilia’s hands are dreadfully red, and it will make her wild. 
Yes, the only good in a matince is that it makes you think about some- 
thing of the sort. 
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A “Block”-head, 


{The mantle of Mr. Warton has, it is said, fallen upon Dr. Tanner. The Doctor 
a all sorts of motions without regard to the quarter of the House whence they 
come. 


AN M.P. so given to *‘ block ” 
We regard as a sort of a shock, 
Such a member we feel we could mock, 
For daring to act in this manner ; 
We feel that this muddling M.P. 
Is not worth a sixpence, not he ; 
He’s a coin that is quisby, you see, 
And no one would take such a ‘‘ Tanner.” 





Tue Pope has started electric light in the Vatican. A Parisian friend 
of ours says that his Holiness is merely doing vat he can to throw a 
bright light on his private life. We sternly declined to lend him half-a- 
crown on the strength of this brilliant witticism ; in fact, we struck him 
sharply between the shoulders, and escaped before he had finished choking. 


Ir is said that the iron grapnels known as “‘ Belgian Devils” which 
are used by Belgian fishermen for the purpose of destroying British nets 
are manufactured in England. Perhaps this is well, for we may be 
tolerably certain that they are made md shoddy material, and that the 
purchasers have to pay through the nose for these diabolical instruments. 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, February 14th.—Lord Delawarr is becoming a sort of 
political cueist, continually pursuing subject of continuous brakes with a 
view to avoid railway ‘‘cannons,” thereby saving passengers’ ‘‘ lives” 
and shareholders’ ‘‘ pockets.” Next, Lord Inchquin gravely announces 
his discovery that the Emerald Isle is in a bad way, and urges Govern- 
ment to do something—his lordship doesn’t exactly state what. 

Commons.—Attorney-General and Home Sec. brought up by Cony- 
beare, and Buxton, also of the beer-tribe respectively with respect to the 
Poplar publican who sought juvenile Pop(u)larity by offering prize 
coupons to the children who dealt with him for the family malt. Sir 
Richard rather hazy about illegality of ‘‘ prize jug competitions,” but 
Matthews considered the promoter a prize Juggins. 

Esslemont sets the new fad in motion. Tries hard to show that 
Sandy is on as bad terms with his landlord as Pat, but can't get House 
to believe him. Haldane makes dramatic exit to quick music and blue 
fire. If imitation sincerest form of flattery, then Esslemont evidently 
anxious to kow-tow to Dillon and Co. The cry is ‘‘still they come.” 
This time it is a Campbell coming. Sir George of that ilk has been 
unwontedly reticent of late, and House has rejoiced in an immunity from 
his soporific addresses, for which relief much thanks ; but George evi- 
dently jealous of Parnell and Joey B., and confident that he can make 
himself as unpleasant as anybody if he tries hard. Hence his maiden 
effort at “‘ructions.” Strikes the first blow in the cause of Home Rule for 
Scotland. Well, it will soon be time for England to ask for something, 
if only a little of the sunshine of the royal presence, for if Scotland has 
no local Parliament, she monopolises the Crown. 

Tuesday.—Lord Napier draws a depressing picture, and evidently 
one touched up by an R.A., too, of the state of our Artillery. Lord 
Harris denies that this arm of the service has been weakened by close- 
fisted tactics ; but somebody hints that Harris is more of an authority 
on bats than batteries. 

Commons still on Address. Fun thinks they deserve a dressing. 
Earthly subjects apparently being exhausted, Cameron moves an amend- 
ment with respect to Skye and Tiree. House wofully thin, suggesting 
that subject a Tiree-ing one. Dr. Clark breathes vague threats of 
dynamite party inthe Highlands. House retaliates by blowing him up. 
Lord Advocate answers Cameron, at same time apologising for speaking 
with his mouth full, as he has been suddenly hauled in from dinner by 
motion for adjournment. House explains its complaint against him is 
not for having dined, but having attempted to desert. 

Wednesday.—Although the Crofters’ greatest foe appears to be the 
deer-stalker, his firmest friend certainly is Hunter. The London 
University professor to-night pleads energetically on behalf of the rack- 
rented race who have been more rigorously dealt with than the moon- 
lighters of Kerry. Balfour suggests emigration, but the Highland 
cotter’s heart has an affection for the soil on which his family has dwelt 
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and toiled for generations as keen as that of the Galway peasant, and he 
objects to clearing out to make room for the deer to pasture. 

Thursday.— Dunraven follows Randy’s example, and Lords witness 
the second sacrifice on the altar of thrift, &c, 

Commons.—The Smith a mighty man is he, and he brings down his 
motion for precedence for New Rules like a sledge hammer. House 
objects even more strongly than to the new muzzle to the manner in 
which it is fixed on. Alas for the time when the /ex non scripta of its 
traditions was an unfailing guide and protection for the House of 
Commons! Bravo, Mr. Speaker! But for you the Address Debate 


would have gone on, like ‘‘ The Brook,” for ever, To-night the Cloture 
takes the cake. 
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Modern Politics. 


[The Saturday Review opines that modern politics, on both sides to 
agreat extent, but espec ally on the Liberal side, have ceased to have 
any foundation in reason. ] 


THIs statement is true to a certain degree, 
Modern politics ave a bit shady ; 

’Tis certain that many a modern M.P, 
Is as changeable—well, as a lady, 

Our St. Stephen's Solons now flounder about, 
And seldom orate quite in season ; 

Yes, politics now a-days, there is small doubt, 
Have little foundation in reason. 


You'll admit that the Government now holding pow’r 
(Though ‘‘ pow’r ” is, we fear, a misnomer, ) 
Alternately seem but to shiver and cow’r, 
At Randolph the fumer and foamer, 
Just think of their terror when Randy resigned, 
Indulging in what ¢hey called treason ; 
Which serves but to show the political mind 
Can have no foundation in reason, 


All sorts and conditions of ‘‘ fads ” now obtain, 
In the home of so-called legislation, 

M.P.s always seem in a jabbering vein, 
Ignoring the needs of the nation, 

Any pretext by which they can prattle and pose, 
Our senators suddenly seize on— 

Which senseless proceeding, alas, clearly shows 
That their politics haven’t much reason. 


The oracular organ which furnished our text, 
Throws chief blame on the Liberal party ; 
Now, Liberals truly are lately perplexed, 
And certainly might be more hearty. 
But the Tory crew’s sadly disorganized now, 
And ’twould sink were a fairly stiff breeze on ; 
The Conservative creed seldom had, you'll allow, 
The slightest foundation in reason, 





In Belgium a publican, who is considered responsible for | 
a serious illness resulting from boskiness, may be fined from 
£2 to £80. Should the bibulous party’s soul flit to a world 
of spirits, the victualler stands a chance of being mulcted in 
£200, with ten years’ imprisonment in default. Yet Bel- 
gium, according to statistics, is the least sober country in 
Europe, and that is saying a great deal. Here is still an- 
aaa proof that people cannot be made sober by Act of Par- 
lament. 






































NoT QUITE CAUGHT—YOU B£i! 


First Horsey Party (on Foot).—“’OW ABOUT SETTLING THAT LAST Bet, 
JoHN? AH! I’VE BEEN A-RUNNING ABOUT AFTER YOU FOR A PRECIOUS 
LONG TIME; BUT NOW I’VE CAUGHT YER, I ’Ave!” 

Second Horsey Party (Mounted).—**’OwW AKOUT SETTLING THAT LAST 
Bet, JOSEPH? WELL—ER—WELL, STICK IT IN 1HE RUNNING ACCOUNT 


TILL YOU REALLY ’AVE CAUGHT ME, JOSEPH!” — 
| Dies in his spurs vigorously. 











SPORTING NOTE. 
(By One THAT KNows NOTHING ApsorT It.) 
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‘“‘THe DRAW, AND THE WRONG ONE, TOO.” 





New Leaves. 


Peruaps the most notable article in the seconu number of Scribner's 
Magazine is ‘‘The Likenesses of Cisar.” The busts and statues, 
reproduced from photographs, form a remarkable collection. Amongst 
other attractions there are some masterly illustrations by Mr. A. B. 
Frost to ‘* The Story of a New York Howse.” uff Papers for the 
People, No. 1, ‘* The Ecclesiastical Puff,” by F. Sergeant (John Fey- 
wood). This is not a puff-pie-ous, as those who turn-over its leaves 
will find out; but it deserves a puff, and will be a good puff for the 
‘* papers.” 

‘ Gotham and the Gothamites,” by Heinrich Oscar von Karlstein ; 
translated by F. C. Valentine (Field and Tuer). This is written in 
somewhat the same spirit as Max O’Rell's books, Those who best 
know ‘* New York and the New Yorkers’’ will see whether or not the 
‘* Gothamites ” have had amongst them a wise man. 

We have received the second volume of Lady Burton’s edition of her 
husband’s ‘‘Arabian Nights,” and gladly testify to its exceptional 
merits, and tothe handsome way in which it does honour to the splendid 
monument Sir Richard erected for himself by the trans!at’on of these 
deathless Oriental stories. 
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Ridiculous, 


PeteR POLTWATTLE and his friend Phuniman were at a ball beld 
at a large hotel in the City. Poltwattle, who knew the - said : 
** How splendidly light it is here, isn’t it.” ‘* Yes,” said his f “* It's 
lighted by contract, too,” said P. P., always willing to impart infor- 
mation, ‘‘Is it?” responded Phuniman, ‘I thought it was lighted by 
electricity.” 3 

were separated with difficulty a moment later. And (as they 
say in the old game), the consequences were ‘‘ Two lovely black optics. 
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: prodigy has red, whose feats are to eclipse 
eee seal ¥ — Fun hardly credited this, 


him tired, 
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Has always strictly abstained from tobacco. Have never indulged in “‘dances” or ‘‘at homes.” 
The idea of smoking is repulsive to him. 


A FEW PRODIGIES. 


Weston’s altogether. He walks for 27 hours out of the 24, or something like it. Sitting makes 


until he found from the following that the case is by no means phenomenal. 





Never sleeps at all. Can't think how some people can 
** Spooning ” is detestable to them. 
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Works every bloomin’ day of the seven. Is in tremendous demand for private theatricals. 
wanted prompter’s aid, and never will! 


Don’t know what a “ booze” is. 


Never eats or drinks anything. Hates to sec 
people always gorging ! 








Tossing the Procedure Pancake, 
(Ste CARTOON.) 


WHEN I was young 

And sometimes sung 

Those rhymes that youth deems favourite ; 
One simple strain 

Seem’d to contain 

A special charm to flavour it; 

For geen was whetted, when 

[ used to carol now and then : 

** Pat-a- cake, pat-a-cake, baker’s man ; 

Bake the cake as fast as you can; 

Pat it and prick it, and mark it with B; 
And then serve it up for baby and me.” 


On festive days 
em of lays 
in the nursery ; 
And now, I wis, 
’Tis fit for this 
Shrove Tuesday’s anniversary, 
Bearing in mind the sort of cake 
The new Procedure Rules will make : 
‘*Toss a cake, toss a cake, Smith, my man ; 
Fry the cake as brown as you can ; 
Toss it and fry it, and mark it with P; 
And then serve it up for the country to see.’ 


We've all trill’ and a number of celestial ‘* washerwomen ”’ of 








It iz a misfortune that it iz eezier tew porn 
than tew wurk.—O, E. Ports, 








THE Chinese have suddenly invaded Ger- 
many without making any declaration of war, 


the male gender have penetrated into the very 
heart of Berlin. Terrible alarm exists among 
the Teuton Socialists, who abominate clean 
linen, and who look upon the being whose 
nails are not perpetually in mourning as an 
animal unfit to associate with. 








Ready Shortly. Price One Shilling. 


TWO cCHARMS. 


BY 


ARTHUR T.: PASK. 








SOSCCCCOOCOOOS “ToNnca 
@ @ maintains its 
L-) @ reputation 
® @ in the treat- 
@ment of | 


SOO OOOCOOSS Newnalgia” 
—Lancet, | 





2/9., 4/6, and 11/-. Of all Chemists. | 


CULAR 
OINTED 


PENS 


“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch | 

effective in all those cases in which we | 20" spurt, the points bein | 

: gy int " SEVE T} A 

ve prescribed it."—Afedical Press, | Stationer for a Sixpenny 

7 Stamps to C. BRANDAUVER and Co. 

BIRMINGHAM; or to their Wholesale 
King Edward Street, London, E.C. 





QUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


rounded by a new process, 
S AWARDED. Ask your 
Assorted Sample Box, or send 
‘Ss Pen Works, 
Warehouse, 24 
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UC ILLNESS 1s CAUSED By WANT OF P 
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The nrst Reform Bill pass’d this day, 
In eighteen-thirty-two ; 
Don’t let reformers fancy, pray, 
They've nothing now to do 
Great Julius Cxsar, on the Senate's floor, 
Conspirators this day laid bleeding ; 
The deed was done in B.c. $4 
A very ly proceeding. 
Tull misread man, 
ly abus d ; 


ren died this day, a 
Ww hom sha!low witlings air 

Eccentric only by design, his p! 
Soread music Wi c, 
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THE HARBOUR OF REFUGE; OR, THE VESTRYMAN’S WING. 
**No Business or His, BLess You !” 


** A shopkeeper lately appeared befure Mr. Slade, summoned by the Sanitary Inspector for selling adulterated milk. Defendant said that a neighbour on the 
opposite side of the way sold exactly the same kind of milk with impunity. ‘Ihe inspector explained that the other side of the street was in the parish of St. Mary, 
Newington, where the Adulteration Acts were never enforced by the Vestry. A gentleman in court, who stated that he was a member of that Vestry, corroborated 
the statement. Perambulating milk-vendors ran across the road to the Newington side to escape the inspector.” 
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THAT WRETCHED CHILD!—ALWAYS IN A MESS. 


Mrs. B.—“ WHAT! HOWLING AGAIN, FIRST IT’S RANDY, AND THEN IT’S IDDESLEIGH, AND THEN IT’S LIVERPOOL, 
AND THEN IT’S DUNRAVEN, AND NOW IT’s BURNLEY—YOU'LL GET SOMETHING TO CRY FOR DIRECTLY !” 
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A PRACTICAL FAIRY GIFT. 


Feber te Sees a2? "arnt 
was ex 

+ eae: ended wd who saw him about 
Bond Street, Pall 
Mall, and Piccadilly 
used to stop and gaze 
upon him with sp- 
proval and delight, 
and his little 
head, and sometimes 
even give him some 
little t — such 
as a Cigar, OF a Cigar- 
ette, or a drink at a 
club. 

Now, in 
his tender age—for he 
was only just turned 
twenty and eleven 
months, and a little 
bit—this poor harm- 
less little fellow was 
beset by wicked ene- 
mies on every side. 

They lurked in the shops in Bond Street, and made pounces at him 
every time he ventured by, and tried to peck him with their bills ; but 
little Algy was always nimble enough to evade their attacks. 

And a fairy godmother observed this, and murmured to herself, 
** Little Algy is — so very good that I must really go and bestow 
upon him any fairy gift he a choose ;” and when she arrived, she was 
deeply pained to find poor little Algy in tears, and howling loudly. 

She took him on her knee, and smoothing his golden locks, said kindly : 
** Poor little man! What is the cause of your distress?” 

‘Hang it!” replied little Algy. ‘‘ A/an’s the word—that’s just it, 
old girl! I sha// be a man to-morrow; it’s my twenty-first birthday ; 
and, by Jove! it strikes me I had better clear by to-night’s boat for 
logne, or some of those confounded harpies of ——” Here his 
words were drowned in a storm of heart-rending howls. 

“* Poor dear!” exclaimed the good godmother, ‘‘ Now, pretty, I 
came to be of use to you; so just tell me what fairy gift you would par- 
ticularly fancy, and it is yours.” 

**Straight? No kid?” asked the little innocent. ‘* Well, then, I'll 
tell you what I'll take. Make it perpetual infancy—let me never get 
older ae tea years, eleven months, and the other bit, as it stands 
now— 

“* Very well,” said the kind fairy ; *‘it shall be as you ask ; you shall 
always retain your little down moustache, and your nice fresh colour, 
and your er figure, and——” 

** No—wait a second, old girl!” interrupted the child. ‘I fancy it 
would work all the better if I did “ode bit older in appearance—eh ? 
Suppose you make me look about thirty-five straight ofi—eh? Better 


business, I , 
yf be, any 06 sna and she waved her wand ; and in an 


become stoutish, and acquired a long cavalry 
moustache and a blue chin, and a few fulnesses ‘abe the cheeks and 
jowl, and so forth. 


“That's prime !” said he, leoking in the glass and chuckling ; and 
the good 
fairy gave 
him a mo- 
therly kiss, 
and vanish- 
; . ed. 
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sum 6 Next morn- 
im ing a great 
i line of ogres 

¥ from those 
i shops in 
Street 
stretched 
away from 
the door of 
Algy’s dig- 
gings for an 
unbroken 
half-mile. 
Algy looked 


out of the 





Boer man 
window, and eat all the ogres set up a dreadful bloodthirsty roar of 


morning. Perhaps, as you are of age now, you will kind! 
ttle my little bill for necessaries Tupplied.” ? 4 td 





spite of 





Then Algy smiled a sweet little far-away smile, and handed out for 
their i ion his fairy certificate proving him to be still an infant ; 
and the wicked ogres went home, after gnawing their thumbs a little, 
muttering, ‘* Well, of course he'll come of age in a week or two: it’s 

ly a question of a few days.” 

But don they came pom that day three weeks, little Algy was not 
yet of age; so the ogres grew impatient, and took out summonses for 
the amount of their accounts; but they hadn’t a leg to stand on when 
Algy’s solicitor produced his fairy certificate of infancy, and were all 
dismissed without their costs. ; . 

Now, the fun of it was that the certificate did not mention that Algy 
would never be of age, but only that he was not so at the time. 

So the ogres continued to supply Algy with necessaries—such as tooth- 
picks cut out of single diamonds, and gold betting-books set with rubies, 
and twelve plush dressing-gowns at a time—for another ten years ; at 
the expiration of which time they gave it up, and lost their money. 

After that Algy tried a new set of tradesmen; and these, seeing a 
gentleman of apparently thirty-five or so, were lax enough to omit to 
write to his father and inquire whether Algy had his permission to order 
things ; and when these ogres sent in their impertinent bills, Algy pro- 
duced his certificate of infancy, and took the trick. 

And where is little Algy now? ‘ 

Little Algy continues to thrive about the West-End. He holds a 
commission in a crack regiment—(for an officer is always expected to be 
a gentleman ; and refusing to pay for articles you have ordered and 
enjoyed has nothing ungentlemanly in it)—and is now older than his 
father in appearance, but still under age ; so that he has no occasion for 
a balance at a bank, and really doesn’t know what to do with his pay 
when he receives it. Really the tradesmen round that way appear to 
be all as ** young” as Algy. 








THE snappiest spring bonnet for the forthcoming season is appro- 
priately named *‘the church-door magnet.” It is a nice attractive 
piece of head-gear, warranted to draw mashers, young and old. 
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A “SELL”! 


Mr, Glaizenby,—“Tm told Palette has sold all his this year’s 
Pictures.” 


Mr. Daubison,.—“ Oh ! 


I was under the impression that it was all 
this year’s Patrons.” 
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THE ROMAUNT OF THE SCHOOLMAN AND 
THH PORK-BUTCHER. 
A VERY PLEASANT L&GEND. 


Now mark the School Board Officer, how mighty ia his pride ! 
Salaam to him respectfully, the hawk-and-Argus eyed ; 

He spots defaulting scholar-boys, no matter where they’re housed, 
And terrible’s the wrath of him when thoroughly aroused, 


Now Mr. William Harris was a sausage-maker bold, 

Who chopped up “‘ piggy-wiggies,” which he put in skins and sold ; 
And Fortune the proceeding had approved to such a pitch, 

That Mr. Harris (like his wares) was moderately rich. 


But William had three little sons (as Williams often do), 

And these had, one by one, received the name of William, too; 
And if a name is rshigieay 3 that’s pleasant to your mind, 

I ask you fairly—Can you have too many of the kind? 


If all you know of worth on earth’s suggested by a name, 
Should you be blamed for trying to perpetuate the same? 
Besides, if you are tradesmen, with a feeling for your tills, 
You must admit the policy of adding to your *‘ Bills,” 


Tis true, with boys all named alike, confusion might arise, 

But Mr. William Harris solved the problem, I surmise— 

He called them William One, and William Two, and William Three, 
Which obviated any inconvenience, you see. 


But little boys, however named, must all conform to rule, 

And ‘*Gover’ment ” has said that little boys must go to school ; 
But William One omitted to attend from time to time, 

And o’er the House of Harris hung the shadow of a crime. 


It seems to me but yesterday—this morning, so to speak— 
When all the William Harrises were haled before the ‘‘ beak ;” 
The mighty School Board Officer had got them in his clutch, 
But papa Harris didn’t seem to mind it very much. 


Then up and spoke the magistrate, remarking, ‘* What is this ? 
How came this little boy his school-attendance so to miss?” 

Then up and spoke that boy’s papa, so débonnaire and free, 

With ‘* May it please your Worship, but it seems like this to m2: ~— 

















‘* Although in learning drawn from books a boy should be a swell, 
I think his education should be technical as well ; , 

And, though my William goes to school, at home he often stops, 
That I may educate him in attending to the shops. 


‘“‘For want of knowledge technical, some sausage-making flats 
Have gone and made their sausage-meat of puppy-dogs and cats, 
While very many others have compounded it of horse, 

Believing all the time that they were using pig, of course. 


‘So William, though he is but ten, I take to sale and fair, 
And find him fairly equal to the folks encountered there ; 
For technical proficiency enables him to twig : 

That puppy-dog and pussy-cat are #of the same as pig. 


‘* And if you'll just look into his acquirements you will see 
There are not many better-educated lads than he; 

He reads (with my tuition) and he writes (with someone’s pen), 
And he asks a lot of questions (which I answer now and then). 


‘‘ He banks my thousands for me (though he’ll drop it now it’s known), 
He also has a sausage-shop and bank-book of his own ; 

He draws, he swims, he mentally and ‘ plain’ arithme/?-s, 

And puts a little piggy-wiggy through some comic tricks.” 








This wasn’t up to standard, so the beak observed, “ three bob,” 
Bat William, there is wisdom safely resting in your nob 
Long may ‘‘the business” flourish underneath your gentle sway, 
And may you find your little Bills all bigger day by Sav. 








ENIOKNAOKS. 


A Few days back, while a French curé was dining, a gust of wind 
blew a huadred-franc note off his desk into his soup. * Syed it on 
the window-ledge to dry, and 
went on with his meal. : 
Suddenly he noticed that his 
favourite cat ‘had spotted that 
note as a tid-bit, and was 
munching it with evident en- 
joyment. Up sprang the curé, 
soup-ladle io hand, intent on 
curing Grimalkin of thievish 
habits for once and for all. 
Manfully the priest made dabs 
all round. He broke up a 
choice collection of old china, 
smashed a huge tank contain- 
ing a number of pet gold-fish, 
and dashed to pieces a dozen 
or so of Roéderer. But he 
missed the cat and the note 
also. Grimalkin left suddenly 
through a window, disgusted 
at the pastor’s want of chris- 
tian philosophy. 





A CHARMING, rosy-faced, fifteen-year-old girl, residing near Stokes- 
dale, Penn, U. S. A., whoshot her husband lately, was arrested, indicted, 
tried by aj y and acquitted ’midst rounds of applause. All this was 
done within four days, The mean despicable husband had refused to 
countenance her keeping five guinea-pigs and a small number of white 
mice in the bedroom; he had also raised some slight objection to her 
spending ten dollars a week on lollipops. Some men are born tyrants, 
and whea a tyrant of this calibre crowds down on an inoffensive young 
a the sooner she ‘‘ removes”’ him toa place where tyranny is rampant, 
the better. 


THe Rev. H. R. Haweis says :—‘‘ Music and morals do not always 
go hand in hand, neither do painting and morals, nor poetry and mo 
although there is no reason why they should not.” Isn't there? Talented 
musicians, painters and poets must be highly impressionable, excitable 
creatures. Excitability and impressibility run more easily with irre- 
pressibility than with morality. 


Dr. JOLLY, of Paris, the vendor of a mysterious ‘‘ Harem Powder,” 
ey Serer’ of by Tunisian beauties, has been sentenced to fifteen 
months’ imprisonment for swindling an elderly spinster out of four hundred 
pounds, At the trial it turned out that the merry doctor’s real name was 
not ** Jolly,” but a much more neprepeate one—viz., ‘* Villain.” There 
is a something ia a name, after all. 


“ A young Frenchman, aged 23, murdered his brother in a boat, off 
Toulon, recently, and threw the body into the sea. His defence was 
that the brother was the family favourite. Both judge and jury cen- 
sidered that this circumstance extenuated the crime in a very large 
measure, so the fratricide escaped with twelve years’ penal servitude. 
Sympathetic warders will doubtless make quite a pet of him, and his 
soup will always contain the most tender morsels of horse-flesh that the 


prison affords, 





A GERMAN professor has just completed an elaborate work on the 
interesting subject of cannibalism. It isa capital corrective to inordinate 
appetite, and will doubtless prove a positive boon to the parents 
of greedy boys and girls, and pote genie yp 0g Sat prac 
We once knew an impecunious artists’ model, who always a 
curdling cannibal story about with him. He said it was the finest agent 
for allaying the pangs of hunger he had ever come across. 


Tue ny in Beef Gap, gan yt passed a —— Reform 
Bill, to put down cheating at cards, rear eert 2° . whoep- 
ing. circular giving the provisions of the is well all 
through Beef Gap and its immediate vicinity. The last of the 
ukase is quaint, and reads as follows :—*‘ All good citizens will array 
themselves on the side of the law. All others will be turned over to 
the Coroner.—By the Mayor, Bill Birdell.” The professional under- 
takers in Beef Gap anticipate a rush of business during the next few 
months, and have already raised their prices fifty per cent. 
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A HEARTRENDING CATALOGUE OF SORROWS. 


May.—‘* Whatever makes you look so ¢riste and distraite to-day, Lil, darling?” 

Lil,—** Pray don’t wonder at me being sad, May, pet. Listen to my woes. The grumpy 
old doctor distinctly refuses to tell Edwin that my life depends ona trip to Italy. I ordered 
my milliner to put down thirty dresses in her bill, instead of the twenty I really owe for, and 
the foe] has forgotten to do so, Edwin has got hold of her precious account ; therefore, I'm 
done out of some cash I reckoned on. Grandma thought fit to ‘peg out’ suddenly yester- 
day, and you know, May, dear, how hatefully insipid I always look in black. Fido, poor 
little angel ! has taken the distemper, and Edwin lost a ‘ monkey’ at the club last night— 
not that I mind that so much, but May, would you believe it? he came home actually 
smelling of—smelling of—Onions!” [Breaks down and sobs bitterly. 

May.—** Oh, Lil, how I pity you! Poor darling, Lil!” [ Weeps sympathetically, 


ee en ee 
o — oem ee et tee seem eprom 


A “Screaming” Farce. 


EXASPERATED persons are again complaining of the unnecessary nuisance caused by a constant 
exercise of the railway-whistle in the parish of Kensington. But what are the poor railway com- 
panies todo? For while the exasperated ones complain, they also say, ‘* Blow it !” 
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Mar. CHARLES WYNDHAM, when presiding over the festival in aid of the Dramatic and Musical 
Sick Fund (which was lately held at Willis’s Rooms), made a capital speech, and some of the com- 
pany afterwards admitted that he was just the man to Wynd-'em up to a pitch of generosity, 








Wanted, a Poet! 


{‘* One of the People,” complaining in an evening 
paper, the other day, of the pessimism of modern 
asked, ‘‘ Where is the poet who is the one man needfu} 
to rouse the vation to a sense of duty, and inspire the 
people with h pe?’ ] 
“* Where is the poet?” say you. Where? Why, 

here! 
Observe, behold him ! 

doth e’er instruct and cheer, 

none can scold him, 

He doesn’t run the pessimistic ‘‘ fad,” 
All folks to frighten— 

His mission is to make the nation glad, 
Its lot to brighten— 
A very Triton 

Among the Muse’s minnows is ¢his bard, 

And all the wise hold him in high regard. 


His verse is vigorous, albeit smooth, 
And mark his rhythm ! 

And as for those who would your worries soothe, 
This bard is with ’em ! 

Like as the sunlight gladdens all the earth, 
E’en so ¢his poet 

Makes duty pleasing, and provideth mirth, 
And all men know it. 
And daily show it 

By buying up his works as soon as penned— 

Because he is the People’s earnest friend. 


For long ¢hés poet hath been known to fame 
As Hope-inspiring ; 

You, readers, know his work, and eke his name, 
Though he’s “‘ retiring ; ” 

No morbid melancholy doth he ape, 
No gloom to bore you ; 

You may behold him in his proper shape— 
He stands before you, 
And would implore you, 

If mournfulness and morbidness you’d shun, 

To study this wise bard. His name is Fun! 


His poet 





THH MARCH HARE, 


How do I like the March wind? How do 
I like it? Why, I hate it. Ofcourse Ido. I 
might go away to Nice. /don’t think so. Why, 
it’s as bad over there as it is here. There’s 
snow, too, in Algeria. People think when 
they go down south that they can always get 
out of the way of the winter. Idiots. The 
Mediterranean, and the blue sky, and the 
orange groves, and the scent of roses. It’s all 
nonsense ; a had much better stop at home. 
For myself, I ke the March winds. They 
make the women’s noses red, and that helps to 
take down their conceit a little. Then people’s 
children get the hooping-cough, and it’s a com. 
fort to know that they can’t bring round the 
little wretches to visit you. I hate all children. 
They get the mumps, too, in March, and the 
pain sets them a-howling. It’s almost as good 
as hearing them well spanked. 

Then the March winds make all the railway 
porters sohungry. And that makes them extra 
civil for a copper or two, And High Church 
people take to fasting in March, And that 
does them a deal of good. March is one of 
the best months in the year; there’s no doubt 
whatever about that. i wish it would last all 
the year round. What more can you want than 
a month when all the children are laid up, and 
out of the way?—when all your precious old 
relatives that you have expectations from have 
got the bronchitis? What can be better fun for 
young people than seing their well-to-do 
seniors tottering about with respirators over 
their mouths? It gives them a real hopeful 
feeling that plenty of funerals and good times 
will come round. It’s positively sinful, / say, 
to hear people perpetually grumbling about the 
March wind. Some people never know when 
they’re well off. I like the March wind. 
Bah ! ccea ~~ ~=©©Diocenes Tosss. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, Feb. 21st.—Lords still legislating for lunatics. Lord 
Grimthorpe proposes to leave out of Lunacy Acts Amendment Bill sub- 
sections empowering magistrates to certify insanity of alleged! unatic. 
Perhaps his lordship shares the very prevalent idea that a considerable 
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MAKING THE PARLIAMENTARY BREAST GO FASTER, 


number of magistrates are idiots themselves. Later on he objects to the 
words ‘fone clear day” as only expressing the reverse of one obscure 
day. More competition. How can FUN expect to sell at a penny when 
noble lords wheeze gratis ? 

Commons, —Slagg, arriving from Burnley, warmly received by Glad- 
Parnellites. Lord George Hamilton can’t quite explain why the turret- 
gun aboard the 4/ax took it into its head to go off spontaneously to the 
end that the little town of Inellau received a shell, and began to wonder 
whether the rest of Great Britain had declared for Home Rule, and 
commenced bombardment of all that remained of the mother country. 
A First Lord of the Admiralty’s lot by no means a happy one. If the 
guns won’t go off, and shells won’t blow up, somebody goes on at him, 
and blows him up ; and if by chance gun does go off, and a shell happens 
to blow something up, somebody else equally sure to go on at, and blow 
up him, all the same. } chet 

Dr. Whackem Harder Smith rises, and, with tears in his voice, in- 
forms the boys of St. Stephen’s School that the ordinary considerations 
influencing young gentlemen having failed to stem the tide of vulgarity, 
garrulity, and general bad behaviour, he has been reluctantly compelled 
to adopt the aid of a set of substantial rules, which will be plied about 
the heads of future offenders. Masters Chaplin, Raikes, and Goschen, 
and other big boys on the sixth form, express their concurrence in the 
necessity of these stern measures; and even that troublesome Master 
Gladstone, who is under suspicion of inciting smaller boys to mutiny, 
admits that something must be done, and that lessons are generally in a 
bad way ; but Master Tay Pay, and a lot of other lower form urchins 
whose bad behaviour has brought about the introduction of primitive 
measures, led by that sullen boy Parnell, begin to protest and to bluster 
about the ‘‘ dignity” of the School, the x non scripta, &c. ; and that 
fat boy, Billee Harcourt, who a short time ago used to be always cuffing 
these same urchins, incites them to further opposition to the innovation, 
and calls Master Goschen shocking names. é 

Tuesday.—The memory of the War Office is apparently as detective 
as its stores, Lord Harris explains that his statement that the defective 
cutlass-bayonets were of British make was erroneous, same having nearly 
all come from Germany. Some day, perhaps, when British workman 
has got tired of crotchets he will take up practical injustices, and see 
that, where possible, his money shall be spent on his own shores and for 
its full value, Some day, too, officials who send contracts out of the 
country will be sent after their contracts. Jailbird Jubilation in India 
distasteful to Derby, but Lytton upholds Dufferin’s exercise of the pre- 
rogative of mercy. : 

Commons,—Playfair thinks fair play secured by New Rules. Har- 
tington hails them as safeguards against the ogres ‘‘small talk” and 
“tall talk” who have so long oppressed House and nation That in- 
temperate teetotaler Sir Wilfrid desires Speaker to take the 7imes by 
the forelock for daring to speak disrespectfully of Parnellites. If Sir 
Wilfrid’s jokes are tragic he compensates for them by amusing House 
when in the tragic vein. 





Wednesday.—Mr, Flynn, “‘ Banker” and Parnellite sets in motion 
the stream of talk as to whether House shall in future talk so much. 

Thursday.—Henceforth, thanks to Lord Bramwell's Law of Evidence 
Bill, the other Bill, #¢ Sykes, will be competent to be sworn when on 
trial. Hitherto the gentleman has been compelled, as he states, to 
‘* swear hisself,”’ | 

Commons.— ’s effort to stay the railway ogre’s hand from 
blackening the fair landscape of Ambleside pro tem. successful, despite 
the haste of Lowther Cavendish Bentinck (a Lowther Trustee), Ainslee 
and Labouchere. Encore the row over the Rules, Sexton informs 
House that Dublin jury have disagreed. There are some farces as well 
as tragedies in Ireland—screamingest farce out, trial by jury, 


Not Sunday Behaviour. 


AN eccentric lady began to chirp a sweet sentimental ballad of her 
own composition in a Free Church a few Sundays ago. The preacher 
called her to order, and insinuated that neither the air nor the /sbretto 
could be strictly called original. At this criticism the lady's ‘‘ dander 
riz,” and she remarked, ‘* Poor nincompoop, it is a wonder any one 
comes to hear you.” Then the beadle strode up the aisle, and tried to 
quell her with his eagle eye ; but she showed no signs of withering up 
under his glance. No; she merely tapped his lower chest with her 
gingham umbrella, and cried calmly, ‘‘ Keep your hair on, Ebenezer.” 
This wastoomuch, The beadle bounded from the church, and returned 
with a constable. The eccentric lady immediately took a violent fancy 
to the officer, and inquired whether he wore a wart behind his left ear. 
On the officer answering in the affirmative, she exclaimed, ‘‘ Then 'tis 
he—my long-lost foster-brother. Come along, Robert, let us get out- 
side this wretched show!” And they got, 





A SINGULARLY case-hardened offender, aged 40, was charged with 
theft recently. His previous sentences aggregated some 33 years. He 
offered to bet the magistrate a level half-crown that his ‘* wortchip” 
couldn’t pick out a man who had led a more regu/ar life, taking things 
all round. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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‘THERE'S LANGUAGE IN HER BYE, HER CHEEK, HER LIPS— 
NAY, HER Foor speaks.”—7roilus and Cressida, Act IV, Scene 5, 
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Dear Sir,—After giving your Artist the opportunity 
made of this privilege has beer to perpetrate the trivialities above. 


A FEW BUSINESS M 


of inspecting my large Business Premises and Staff, I find that the only use he has 
Comment, I am assured, is unnecessary, from yours, &c., 


CIVES. 
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That Wretched Child. 


(Sez CARTOON.) 


GLuM with the sulks, with temper hot, 


Cross-grained or wild, 
He scarcely ever to his lot 

Seems reconciled ; 
Some hurt or other day by day 
Upsets his work or spoils his play, 
Which drives Britannia to say— 

** That wretched child !” 





Misfortune, pouncing him upon, 
Won’t draw it mild ; 

Woe follows woe, like Pelion 
And Ossa piled ; 

No sooner is one trouble set 

At rest, another one he'll get ; 


Thus something’s always there to fret 


The wretched child, 


So easily, to tell the truth, 
e can be riled, 


You'd think that in his early youth 
He had been “‘ spiled ;”’ 
Well —well—however that may be, 
It must be plain to you and me 
That now, at any rate, we see 
A wretched child, 
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Ready Shortly. Price One Shilling. 


‘Two CHARMS. 
By ARTHUR T. PASK. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Tue GLoBe.—Unwary visitors to this theatre last week, attracted by 
the announcement of a change of programme, received a sudden cold 














Tue Giosg.—Tue SNOWBALL, 


shock which was not at all the sort of Snowball they had expected. Not 
a few of them were, for the moment, disposed to resent the liberty Mr. 
Penley had taken in getting so ‘‘ severely indisposed ” as to necessitate the 
indefinite postponement of the revival of Mr. Grundy’s clever piece. 
The feeling passed, however, into a hearty desire for the speedy recovery 
of the actor, no less for his own sake than for that of the theatre-going 
community at large, to whom the Snowda/l/, with the cast announced, 
should prove an unusual treat of no common dimensions, Monday, the 
14th, is the date now announced for its production, 

THE VAUDEVILLE (morning ).—Miss Helen Barry produced here 
last Wednesday a play by Mr. James J. Blood, called Her Trustee, with, 
thanks to the excellent cast, some success. Mr, James J. Blood has a 
good provincial reputation, I believe, as a pantomime writer ; a position 
which presupposes some practical knowledge of the stage. From a 
gentleman possessing these advantages without any distressing develop- 
ment of inventive genius, er 7ruséee is just the sort of pa that might 
have been expected. It is not degradingly conventional (although it is 
difficult to say Aow not), and should form a good ‘‘ working”’ piece in 
those country districts where probability of incident and utterance are 
not too closely enquired into. Some points of construction are in its 
favour, the work generally is obviously not hap-hazard, and some of the 
positions, if familiar, are, at least, honestly dramatic. 





Miss BARRY’s own performance exhibited excellent qualities, both of 


power and reserve, and there is no doubt that its strength (in spite of the 
fact that the lady has a somewhat ‘‘ looming ” presence) securely held the 
interest of a matinée audience—a body wherein the spirit of ultra- 
analysis and gentle cyn’cism is wont to disport itself largely. Mr. James 


se 























Acting Manager (/og).—“ Jusi_ug Year? Nonsense. NoruinG_Like a 
Smart AcTiInG Manacer.” 


Fernandez gave a finished picture of the broken-down wreck, Richard 
Marston, a close and complete bit of acting, only marred (if marred at 








all) by a too new lining in hiscap. Mr. John Beauchamp played the 
wicked ‘‘ family solicitor” with care, but that solicitor was all too *‘ un- 
likely ” to go for much in anybody’s hands. The rest of the cast, which 
included Miss Fanny Brough, Mr. Charles Glenney, Mr. Sam Wilkinson, 
Miss Adela Measor, Mr. J. G. Grahame, and Miss Vane F eatherstone, 
did their work after their usual honest fashion, with very ordinary 
materials, re : 2 

Nops AND WINKS.—Ruddigore doesn’t seem to have hit American 
tastes with its second act any better than it does English ones.—A three- 
act farcical comedy called 74e Mormon, will be produced at the Vaude- 
ville to-morrow (Thursday) morning.—Of course! I said so all along. 
They were always grumbling at the Ash Wednesday restriction, Well, 
it has been removed, and what are they doing now? Why, grumbling, 
of course ; what else did you expect ?—-Yesterday (Tuesday), the Dramatic 
Students were due at the Olympic with a performance of 4A Woman 
Killed with Kindness.—Miss Amy Roselle at the Gaiety, on the morning 
of the 24th inst., will offer for approval a new play by an unacted author.— 
Mr. Edwin Drew will also produce a play (presumably his own), at The 
St. George’s Hall on the 26th.—The third quarterly volume of Zen and 
Women is just issued. This is a really useful publication—the biographies 
are well-written, the news and social paragraphs interesting and all- 
embracing, the portraits excellent, and the general get-up and conduct 
reflect great credit upon that clever and industrious journalist and 
dramatic critic, Mr. L. Grahame, who is commander-in-chief of the en- 
terprise.—It is rather believed that Wilkie Collins’ A/an and Wife will 
be the next production at the Haymarket, with Mr. Willard as Geoffrey 
Delamayne. Meantime, there is, I believe, a new piece by the author 
of Fim the Penman under consideration.—In a few weeks the Paris 
Hippodrome will leave Olympia for its native land and city, To follow 








Tue Crystat Pacace.—The B. P. Ruswges witu iTs ** Leva, NINEPENCE.” 


the Hippodrome, the Olympians announce a National Gymnastic Compe- 
tition, the Sportsman’s Exhibition, a Show of (exclusively) Sporting Dogs, 
a Horse Show in May, an Army Horse Show later, a Medieval Tour- 
nament, the Kennel Club Show, a Grand Historical Pageant, and “‘ other 
shows and sales.”—A change of programme took place at the London 
Pavilion Music Hall on the Ist inst., and so far from anyone complaining, 
the folks flock around more than ever.—The Crystal Palace has instituted 
ninepenny Wednesdays. NESTOR. 








Hath Music no Charm? 


AN old woman was charged the other day with being drunk, disorderly, 
and assaulting a blacksmith. The prosecutor stated that she came in 
front of his forge, kicked up a riot, and when he put his head out of the 
door, she gave him a blow on the nose that made him see sparks. 
** Please, yer wortchip,” said the prisoner, ‘*I was on’y a-singin’ a song, 
‘The Willage Blacksmith ;’ there’s a blacksmith, a choir, and his dorter 
in it. And when I come to that touching part, ‘ He looks the ’ole world 
in the face, for he hoes not hany man,’ the persecutor hups with a bucket 
of water, and chucks it all over me, which I must say warn’t to my taste 
at all.” ‘*You like something stronger than water, madam, I think,” 
said the magistrate. ‘* Well, your wortchip ought to know as I do by 
this time, considerin’ as ’ow this ere makes my forty-third appearants 
afore you. Why, I shouldn’t mind drinking your ’ealth and ’appiness 
in a drop o short this werry moment, if it warnt agin’ the polyticks of 
the court.” ‘Fined ten shillings,” said the magistrate. ‘Make it 
five, there’s a dear,” croaked the old woman, “and I’ll sing you ‘ ’Earts 
of Hoak,’ and ‘The Hivy Green.’” ‘*Couldn’t be done, madam,” said 
the magistrate. ‘*Ah! some folks ain’t got no souls fur ’armony,” 
sighed the aged songstress as she shuffled down. 























MARCH 9, 1887. 


FUN. 


99 


; 











Li i a Hi 
| 


> 




















rts: 
: hi ET 











Foe.—* Well, Jim, you ain’t a-sweepin’ that ‘ere crossin’ very 
straight.” 
Fim (sententiously).—‘* No. 


People as come out of this ’ere ’ouse 
ain’t meant to walk straight.” 








A GLIMPSE OF SUNSHINE. 


THE sun has been coming out. Well, it could have stayed at home 
for all that I cared about it. What’s the good of the sun at this time of 
the year, I should like to know, except perhaps to wake up a few dead 
flies, or to make women believe that their bonnets are older than they 
really are. Why, my niece came to me the other day and said, ‘‘ Uncle, 
dear ” (they always ‘‘ dear ” you if there’s anything to be had—how I hate 
em), ‘* Uncle, dear, this bonnet of mine is simply dreadful; all the 
velvet looks as if it had been baked, and I really don’t know how to 
get another, dear uncle.” I told her to wear a hat if she couldn’t wear 
a bonnet, and then she went away sniffing and sniffling. Just like the 
carneying little witches! The sun is a kindness to the poor. Is it in- 
deed? Supposing you’re a poor, shabby-genteel clerk; why, the sun 
shows up how brown your coat is, and you get kicked out of your situ- 
ation for looking disreputable. Likewise, if the sun had stayed coming 
out till summer, you would have had time to look about you to find the 
coin to buy a garment. The goodness of the sun that is. Well, in the 
square in front of me the buds are coming out on the washed-out lilacs, 
and the grass is beginning to look quite green. That means that people 
will go out walking without proper wraps, and make themselves ill. 
Then how about your hats, you know. I meant my hat to last me 
quite over Easter, and now I have had to buy another, for it looks 
dreadful in the strong light. A lot of consolation the sun is to me. 
Why even the cats, that I hate the very sight of, because the sun is 
shining, come and bask on the window-sill. I went and dropped the 
lid of a pomade-pot on one from the window above, this very morning. 
[t tumbled off into the area. I hope it hurt itself. On account of the 
sun, too, my landlady says that she will have to begin the spring clean- 
ing much earlier; that’s a cheerful look-out for me. It seems that 
directly I’ve got over the soap and paint at home, they'll begin it again 
at the club. I see the parlour-maid, too, has been indulging in ribbons 
use it’s so sunny. zat girl will come to no good, I’m sure. 
Ribbons and grins always mean going out with soldiers. Some idiot has 
been writing to the papers to say that he has heard a nightingale sing- 
ing. Let the nightingale sing. Who wants to hear nightingales sing, 
{ should like toknow? There’s nothing poetic about me, I can tell you. 
{ am quite sick of all this talk about early sunshire. Bah! 

DioGENgEs Tubbs, 








A Colourable Comment. 


not J 
#s the Sun blue? 7 don’t know; pray, do you? 
Re the hue of Apollo, 
Strange statements we swallow ; 
But it doesn’t then follow 
These views are not hollow— 
Men vary so ing Dan Phcebus’s hue ; 
Till, lo! the said Phoebus 
Is a sort of a rebus ; 
And I'll bet you a gédus, 
Or a ride on a **dee” 
That you cannot decide if the Sun’s a true blue. 
But one thing is certain, despite this assuming, 
If the Sun isn’t blue, he appears pretty blue-ming. 





AN Irishman was charged last week with a variety of assaults on the 
police and others. The prisoner, when called upon for his defence said, 
** Look, now, rons honour, it was all owing to the whisky I drank at Tim 
Finnigan’s wake, and I was only bating me own people whin the pollish 
came up and interfered.” An officer stated that the prisoner had 
attacked a female during the row ina very brutal manner, ‘‘ Och, 
faith !” ejaculated the prisoner, *‘ that was only my woi/e. Shure, now, 
aman may bate his own woife, widout bein’ called over the cools, and I 
hope yer honour’s wortchips will relase me this toime.”” ‘‘I intend to 
let you off this time,” said his honour, slowly, ‘* with four months’ hard 
labour,—next tite it will be six.” 





A MAN, who was charged with bigamy the other day, pleaded that his 
wife had given him a written agreement, a long time back, that he might 
marry again whenever he liked. This Johnnie unquestionably believed 
the document to be a perfectly valid one. He had invariably bowed to 
the power, the majesty, the intelligence, and influence of his spouse, and 
never thought it possible that she could have signed a contract that 
would not hold good in law. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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‘SWE WILL PROCEED NO FARTHER IN THIS BUSINESS,” —A/acbeth, 
Act I, Scene 7. 


[Savants have lately been very much exercised as to whether the Sun is blue of 
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MISS O. A.’S IDOL. 


It is very harrowing, this story which we have gathered from the 
Newgate Calendar of a few—a_ very few—years hence. 

Poor girl! There 
can be no question that 
she meant well: she 
was a dear, simple, 
good girl, and every- 
body loved her; but, 
ah! to think that he 
should have crossed her 
path !—there, it’s dread- 
ful to recollect. 

Deary, deary! It 
must have been a good- 
ish time ago when she 
first met him, and they 
do say that she had a 
sneaking liking for him 
from the very first ; but, 
however that may be, 
the first distinct recol- 
lection folks have of 
her showing her affec- 
tion for him was one 
day when she saw him 
in the street. He was 
dressed in a_ scarlet 
jersey, and a cap with 
a band; like a shoe- 
black he luuked, oniy not half so sensible or useful ; and he was yelling, 
like a maniac, a mixture of blasphemy and insanity, and banging on a 
big drum, and blariag on the loudest brass instrument he had been able 
to procure. He had taken up his position to do this on a piece of road 
laid with straw, opposite the house of the people who had laid the straw 
down ; and presently the door of that house opened, and anxious people 
came running out and begged the party in scarlet to go away, as the 
noise was killing the invalid within; but the scarlet man yelled and 
howled blasphemies at them, and refused to move. And then the an- 
xious persons went to that girl we are telling about, and said beseech- 
ingly, ‘* Do make him leave off, dear, before the invalid is killed. We 
know that he will listen to you, if you use your influence with him.” 

But, would you believe it?—not that the poor thing was naturally 
wanting in pity and all that, but you see she was that warped and blind 
by her affection for the scarlet man—would you believe it?—she did 
nothing but stare in a dazed sort of way at him as he yelled and bel- 
lowed, and murmur, “‘ Look at him! Isn’t he lovely! Isn’t he like a 
real soldier! Isn’t he good and handsome !” e3 
Ah! and it was not many minutes after that that they came and told 
her how his selfish noise had killed the invalid ; and when they said, 
‘* Now, we suppose, you will throw him over, and punish him,” she 
only said, ‘* Oh, poor dear! He mustn’t be blamed or punished. He did 
it all from ReLicious Morives,” and patted his head, and forgave him, 

And now you may 
as well know her name, 
poor weak-minded dar- 











ling! Her name was 
OUR AUTHORI- 
TIES. Yes, it zs a pe- 


culiar name for a girl. 
Yes, well; the next 
memorable occasion on 
which that dreadful 
warp of her poor dazed 
mind showed itself was 
one day in the Park, 
He was in the habit 
of invading the Park 
and driving quiet, peace- 
able folks out of it, and 
trampling over the 
flower-beds, and de- 
stroying the grass and 
young trees, and every- 
body's enjoyment ex- 
cept his own. Well, 
on the occasion we’re 
speaking of, he had ex- 
celled himself in ruffian- 
ism, and had broken 
the heads’ and limbs of more than the average number of those who 
disagreed with his views. Then the quiet citizens, who do not like to 
be bullied and horseplayed out of their share in their own Park, came to 























Miss OuR AUTHORITIES and said—‘‘ Now, my dear, you may be very 
fond of him, and biassed in his favour ; but surely you can see that he 
is doing wrongnow. Will you not withdraw your smile from him, and 
visit him with a little of your displeasure? Surely you will remember 
what is due to us, the quiet and inoffensive, as well as to him, the 
rowdy.” 

But that poor girl only gazed fondly at him, and murmured as before, 
‘*Isn’t he lovely and manly?” And when the quiet folks denied it, she 
slapped their faces, and flushed up, and cried, ‘* How dare you say he 
isn’t manly? Poor, dear fellow! he shall not be punished, because he 
did it all from PoLiticaL Morives.” And then she went and patted 
his cheek, and caressed him. 

And a little after that more quiet people, with a respect for religion, 
came to Miss O. A. and said—‘* Now, Miss, this fellow you are so 
dazed about has publicly stated that he intends to go and kick up a row 
at St. Paul’s Cathedral during service next Sunday, and desecrate the 
place of worship and annoy the worshippers, and make a worse black- 
guard of himself than even he usually does. Now, Miss, a word from 
you can put a stop to his blackguardism. Will you speak that word?” 

But, bless you! that poor half-witted, dazed thing refused to speak 
that word; and that fellow went to St. Paul’s, as he had threatened, 
and behaved in his usual ruffianly way to his heart’s content, and canted, 
and carried banners, with quotations from Scripture tortured out of 
their right meaning to suit the ends of rowdyism. But that poor wretched 
girl refused to interfere, and he got off scot-free ; for she said, ‘* He does 
it all from UNEMPLOYED MOTIVES.” 

Then all the orderly people rose up, and came to poor Miss O, A. and 
said—‘‘It is time this silly dream of yours should cease. When will 
you open your eyes to the fact that he does one and all of his ruffianly 
acts, not from Religious Motives, nor from Political Motives, nor from 
Unemployed Motives, but simply from Blackguardly Motives, and be- 
cause he zs a born blackguard ; and that’s all about it?” 

And Miss Our Authorities replied, ‘‘ Very well, then, it you will have 
it, I show such tenderness for him because he zs a blackguard ; and I 
prefer blackguards to decent citizens, and ruffianism to order, if order 
offends the blackguard.” So then everybody knew that the poor thing 
had gone quite mad. 

And now comes the saddest "part. How did the blackguard requite 
that poor girl’s devotion? Why, he openly boasted all round that he 
had her under his thumb, and could turn her about as he liked; and 
gradually utter contempt for her overcame all his other feelings, for he 
had never felt the least respect for her. And one day he was heard to 
say, with an oath, that he was going to make an end of her; and a few 
minutes later piercing shrieks for mercy were heard; and when the 
people arrived on the spot, there was the blackguard trampling poor 
Miss Our Authorities under his hob-nailed boots, She didn’t survive 

half-an-hour; and perhaps it’s just as well she’s gone, poor dear !— 
seeing she was so dreadfully mad. 





Too BAb.—A morning call we kick at—the milkman’s, 
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QUITE ACCOUNTABLE! 


_ Mrs. Pluckworth.— In the ballet, my dear, before she was mar- 
ried ; that accounts for the elegance of her carriage.” 
Mrs, Dolbuss.—‘* Oh, quite! And for the elegance of her horses, 


too,” 
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“SOMETHING TOO MUCH OF THIS.” 


Deep cy interested as Mr. Fen is in the forthcoming University Boat-Race, he fail hat th blicati i i cerning th i ; 
amport. He makes this admissi ‘th di e * » he fails to see that the publication of minute details concerning the crews is of public 
non . eee ee ang onrngenes being informed that the under-mentioned cases are fair instances of the reception given to the reports which have 
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—that ‘ No. 2 has got the toothache !’” 


‘‘No, mamma, Edwin and I have not quar- ‘* Blest if No. 3 isn't ‘indisposed’ now! J can't eat any ** Master was a-going on that funny when Buttons 
relled. But the paper this morning says—says dinner after that, can you ?” went up. All becos’ the papers says as the crews is in 


first-rate form !” 
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let? Bonnet? 


Yes, Doctor, you see I’ve been regularly upset. Heres ‘Well, old girl, paper says that the crews ‘‘Here! Hi! Get us a Wl’. and S, uick 
two of the crew w7// gain weight. No amount of training have all had their hair cut. Hooray! What Dashed if they haven't all had a wash and brush- 
brings ’em down!” shall I bring you from the City, dear? Brace- up!” 


Gloves?” 








A Water-y Warble. 


[A tenant of a house in Chelsea lately complained, at the Westminster Police Court, 
that although he had paid his water-rates regularly, he had had no water ia his house 
for three weeks. The local Water Company's excuse was that the water had been 
cut off because the late occupier of the house next door had gone away without 
4 paying Azs water-rate !] 

3 ‘*Wer’ve run short of water,” a householder cried, 

** Our cistern is empty, it can’t be denied ; 

We’ve no water for washing, for cooking, for tea, 

Yea, no one’s so waterless, really, as we ; 

Our faces are grimy, our hands need a scrub, 

For weeks we have not had a chance of a ‘tub,’”’ 

Then answered the Co., all unmoved at his tears, 

‘** The tenant next door went away in arrears!” 





‘* But, lo!” quoth the Waterless One, with some glee, 
** T’ve paid all my rates, the receipts here pray see ; 
Have pity upon us, for fever draws nigh, 

Because all our drains for three weeks have been dry ; 
Twelve people hang out in the house where I dwell, 
And on them this aqua-less state ’gins to tell.” 

‘Tis cut off,” said the Company, mocking his fears, 
“*The tenant next door shot the moon in arrears ! ” 


** My lodgers,” cried he, ‘‘ are o’er-bubbling with wrath, 
Our last little baby has ‘struck, for a bath, 











The cat sits and mews all the day at our feet 

For liquid to wash down her ha’porth of meat ! 
sehold all our tongues, they are parched like to those 
That on the dread desert feel thirst’s awful throes ; 

We faint, perhaps die—as you ding in our ears, 

‘ The ex-tenant next door hasn’t paid his arrears !’” 


> * * * a7 . 


How wicked this tenant must be, don’t you know, 

To thus dare to worry a Grand Water Co. ! 

Only three weeks his people for water have pined— 

Only three weeks their health has been thus undermined. 
Do they think Water Companies ever will heed 

Their customers’ needs, howsoever they plead? 

No; that Co, (till it’s forced) will but answer with jeers— 
‘* The tenant next door went away in arrears !” 


PRESIDENT CLEVELAND’s young wife is a muscular lady, endowed 
with almost superhuman powers of endurance. She can shake hands 
with two or three thousand guests at a reception without feeling any 
pain in her right arm ; and she does not — extend the tips of her 
fingers to guests, but gives good hearty grips. No wonder the President 
has been such agood boy since his marriage. No wonder he always 


goes home to tea. 
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KNICKNACKE. 


To the sorrow and indignation of good, well-to-do Mohammedans, 
the’grog-shups in Cairo have increased since the Dnitish occupation of 
Egypt. There are now about 
400 in that odoriferous place. 
The Khedive is sadly exercised 
in his mind on the subject. 
Your wealthy follower of the 
Prophet is seldom averse to sip- 
ping the Heidsieck, Johannis- 
berg, or green Chartreuse of 
commerce, on the sly; but he 
entertains a pious horror of his 
poor fellow-believer imbibing 
the crude alcohol of the 
Christian in public. 

CERTAIN items of court news, 
published lately, are intensely 
interesting. We learn with 
keen emotion that the Prince 
of Wales has been fortunate at 
roulette; that Prince Albert 
Victor is apt to come croppers 





while hunting; that the Duke 

Edinburgh is improving in 

ne art of f ddl] ny: hat th 

meen has had a dress-improver presented to her that plays ‘‘ John 
trown’s gone to a better wid than this; hat a long-lo mbrella 
elonging to the Duke of Cambridge has been recovered; that the 
Marquis of Lorne’s chilblains have almost disappeared ; and that Prince 


¥ 
7 66 ot ual a 
t the word “‘ Jubilee ” a thou- 


‘ 1; ¢ 
o dispatch 
i 


Henry of B. has been 


vommanded to write o 
and times, for having sp: 


| | a 
t it wrongly in a note he was abou 


; 


6 a relative abroad. 

| w, now getting up in years, still persists 
n carrying on his practice, although he is half-blind. The other day he 
visited a patient and said, ‘‘ Put out your tongue, Mr. Jones.” Then 
he respected medico passed his finger over the patient's unshaven chin 
instead of his organ of taste, and exclaimed austerely, ‘* Nurse, give him 
some soda and milk at once! give himasoda and milk! Why, his 
tongue’s as rough as a coarse file.” 


A VERY W exy family aoct 


Two greengrocers have been sent to prison for giving a bailiff the 
‘*frog’s march.” The vegetable vendors said the charge was all 
‘‘gammon and spinach,’ and the writ-server was anything but a “ clean 
potato.” The officer remarked that he had been badly “‘ bashed and 
mashed,” anyhow. The magistrate was heard to mutter, ‘‘ Turn up 
this tomfoolery, or there will be committals for contempt. Take the 
wretched pair away.” ‘‘ You've got your desert,’ croaked the gaoler to 
the prisoners, as he removed them with alacrity. 


THAT must have been a very firm old feed that the Commissioners 
of Northern Lighthouses gave at Edinburgh. Forty-seven people sat 
down at table, and the bill was £179 Is. Wonder if any of the 
lighthouse guests were ‘‘ half-seas over’’ on the festive occasion ! 

It appears that one hundred million untrustworthy cartridges—car- 
tridges liable to jam—have been manufactured for the British Army 
since January, 1555. We calculate when trict investigation take 
place, some of our officials won't stick. No, they'll be 


sharply. 


**fired out 


TH man who recently mistook a footwarmer for an infernal machine, 
imagined he heard clockwork in it, heaved the leaden vessel out of a 
railway-carriage window, pulled the communicator, and stopped the 
train in his terror, requires looking to. His knowledge box ought to be 
carefully opened and sorted over by a skilful surgeon. It needs turning, 


5ik JOHN Luppock has given a delightful lecture on the appetite of 
the grub. It seems that the female grub requires a great deal more 
‘‘grub” than the male, and, according to Sir John’s belief, the female 
grub devotes a large portion of her time to mental arithmetic. She 
knows how many beans make five, and looks on the male larva asa 
bad egg. 

A coorLe of churchwardens were recently charged with brawling in 
a place of worship. Their brawl consisted in blowing out candles. The 
clergyman said it was scandalous, wicked conduct, but the church- 
wardens apparently didn’t care a snuff for his opinion. The magistrate 
looked on the dispute in the light of an ecclesiastical case, and put an 
extinguisher on it in Ads court. 

















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonDAY, February 28th.—Lords.— Dover Corporation harbouring 
designs of annexing their own harbour, Lord Granville, who is that 
species of nautical beadle known as Warden of the Cinque Ports, and 
as such keeps the quays of the ports, declines to sink all differences upon 
point, and vainly endeavours to block the incoming tide of municipality, 
Next Duke of Marlborough rises to proclaim his discovery that agricul. 
tural depression is caused by the failure in appreciation of gold. Well, 
so far as Mr. Fun’s experience goes, he has not met with much of this 
sort of failure on the part of his highly-talented staff. Bravo, Benson! 
The Archbishop of Canterbury brings in Bill to deal with the standing 
disgrace and danger of the Church of England—private patronage. 
Public opinion has long declared that the cure of souls not a mere affair 
of loaves and fishes, and that the coronet that ‘‘ gilds the forehead of the 
fool” conveys no spiritual faculty in the selection of fit and proper 
deacons. The sooner the Church lops off this rotting limb the sooner 
the danger to the trunk will be averted. 

Commons.—Among other questions, Johnston of Orange-hue and 
sallykilbeg asks if special prayer is to be prepared to be used at jubilee 
service. Mr. Sexton asks, amid ironical Parnellite cheers, whether Mr, 
J. of O. and B. will be commissioned to prepare the prayer. Parnellites 
evidently not disposed to take up contract themselves; like Mr. Wel- 
lington Wells, the manufacture of curses more in their line. Hicks 
Beach announces welcome intelligence that Archbishop of Cashel not to 
be allowed to Cro(a)k(e) treason with impunity. Since manifestoes the 
rule, why not tear down ‘‘No Rent” and ‘‘No Taxes,” and nail up 
‘No Treason”? Civil Service Estimates, and incivility from Messrs, 
Biggar and Healy. 

Tuesday.—While the Commons are indulging in unlimited gas 


‘7 ’ 2 . 
Lords discuss Electric Lighting, and read Lord Thurlow’s Bill a second 


ra) 


the 


time ; then proceed with Lord Hobhouse’s Copyhold Enfranchisement 
measure. All agreed that while *‘ Manners maketh man,” Manors 


unmake tenants. 

Commons.—First night of the new drama, ‘‘ The Jobbery Bobbery, 
or, the Fowier Ensnared.” Howell, Bradlaugh, and Labby indict the 
City Corporation. Interesting details furnished regarding Messrs. 
Phelim, Satine, and other celebrities of Coger’s Hall; also a Peacock’s 
tale regarding one Donati. Surely had the august assembly—not angels, 
but sitting near the Angel—dreamed that their forum was to be made a 
Corporation cat’s-paw, their Sergeant-at-Arms, the burly Alfred, who 
takes orders, and keeps ‘* Order—order!”’ would have dragged the delin- 
quent Donati to the bar of the House—that is, of the Peacock. Well, 


Fun hopes Mr. Bradlaugh will bring his facts to light ; only, if members 
begin showing each other up, what a big wash-day the British public 
Next, the row over the Rules, 


will witness, 


. -_-- 








; 








TAKING IT OUT OF THE CORPORATION. 


Wednesday—Commons.—Procedure. 
tannia waive the Rules!” 

Thursday.—The Lords and the livings. Cantaur’s Bill, declaring 
church patronage a dark age, read second time. 

_ Commons.—Bradlaugh and Howell renew their kicks upon Corpora- 
tion football, and having scored a try, claim right of kicking the goal. 
Supply—Messrs, Dillon and Co., after having necessitated by their 
speeches and acts increased expenditure in Irish constabulary, take 
economic exception thereto. 

Friday.—Lord Fitzgerald on Irish 
Whitbread objects not t 


Chorus of Parnellites, ‘‘ Bri- 


juries. Cemmons.—Closure. 
t to the extinguisher, but the hand that is to apply It. 












Sa 


|| 


SSrae 











| 

















bi 
1 








MARCH 9, 1837. 

















OO 


A Merry Mixture. 


[Someone was lately charged with selling whisky in 
an illicit manner. . . - T 

whisky at all, but “merely naphtha made from methy- 
pe 

to be sold as whisky without any objection being taken, 
so long as the daty of ten shillings a gallon is paid !] 


he article vended was not 


”" Ic was admitted this mixture was allowed 


FIL the bumper fair 
With—well, say with whisky, 
If in glee you'd share, 
And be, in revels, frisky. 
Bat—(be not transfixed)— 
Some whisky now, ’tis stated, 
Is brewed of naphtha, mixed 
With spirits methylated. 
Tol-de-rol-de-rol, &c. 


At whisky thusly made 
The Revenue ne’er objecteth, 
If but the duty’s paid 
/ts duty it neglecteth. 
Then be with gladness filled 
At drink so highly rated— 
Strong naphtha that’s distilled 
From spirits methylated. 
Tol-de-rol-de-rol, &c. 


So, when you’re asked by some 
To “‘ nominate your poison,” 
Select not gin or rum 
To stimulate your joys on, 
This new brand, you'll confess, 
Must surely have much “‘ bcdy, 
Then to it drink success 
In a glass of naphtha toddy. 
Tol-de-rol-de-rol, &c, 


33 





Poor Erin! 


SHAME upon people who slay, 
Though in the name of the Law; 
Is there no merciful way 
Justice could see—if she saw ? 
Tear off the bandage, her eyes 
Then will be tearful with shame, 
Seeing what wondering skies 
Look on, as done in her name! 


Wicked the people who make 
Power the means to oppress ; 
Getter to thoughtfully take 
Measures the ills to redress, 
Give her, no longer enslaved, 
Power herself to command, 
Then will the ‘* Union ” be saved, 
Then will be peace in the land ! 











AT THE JUBILEE STORES. 


Britannia (to H.R.H.).—** NO, THANK YOU, I DON’T THINK IT WILL suiT Mme. I 
WANT SOMETHING MORE USEFUL, AND I DON’T LIKE THE PRiICge OR THE PATTIe@EN, 


4») 


GOOD-DAY 








May (wath Sugar-nippers, 

















“aFTER THE BALL. 


Alice (in Hat).—** How nice those Officer friends of Charlie’s were ! 
1e Captain was most attentive all the evening.” 


f¢ 


‘car—the one with the squint, or the one with the snub nose? 
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slightly jealous).—‘* Which one was that, 


HOTCH POTCH, 


AN elderly man, of somewhat swollen appearance, was summoned at 
a county court by an innkeeper to pay fifteen shillings, due for alcohol 
and cigars consumed by him in one night. The defendant said that he 
had been a trader on the West Coast of Africa, and drank and smoked 
the same quantity every night to keep the ague and rheumatism ou! of 
his bones. Upon being questioned as to whether he had ever had either 
ague or rheumatism, he said he had not; but he took the above quantity 
to prevent them coming. 





TWENTY million French oysters will be tucked in Kentish beds during 
the next two months. This is glorious news for people who appreciate 
a molluscous *‘tuck in” at a comparatively moderate price. It won’ 
afiect those who do not believe oysters are good unless they cost at least 
three-and-sixpence per dozen. 





‘‘ THE concertina is an instrument not strictly known to the musical 
profession,” says a barrister. An eminent violinist tells us that he shall 
not employ this lawyer to defend him when he is charged with slaying 
an itinerant performer on the concertina who perpetually haunts the 
square he lives in. 





Ir is the fashion now among certain of the snobocracy of New York 
to attend receptions uninvited. The receptions ‘hey receive at times 
are warm—yea, even unto heat; but they are very thick-skinned folk, 
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and not ¢asliy upset. 
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CASTE! 
Working Man (with a politeness unusual to his order),—‘‘ YOU’VE GOT INTO A SMOKING CARRIAGE, I SEE YOU HAVE A COUGH. 


Do you SMOKE?” 
Eton Boy.—** SMOKE ! 
ME,” 


It’s NOT SMOKE THAT’S MAKING ME CouGH! IT’s YOUR FILTHY Common TOBACCO THAT’S POISONING 








Another Twinge. | The original doctor might p’rhaps be excused 
If, when lending the skill that was lately refused, 


SEE CARTOON, 

( | He should say to the sufferer—‘‘ You’ve brought on this plight 

me sae ee re rg pod dg years | For yourself, and must rue for it. Serve you well right !” 
ended some patient, he often app 

To consider—and surely ‘tis natural, quite— 
a he nee . prescriptive description - right THE authorities have given orders that all bad characters are to be 
: oO yang “ a se go epv at : ed to vee | eliminated from the ranks of the infantry battalions stationed at Alder- 

ad if th oe 1 et an in fallino- ill, —_ shot. This will be a difficult task. Critics both military and civil 
ane ; conti yew por Jy nak yarns tan differ considerably on what constitutes badness ina man. What one 
Which had Soncently peered alliceciaia balere eyed views as a deadly crime, another looks at as a bit of frolicsome 

$a , 4 leasantry. 

Refuses to swallow his draughts any more, aes ss art: Fae 
And resorts to another practitioner who . = 
To his odd constitutional weakness is new, READY THURSDAY, MARCH 17th. 


Small wonder that he who’s rejected should speak Price One Shilling. ' 


In a tone which betrays the sore feeling call’d pique. aah tb: . . . ionde. ae ‘ 
And supposing the nie te adviser should fail | \ Q CHARMS ° A HAND IN s| HE CLOUDS, 
To discover the remedies which might avail, By ARTHUR T. PASK. 

And the patient, to find some relief from his pain, -- 

Resorts to his former adviser again, OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 




















SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


fete) Meena Cadbury's 


"and GUARANTEED 
BPO LPO ll a al 
POWD ER : or tasty * Shoctpe Write as smoothly as stead pencil, + neither scratch PURE K N D 0a 
. h s ine j , *wWw Droc . 
fo preveat disap: Ack Your Stationer (or a Sixpenny Awsorted Sample SOLUBLE. 


—— see that each packet meant name of Rox, send 7 st: *% to C. Br and *s 
ine Wem Shue @ 60ns, Pen eae: seamen oe - a: i oe Whol , he BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.( 
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Hi Street, N W., and |] ished (for the rietors) by W. Lay, at 152 Fleet Street, E.C 
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YOUR PRECIOUS 


‘VEALTH.—PART V. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue “great event” of the theatrical week has, of course, been the 
production of Zady Clancarty at the St. James’s, but as I have not yet 














Devry Laner.—“* Tue Foucuty THIeves. 


seen it, and in the lack of other interesting matter, I intend this week 
to ‘* work off” a number of things which have been seething in my 
brain this I don’t know how long (as well as some of more recent date) 
and which I shall be glad to be rid of once for all, 


I 100K the liberty of giving a half-serious pictorial hint last week of 
the value of a smart acting-manager, and the difference between an effi- 
cient and an inefficient official in this department soon makes itself felt 
on ‘the returns.” To the matindée giver, in particular, his importance 
can scarcely be exaggerated. He must know where to plant the paying 
advertisement, where to whisper the judicious hint that shall result in 
the useful ‘* par.,” where to stand the drink, and where to avoid doing 
anything of the sort, and when the eventful afternoon arrives and the 
surging army of ‘‘ dead-heads” frets and fumes around him, he needs 
skill and knowledge deftly plied to see that the useful members of that 
body are not swamped or hindered by the useless. 


Two ludicrous instances of failure in this respect, both of recent 
occurrence, are in my mind as I write. At the very last matiné I 
attended (and, as I never attend matinées unless I am numbered-and- 
reservedly asked, I defy you to guess which it was) I was witness of the 
amusing spectacle of the regular dramatic critic of a prominent weekly 
—a man as well-known in theatrico-journalistic circles as the Prince of 
Wales or Nestor himself—being refused admission, albeit stalls in large 
quantities were unoccupied, The memory of the half-disbelieving smile 
on the face of the victim, and the expression on those of the witnesses 
who knew him—too astonished to see the whole joke for the moment— 
makes me chuckle every time I think of it. Not the worst part of the 
joke is that the gentleman in question is one of the kindliest of critics, 
and (as the play gave a fair chance) the matinde giver lost a favourable 
notice, and a desire for favourable notices is presumably the sole raison 
d'étre of matinée giving. 


THe other instance is not quite so funny, perhaps, and yet—well, this 
is it. It happened some time ago, but as all the actors in this little 
drama are still living, and the publication of their names might inflict 
pain where it is deserved, we have thought it well to suppress names 
altogether. The editor of another prominent and largely circulated 
weekly (bless you, they don’t play these games with the dailies !) received 
a polite note from the manager of an approaching “‘ show” of the matince 
order regretting that ‘they had no stalls left, but if the representative 


of the paper would present himself at the box-office a seat would be placed 
at his disposal.” ‘* Needless to say,” saidjthe representative pensively, as 
he told the tale, *‘ that the R. of the P. did not present himself.” Here 


again there was more in it than appears on the surface, the representative 
in question being also the representative of three other rs—one of 
them Scotch, with a circulation extending from ‘* Maidenki ik to John o’ 
Groats,” so that the performance lost four notices. They would have 
been unfavourable, however, as it happened, the piece being a bad one— 
so the loss was, perhaps, a gain after all, Of course these things don’t 
really matter much, but they are amusing—and instructive, 





SO Xuddigore is to be burlesqued. Well, with all deference to some 
authorities more weighty than myself, I think it is a capital subject for 
sugh treatment, and if the ‘‘two new authors” have only got on the 








i it is full of points. The title, Ruddy George or Robin Red- 
eee sores Coane; though the selection of a musician—Mr, 


Percy Reeve—is. 


iss Kitty Wren, who played Polly Perkins in the pantomime 
at Fo iecad this last poosou—and 6 very sprightly and piquant Wren- 
dering it was, too—has been publishing her *‘ notices, _It seems to 
have been a rather bad case with one of her critics, He dissertates, he 
rhapsodises (far be it from me to say ‘without excuse ), he ‘drops 
into poetry.” True, he limits the scope of his criticism ; he expresses 
no opinion of the lady beyond the knees—commencing at the stage—but 
within that field he is copious and exhaustive. Finally, he declares 
that the pantomime “will be ever associated in his memory with Miss 
Kitty Wren and her crimson hose.” Then the warped intellect imme- 
diately conceives an ‘‘h”-dropping Cockney repeating the phrase, and 
fondly alluding to Miss Wren and her “crimson (n)’ose!” Oh, dear! 





Says our friend Zhe Echo (in effect) referring to Mr. Henry Neville, 
‘an actor never seen now.” Says our equally friend, Zhe Bat (in effect 
and commenting thereon), ‘‘ What a thing to say, when Neville’s acting 
in London now!” But isn’t this rather severe? If you are to speak by 
the card, is twelve nights at the Surrey within a year Or SO, and goodness 
knows whenfbefore that, much more than ‘‘neverseen ? And is the Surrey 
a London theatre anyway? Isn't it ‘out of England” according to your 
own showing, good Mr. Bat? 


I WONDER whether 7%e Bat, in hauling the Daz/y Telegraph over the 
coals for forgetting a revival of 7he Winter's Tale at Drury Lane ** some 
ten or twelve years ago”’ under Mr. F, B, Chatterton, with Miss Wallis 
as Hermione, isn’t thinking of a performance of Antony and Cleopatra 
at that house some fourteen years ago, with Miss Wallis as the heroine ? 
At this time one of the Aa?’s particular friends, Miss Kate \ aughan, to 
wit, was appearing in a dallet divertissement with her ‘‘ celebrated ballet 
troupe,” and in the famous black and gold dress. The sole point of the 
performance of the tragedy that lingers in my memory is that James 
Anderson, who played Antony, when Cleopatra was arming him, pre- 
tended to be tickled ! 





Nops AND WINKS.—7Zhe Great Felicidad, the piece which Miss Amy 
Roselle produces at the Gaiety on the afternoon of the 24th inst., is by 
Mr. H. M. Paull, a clever gentleman not unknown to many of my 
readers. I’ll venture to say I’m glad to report, from<hearsay, that the 
prospects of the piece are uncommonly good.—In the autumn we are 
promised a comedy by Mr. Clement Scott at the Gaiety, with a ‘‘ follow 
in the shape of ashort burlesque, wherein Mr. Lonnen will gain more glory, 
and be assisted by Miss Fannie Leslie, a lady we would like to have 
‘*more permanently” in town, I’m sure.—‘‘In consequence of the in- 
creasing popularity” (to be official) of Miss Hawthorne’s /eartsease at 
the Olympic, it will be repeated every Wednesday until Frou- Frou is 
produced, an event postponed to the 30th inst. On the 21st Miss Haw- 











THE STRAND. - ‘‘ JACK-IN-THE-Box.” 


thorne starts a week’s engagement at the Brighton Theatre Royal. 
Puzzle, then, to find the Olympic matinée of the 23rd, but, bless you, it 
can be done.—Mr, Edouin’s courteous acting-manager at the Royalty, 
Mr. William Greet (just the name for an acting-manager), by-the-ways 
takes a benefit at that theatre on the 3oth inst., and it ought to (and no 
doubt will) be a good one.—At Easter Miss Sophie Eyre and Miss Haw- 
thorne “‘ strike hands ” and start joint management then of the Olympic, 
and after, of the Princess’s, ‘I like it, I do,” and wish them 98 
ESTOR. 
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SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 


‘© CORPORATION OPEN HANDICAP HuRDLE RAcE.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpaAY, 7th March.—Lord Ribblesdale up on horses—not in sense 
of Olympian pluralist, but to call attention to fact that though our 
cavalry are in the eyes of admiring nursemaids ‘‘ perfect pictures,” they 
are badly off for mounts. George Ranger also thinks John Bull’s stud 
ought to be more thoroughly studied. 

While Lords engaged in stall talk, Lower House manufactures tall 
talk, Topic of interest Lord Salisbury’s nephew's appointment. Home 
Rulers exclaim, ‘‘Oh, our prophetic sowls, his uncle!” If the strong 
man fighting with adversity be proverbially a sight for the gods, what 
sort of a show will the languid, ladylike Balfour be, wrestling with 
Tay Pay and the other O.s? In Supply Mundella wants more money 
spent on education. Well, it is better for John Bull’s cash to be in- 
vested in teaching the young idea how to read than wasting it in showing 
the maturer article how not to sheot. Sir James Fergusson declares 
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Drummond Wolff is doing good work in assisting Baring in Egypt, but 
Bradlaugh objects to British taxpayer bearing epee. Dillon eloquently 
pleads for the slaves in the Soudan, and the other fellahs in Egypt, and 











Post Office votes through with telegraphic speed. 

Tuesday.—Lord Selborne petitions for State to aid British workman 
a emigrate. FUN petitions for means for B, W. to earn a livelihood at 

ome. 

New Rules for getting on with work still prevent work from being 
got on with. Parnellites still indulge in congenial pastime of baiting 
John Bull—Dillon, with charming frankness, declaring that the mission 
of the Irish member, who in private life is by no means a bad fellow, is 
to make himself a nuisance in the House. But wait till the rope round 
the Bull’s hoof is cut by the New Rules, 

Wednesday.—Bradlaugh eager to have another kick at Corporation 
football, and very cross because Smith has extended the ‘‘ half-time.” 
New Rules and old ructions. 

Thursday.—Lords in Committee on Bishop of Lichfield’s Bill dealing 
with ecclesiastical rich fields, the bland Bishop and the Glebe Lands 
keeping their lordships till seven o’elock—quite an all-night sitting for 
the Lords. 

Commons.—Mr, Hanbury expresses very general curiosity in asking 
whether Young Terry, whose terri-ble treachery discovered this week at 
Chatham, is to be simply dismissed. In less-civilized countries Young 
Terry would not be allowed time to become old Terry, and bearing of 
the yard-arm would be tested. There is such a thing as over-civiliza- 
tion. How about the Mutiny Acts? Query, are Naval Dockyard 


| officials simply civilians. Supply— Blane goes out of his way to be more 


than usually offensive, and Goschen tells the Blane truth regarding 
Egyptian Loans. N.B.—If Mr. Parnell would make his team act as 
gentlemen, he would carry more Englishmen with him, and by no means 
injure his cause. 
Friday.—Lords—Glebe lands or See Farms give place to pharmacy. 
Commons.—Watt wants to know what’s what ee finances of 
the Healtheries and subsequent-‘“‘ eries,”—Rules and misrule, 








Four or five pipers played at the Ireland v. Scotland football match, 
therefore it is not at all surprising that the Scotch team won. We are 
confident that a thousand Scotch pipers imported into Ould Erin would 
settle the Irish question in a month, by driving the inhabitants of the 
** Gem of the Say” into the said ‘‘ Say.” 


EE ——— ————— 


Por Luck.—‘“ Come and partake of pot-luck with me, Schimmel,” 
said Jones. Schimmel went, but declined a help of cold mutton. 
‘‘ Nein, dank you kindly, zare,” he remarked, ‘‘I do vaite vor dot goot 


objects to this country being betrayed by the slave traders. Raikes gets pote loock.”’ 
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SOME BRITISH COMMODITIES.—NO. III. THE QUALITY PUZZLE. 
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The Customer had some cash to spare. ‘I can afford to treat myself,” he said grandly. 


time that the shopkeeper did not seem impressed. 
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‘“* Let me have an article of your very best quality !’ 





Yet he noticed at the 





Soon after he returned tothe shop. ‘This article, said he, ‘‘ which you sold me as your very best is rubbish.” ‘‘ Ah!” replied the shopkeeper, “TI thought you 


=a like it. You see ‘ very best’ is our trade term for our lowest quality.” ‘' Oh, then, 
ustomer. 








will take one of your finest quality this time,” said the unlearned 
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Again the Customer returned. ‘‘‘ Finest’ don't suit you, either?” remarked the tradesman. 
quality, Then there comes ‘superior finest,’ then ‘best superior finest,’ then ‘extra best best speciality.’ 
three gold medals.’ 


paper with our signature. What a pity you didn't say what you wanted at first ' 
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"No, I moaght it regs te You sas ‘ finest’ is our second worst 

- = : , bes you want a better ity than that, 

uine entre Guest — or ne, genuine extra quality selected superior,’ or ‘double double nonpareil more queulae salected me Tidcdeadhane 
at none of these is the quality for a gentleman like you that knows # good thing. You want our ‘ defiance sample quality,’ done up in buff 
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THE INFANT PRODIGY. 


New Irish Secretary ; 
WHOSE CONSTANT CARES ARE TO ENFORCE THE LOR, 


AND KEEP THE MONEY IN HIS FAMILY,” 
— Doublass ( Hibernian Edition ), 


“MY NAME IS BALFOUR; ON THE IRISH ILLS 
MY UNCLE FEEDS HIS FLOCK; A FRUGAL SWAIN, 














wt os 


— 


eter a ~ tere eae 


Oe % 4 


PTS SG PEI Reap a 


~ 


tee See Ses 
laa ie ain i de ee i en ee 


Pa) | 
sy 
Fei 
§ 

e 

' 

; 

: > 

, 
hat 

> 
$i 
+s 

. 
ff why 

a 
| 
ies 
it 
i doje! 
rpoad 
eis 

‘ 

: 

; 4 
a 





eo 


*- 


- 
~ 



















ai 
iP 
“e 
: 
'* 
' 
i # 
i 
+4 
' + 
: 
: 
; 
| 
; 
iia 
} 
: 
;i% 
iq 
s @ 
i 
if 
i 
pie 
i 
ae. 
é 























MARCH 16, 1887. 


or FUN. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or “ Fon.” 
S1z,—With a feeling of exultation stirring my manly bosom, and a 








EKNIOKNAOKS. 


A pocTor has invented a lar-killing maehine, which he fixes to 
the inside of the windows offhis house at night. The apparatus is 


simple, merely consisting of 





copious chest-preserver buttoned ti over the same, I remark with +h fulminate 

geniality—*‘ Tra-la-la abet! Secag is come again,” and in- 7 ee aw lass ris 
Bulge in a triumphant fandango until a twinge of rheumatics cuts short loaded elth straight-ki ling 
the unwonted saltation. I rejoice, Sir, that spring is with us once poison, copper wires of course 
more, partly because I love a joke (and spring, with its cast being attachid. The machine 
winds and dey hours in skilful alternation, is the best of all practical | -"_ arranged that when the 
jokes); and, secondly, because the racing world lives again, and cracksman pulls up a sash, an 
flourishes. I have an added joy this year, for truly my ‘‘circs” are explosion takes p and he 
somewhat better than of yore. For whereas now, with glances of envy i - accnrall with the poisonous 
and astonished recognition cast after me, I enter paddock and stable pellets into ‘kingdom come.” 


and training ground, the welcomed of trainer and jockey, and pass forth 
discussing points with coroneted ings; time was when I have had 
to sneak around, and pry and pick up what I could with the off-chance 
of a kicking, and maybe a duckiog if ponds were handy. And yet, I 
ask you, am I any better than I was? And failing your answer, I reply 
e! I am—some thousands better!” And so 


Let’s hope the doctor’s first 
victim will be a housebreaker, 
and not an amorous guards- 
man, or a soft-hearted police- 
man, full of Platonic love for 





myself, “Yes, by Georg 
wags the world. Here, however, is—(the first of the season)—my 


Tip For THE LINCOLNSHIRE HANDICAP. 


Now list to me, Jockey, and list to me, Jenny, 
(And list to me every mortal beside ;) 

Fulmen wil! be fancied, you know, by full many 
Who'll hope to see fortune approaching full tide. 

But Fullerton’s fuller of fortune—or may be, 
According to views that a-many will take, 

And Castor’s an animal far from a gaby, 
And capable (somewhat) of taking the cake. 


In the whole Co. of runners, Corunna will please you 
As well as another—and better, mayhap, 

Or a loyal belief in King Monmouth may seize you, 
And truly to tell, he’s a desperate chap. 

But be over-rash (as the Sects sae;) ** ye munna,” 
In Fullerton, maybe, the winner you'd spot, 

It may be King Monmouth, it may be Corunna, 
But Fulmen (now, mark you) ’tis certainly not. 





You 


This tip is a trifle early, I feel, but so much the better for you. 
get the best information at the earliest moment, and I am able to clear 
the ground for my great and glorious selection for the Grand National 
Steeplechase, which I shall present next week without any extra charge 
whatever. Now then, walk up, be in time! be in time ! and believe me, 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


a ——<— 
Bonnets in the Stalls! 


Some few weeks ago we called attention to this irritating question ; 
we are glad now to see that some of our continental neighbours have hit 
upon a rather novel expedient, to lessen the nuisance, by putting up a 
notice to the following effect :—‘‘Only middle-aged and old ladies can 
be permitted to wear their hats in the stalls.” Our readers need hardly 
be told what the effect of this announcement has been ; but we would 
recommend it to the notice of our matince-giving managers, 











@“ La! GRANDMAMMA, WHAT GREAT TeETH You've Gor !"—“‘ The 
friendship of Russia to Bulgaria is something like that of the Wolf to 
Little Red Riding Hood,” says a Bulgarian, who is now in England. 














the cook. 


Tue Lord Mayor of Dublin 
opines that there is not a more 
law-abiding people on the face 
of the earth than the Irish. 
His lordship’s notions as to 


what constitutes law and order Vi ee 
are somewhat vague. He probably would look on the San Francisco 





| hoodlum as a highly respectable biped, and the hyena as a nice, decent 


companionable animal. 








IN a police description of a sham missionary, who is meandering 
about making a good living out of weak-minded folk, it is stated that 
the nails of the impostor’s hands are very flat and dirty. I eople who 
can be imposed upon by a pious man, whose nails are in deep mourning, 
must indeed be credulous, 


THE Sheriff of Richmond, U.S.A., has been heavily fined for turning 
an execution into a show for the entertainment of his family and their 
friends. Hard lines! A Sheriff's office \is a very thankless one, and 
surely a Sheriff ought to be allowed to give the girls a treat, in his 
official capacity, when opportunity affords, without being punished for 
doing so. 


os 





THE voice of the cuckoo’s been heard on the Clyde. This marvellous 
story has spread far and wide. The party who listened, tells it witb 
pride. It’s just barely possible, he hasn’t lied. 


A FRENCH editor sued a young ‘‘ gentleman ” for throwing a glove in 
his face. The ease was dismissed, and the editor was ordered to pay 
costs. We hear he had walked out to take a drink in his slippers when 
the insult was offered. This was a fatal error. No editor ought to 
take walks abroad without a pair of thick double-soled boots on. 


Two Dutch smacks captured at Shetland and confiscated as smugglers 
were sold the other day, The vessels and their cargoes fetched some 
£500. Bold old-fashioned smuggling on the Scotch coast is scotched, 
but not kill’t yet. 


A STATISTICIAN wants us to believe that 85,000,000 lobsters were 
boiled at Prince Edward’s Island during the past season, most of which 
were exported to Europe in cases. No, no! We don’tcredit the figures. 
Had anything like that number have found their way into Europe, they 
would have been sold for a mere nothing, have been voraciously eaten, 
and the dyspepsia attendant on their consumption would have forced on 
a general war before now. 


AN American contemporary says that Mrs. Langtry is now more 
expert in the use of the foil than a woman often becomes, She has 
taken many lessons from Regis Senac, the most accomplished fencing- 
master in New York, and finds that a bout before breakfast tones up her 
system for the whole day. The famous beauty also goes in for single 
stick play, which she calls the art of defending one’s self with an umbrella. 
Even Sarah Bernhardt in her most frenzied moments is never likely to 
contemplate a personal assault on the Lily. 


ANOTHER portrait of Captain Cook, the renowned navigator, has 
come to light. It is supposed to have been painted about a year before 
his goose was cooked by the natives of Owhyhee, on St. Valentine’s Day, 
1779. Relics of Captain Cook fetch a very good price all over the 
civilized world. In fact his celebrated “‘ grog-kettle” brings nearly as 
much as an Oliver Cromwell’s skull. 
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Bustle-ing and Chary. 





[A combination of the bustle and chair is the latest patent. It is 
said to be a clever union of the useful and the ornamental. But why 
‘* ornamental” 7] 

Ir still seems that a fuss’ll 
Be made of the bustle, 
In spite of its spoiling the feminine form, 
In bustles girls figure 
Still bigger and bigger, 
Though satire against them is frequently warm, 
In bustles a trade is 
Still done by the ladies, 
And larger are looming the bustles they wear ! 
But they’re now more excuseful, 
For soon they’ll be useful, 
And be a strange mixture of bustle and chair ! 
So now when the bustle, 
Makes ladies’ gowns rustle 
Although they (the bustles) no prettier seem, 
*Twill be some mitigation 
To men’s lamentation, 
To know these things aid in a sensible scheme. 
Each feminine Briton 
Her bustle may sit on, 
Whene’er she would rest, when she taketh the air, 
And shop girls at leisure 
Should hail with much pleasure, 
This new combination of bustle and chair, 








A Dru-id-iom of Speech. 
‘It is desired,” says daily paper “to rehabilitate the Druids. ’’] 
THIS desire, as you'll all confess, 
Must be an elaborate joke, 


For it couldn’t succeed unless 
It Dru-id-iotic folk, 


MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS was doubtless a very faseinating, 
talented young lady, who very cleverly used to veneer a 
vast amount of—well, let’s say frivolity, with thin layers 

















of highly polished piety; but the notion that she should 
be canonized by the Pope, and bowed down to asa saint | 
is somewhat laughable. After this we expect that some- | 
body or other will suggest that Jeanne Antoinette Poisson, | 
Marchioness de Pompadour, and Madame de Maiatenon 
should be canonized. Both these Jeauties had their devout 
moments, and were worshipped during their lives. 


Schoolmaster (ta Young Hibernian Scholar).—“ Now, WRITE ME AN ESSAY 
ON THE OCEAN,” 

Hibernian Scholar.—‘* Ocw, SURE, AN IT’S DIFFICULT ENOUGH TO WROITE 
ON A SLATE—HOW WOULD I WROITE ON WATHER ENTOIRELY?” 


NO-OCEAN OF THAT. 








NOT AMBNABLE TO THE LAWS. 


{A man lately stated that the water company had cut off his water at his house in 
Chelsea until he should pay another man’s water-rate for another house ; and that, as 
his house was, in consequence, in an insanitary state for wart of water, he had been 
served with a notice by the sanitary inspector, and expected to be punished. (!! !)] 


THE cholera was creeping nearer and nearer to London. The sani- 
tary authorities had woke up in earnest, and were insisting upon and 
pressing for- 
ward such 
measures of 
sanitation as 
were calcu- 
lated to op- 
pose the 
spread of the 
infection. 
The vestries 
were very 
busy too, 
and the in- 
dividual 
members of 
them had 
entirely put 
aside their 
little per- 
sonal inte- 
rests (which 
they had become vestrymen to forward), and their aerimonious squabbles 
in the boardroom, and were straining every muscle to cleanse and dis- 
infect, and render wholesome and safe. 

But one party chuckled, and laid his finger to his nose. The laws 
against the spreading of diseases were suddenly put in force, or sup- 


\ \ f oo 








— 


plemented where necessary for the further protection of the community. 
Thus, the criminal who rides in omnibuses when recovering from small- 
pox, and sends his children with measles to school, was temporarily 
confined, heavily chained in the most unwholesome underground dun- 
geon that could be found, well isolated, and encouraged to demise ; 
purveyors of putrid meat were hanged straight off; and so forth. Only 
one party was exempt from the action of the laws and by-laws—the 
party who chuckled and laid his finger to his nose—the Water Com- 
pany’s Representative. 

The cholera was close at hand: all eyes were turned with anxiety to 
the direction in which it was approaching: it was due to arrive in 
London on the morrow at ten a.m, 

But everything seemed well in order to defy it ; the streets and alleys 
were clean and pure; no refuse was about ; there were no smells. 

The morning broke. The cholera swept up and hovered ever the 
city ; then, with a yell of disappointment, was about to sail slowly away, 
when it was attracted by a shout of, ‘‘It’s all right. Don’t go away. 
I’ll give you a chance. Wait a second!” 

The shouter was the party who had laid his finger to his nose. He 
laid his hand on a great tap; the cholera grew more cheerful, and its 
hollow, red eye brightened ; all the people fell down at the resenta- 
tive’s feet, imploring him by all he held dear to stay his hand; but, with 
a wink of encouragement at the hovering epidemic, and a wild yell of 
triumph, the Representative turned off the water from all the houses in 
London because somebody in Cadogan Street had not his rate, 

And then the cholera swooped down and gorged itself, 


ai <mne 











An American author states that it is the rule with Americans to marry 
for love, and that the brisk business done in the Divorce Courts goes to 
show that they unmarry for love considerably. Mrs. Grundy may think 
this flippant on the part of the American author, but there's a ton af 
truth in the remark. 
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“Society's” Latest. 


(A quarter to three is becoming the fashionable hourfor luncheon. A contemporary 
opines that soon luncheon will be served at seven at night, and dinner in bed at three 
in the morning.) 


THE times for our feeding are growing apace, 
For “‘ society” thusly decrees it ; 
And since ’tis the will of the folk of high race, 
It becomes us to thankfully seize it. 
This changing of food-hours, then, hail with delight, 
All thoughts of its foolishness scorning ; 
Prepare to take luncheon at seven at night, 
And dinner at three in the morning. 


pit boots it that = think it a rule 

eserving severe r ion? 

Who follows not aabioa, of course, is a fool, 
Unworthy all sane men’s attention. 

If society wills it, ’tis only polite 
At once of its wish to take warning, 

And humbly have luncheon at seven at night, 
And dinner at three in the morning. 


Indigestion, mayhap, will attack us, what then? 
So long as the fashion we follow ; 

And the satirist, maybe, will sharpen his pen 
To assail us when food we thus swallow. 


No matter ! 


Society’s rules must be right, 


Our lives they are framed for adorning ; 
So order your luncheon for seven at night, 
And dinner for three in the morning, 


subject of bonding spirits. 
come East to get 


A DEPUTATION of Irish distillers and licensed victuallers have jour- 
neyed from their own country to London just to have an interview with 
Sir Algernon West, Chairman of the Board of Inland Revenue, on the 
Truly it was an Hibernian thing to do, to 
est ! 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


**Ha, you Gops! 
WHY THIs,”—Zimon of Athens, Act LV. Scene 3. 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 


Boom, 




















| that would be sure to impede us dreadfully in a war—ironclad ships 











WuHuy THIS? WHAT, THIs, you Gops? 
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OONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


“CLEARING” THE DECKS FOR ACTION. 


BRITISH TAXPAYER. Hum! Affairs look rather threatening on the 
Continent ; we seem pretty safe to be dragged into a war sooner or 
later. Of 
course we 
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hand or foot Ay 
until the cri- 
sis is actu- |, 
ally upon (Witt 
— Hullo! ||}|!|1| 
Whatabust- | 
ling going 
on! Surely 
war must TO ) YY, ee pases 
have broken ) el ER a NO 
out. Eh? Fouu 
No, that ad 
can’t be it, 
as all the soldiers and sailors are handing in their weapons, and doing 
without any. Ha, Authorities !—how de do? You seem to be quite 
busy. I’mafraid I’ve been maligning you. Might I ask what’s up? 

Tue AvTHORITIES. Ha, ha! It’s our wonderful cunning: don’t you 
notice the excruciating wink in our intelligent eye? We're up to every 
move on the board, we can tell you. D’ye see, there’s a probability of 
war breaking out before long ; so we’re clearing the decks for action— 
getting rid of all the articles that might encumber our fighting men when 
they want all the room they can get—d’ye see? So we've called in all 
those bad cutlasses and bayonets, and then the soldiers and sailors won’t 
have so much to carry. 

B. T. Well, but when you issue the new ones 

Tue A, New ones? No; there’s where our extreme cunning is : don’t 
you see that twinkle in that eye of ours? If we don’t issue new ones 
there will be a lot of advantages; the soldiers won’t be entrapped into 
trying to fight with worthless teols ; meddlesome idiots can’t go testing 
the weapons we’ve issued, and making a fuss; it will reduce the esti- 
mates, and we can send our bad weapons to some other nation which-—— 

Unanimous Chorus of FOREIGN GOVERNMENTS, Canyou? He, he! 
No—we are not Great Britain, thankee ; and don’t buy up the weapons 
rejected by other governments. 

THE A, Don’t pay any attention to those foreign governments— 
they’re sucha simple lot. Upon our word, we often snigger in our 
sleeves when we think of their foolishness and our wisdom, 

B. T. Ah, no doubt. What an awful trampling of hoofs, as if all the 
horses in the United Kingdom were embarking on—— 

THE A. That’s just it; and that’s just an example of the foolishness 
of those foreign governments. Everybody knows what an encumbrance 
a pack of horses are when one wants elbow-room to fight. Well, that 
ridiculous Germany, just at the very moment when she is drifting into a 
war, is actually buying horses wherever she can—positively lumbering 
herself up with impediments of that sort. 'We—(just notice that twinkle 
in our eye—) we are quietly shunting all our English horses on to her, 
and she’s carting them away, if you’ll believe it, as fast as ever she can. 
Shan’t we have a laugh at her when war comes! Ho, ho! 

B. T, But you seem very busy in other departments, 

THE A. Ha, ha! Just notice the cunning in that eye of ours. If you 
want foresight, come to us! There’s a whole lot of lumber about 



































(nasty heavy, cumbersome things), and big guns, and what not. Well, 
we're clearing them all off; and I give you my solemn word that some 
of those other nations are being fools enough to buy the things of us, 
especially guns, and ships, and torpedoes, and such like. Then there 
are the forts: how the deuce can you see an enemy approaching when 
you have a great fort in the way? We think of taking them down, and 
doing away with the arsenals and dockyards—such a saving! Then 
there are the cattle. Suppose Britain were to have all the other Powers 
against her, cutting off her trading vessels and her supplies, and so forth ; 
just think what an impediment to free action all those bullocks and sheep 
would be on this little island! So, ifa war breaks out, we shall in- 
stantly export all our cattle—see? Aven't we cunning? ( They chuckle, 
plat straws in their hair, and dodder, ) 








AN ACCOMMODATING SCAMP,—A canny magistrate advised a young 
man to leave Scotland, as he was unquestionably an incorrigible thief. 
The youth obligingly said he wouid cross the border at once. 
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A Carol of Consolation. 


[According to the County Gentleman, Lord Randolph | 
Churchill will be seated again in the Cabinet before the | 
day of Jubilee is at hand.) 


O, GLoRIOUS news! O, joyful tidings ; | 
Setting hearts aglow with glee ; | 

He who lately suffered chidings, | 
Soon we in the House shall see. 

If you ask whom we allude to, | 
Lo, we answer, and with awe, 

‘¢‘ Randolph, whom some folks were rude to; | 
Randolph with the reckless jaw.” | 

It seems that we shall see R. C, 

Before the day of Jubilee. 


The Cabinet hath missed him sadly, 
For he hath a lively vein ; 
Therefore we opine that gladly 
They will welcome him again, 
Dull indeed are their debatings, 
Minus Randy’s rampant ‘“‘ row,” 
Very comic were his slatings, 
Would that he were with them now : 
But he’ll return—that quaint M.P., 
Before the day of Jubilee. 


This blissful rumour gently eases 
All the sorrow we have known ; 
Soon he’ll rattle off his wheezes 
In his sweet imperious tone. 
His colleagues, fearsome and forsaken, 
At his absence hourly grieve ; 
But Salisbury he’ll soon awaken 
To adopt the strict guz vive. 
Yea, Salisbury will dread R. C, 
Before the day of Jubilee. 


The Jubilee, so much debated 
By the nation, pro and con— 
Will zow make ev’ryone elated, 
Randolph will return anon, a 
The Jubilee with Jubilation 
Everyone will now behold, 
When that lamb of legislation 
Returneth to the Tory fold. 
The fact that we retain R. C, : 
Will glorify the Jubilee, 





A WOMAN has been fined £10 and costs for 
selling what she was pleased to call ‘* whisky ” 
in an illicit manner. The article she vended | 
was naphtha, Any idiotic customer who im- 
bibed her poison was very apt to roll into the | 
gutter afterwards and take a long map tha. 
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‘‘A FELLOW-FEELING MAKES 0S WONDROUS KIND,.”—EZarly-Closing Bard, 
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REAL APPROVAL. 


[A good, kind Bishop suggests that the abolition of the Income Tax would be a 
widely acceptable form of celebrating Her Majesty's Jubilee ] 


Mr, Patrick (an Irish Gentleman),—‘‘Good luck to ’im! He’s 
the roight sarrt, annyway, Sure, if he sucsades in abolishin’ it we 
aht to subscribe to pay /7s tax evvery toime, so we aht !” 
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New Leaves. 


The English Illustrated this month, besides its many interesting 
papers, is fully furnished with very excellent drawings, some of which 
are unfortunately very bad engravings. This is not the case with 
Scribner's, wherein the engraver’s work is about as perfect as the artist’s, 
and where there are also some fine examples of process work.—The 
quarterly vol. (3) of Men and Women contains over a dozen portraits of 
notable people, and notably some are better than others. —Those twin 
publications, 7he Antiguary and Folk Lore provide a table of contents 
with which few could fail to be fascinated.—There is always good 
measure of everything needful in H/ousehold Words, and The Leisure 
Flour. The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's 
Own Paper have each a full budget of the usual average merit.—‘‘ The 
New English Dictionary,” edited by James A. H. Murray, of which we 
have received a specimen sheet, seems promising to be a pes 9d 
exhaustive if not exhausting work,—‘‘ Caesar in Egypt.” The Publis ers 
of this work offer to send us a copy for review ‘‘ if requested.” Fancy ! 
nothing ask, nothing have—as if we were unemployed ! 





A MAN was sent to gaol for ten days with hard labour, lately, for 
obtaining board and lodging under false pretences, He alleged that he 
was an artist, but his critics thought otherwise. This case will weigh 
heavily on the minds of some of our impecunious Academicians, 





Mem. BY A TRAVELLER.—The man at the wheel is a stern operator. 
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‘‘NIGHTCAPS ARE COMING IN!” 
So SAYS A FASHIONABLE AUTHORITY. 


Hooray! J7ve21e NIGHTCAP! 











The Infant Prodigy. 
(See CARTOON.) 

My name is Balfour! On the Irish ills 

My uncle feeds his flock, a frugal swain 

Whose only care is to enforce the law, 

And keep myself, his nevvy, in the swim, 

And so, relinquishing a placid post— 

That is, the Scottish Secretaryship— 

I have been promptly thrust into the gap 


It shall be mine 


Of poor Sir Michael E, Hicks-Beach has made, left— 


Now must I urge a valiant attempt 

To show my mettle, and, in constant fray 
With Ireland’s Home Rule representatives, 
Or Ireland’s agitating multitudes, 

To justify my elevated state. 

Wherefore an’ these, the enemies of law, 
Oppose the mandates of our Government, 


Which the involuntary exodus And slashing, prodding, whacking right and 


As thus—and thus 
I’ll pretty soon ass 


And make the varlets mind their P’s. and Q’s. 
What ho, good uncle! How is that for high? 


—unless I greatly err, 
ert supremacy, 





Price 
to head the countercharge, 


And bring them totheir knees, My trusty sword, | : . 
Albeit ‘tis of wood, can deal hans gone fy TWO CHARMS A Hand In the Clouds 


READY THURSDAY, MARCH 17th. 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 


One Shilling. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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Tue Giose.—THe Hitt Uncig ann tHe Unwrtt Neruew. 


Snowball until such time as Mr, Penley became free of his present 
engagement with the chicken-pox—at any rate, it would have been a 
good deal better for the piece, | am certain. Mr. Penley’s illness is 
doubly unfortunate, Expectation had been raised so high, and the 
mental appetite so whetted by the announcement of an impersonation, 
the comical possibilities of which caused anticipative chuckles to abound 
from the moment of its first announcement, that any substitute was 
bound to appear tame, and perhaps, in the revulsion, obtain something 
less than justice. Mr. C. H. Hawtrey is, however, a tame performer 
at the best ; and Felix Featherstone, in his hands, is certainly not all it 
might be, to say the least of it. 


Excerpt that Mr, W. J. Hill, in a wig which is a veritable ‘*‘ snow- 
ball” itself, is just about as good an Uncle John as can be, and that 
broad enough, there is a distressing air of quietude and a want of ‘‘ go” 
about all the acting. A good deal of this will, no doubt, disappear 
with a few nights’ practice, but I am inclined to think that most of it 
won't. Myeight-year-old remembrance of 7he Snow/a//at the Strand— 
with Messrs, W. H. Vernon and Harry Cox, Misses Ada Swanborough 
and Lottie Venne — is of a highly diverting, cleverly-written, and 
neatly-constructed pisy: and of this my second acquaintance acts only 
“4 a wonder if a good chance for it hasn’t been missed. 
think so. 


BuT we'll hope for the best. 


A NEW one-act piece, by Mr. A. Elwood, called After 
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preceded Zhe Snowball, and proved a very fairly-written comedietta, 
which Messrs, Stewart Dawson, W. Draycott, and W. Lestocq served 
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Tue Gaisty.—Me. BaIry BRinGcs v! 


TEA, 





Tue Gtope.—I fancy it might have been almost as well for the 
management of this house if they had postponed the revival of Zhe 


Miss Fanny Brough plays with a suggestion of humour which is yet not | 


Many Days, | 





to advantage, and in which Miss Blanche Horlock appeared no less 
artificially than usual as the heroine. Crazed, in which Mr. Hill was 
supported by Miss Frances White and Mr. Lestocq, concludes the 


programme, 





Nops AND WINKS.—Mrs. Brown Potter, the American ‘society 
beauty,” whatever that may indicate, has ‘signed ” with the Haymarket 
management to play Anne Sylvester in Man and Wife—another sign of f 
the times.—After the 23rd of April the Drury Lane pantomime will be 
withdrawn ; and a good run too, at nine performances a week. The 
theatre will be closed during Passion Week, and on the 2nd of May the 
Carl Rosa Troupe will take possession and start for six weeks, after that 
the deluge, or rather a Grand Jubilee Grand Opera resuscitation “at 
the old prices.”—The last nights of Hard Hit at the Haymarket are 
announced, and Mr. Warren’s Modern Wives has passed its S5oth per- 
formance at the Royalty.—A new piece by Mr. O’Niell will be produced 
at the Gaiety on the morning of Thursday week (the 31st), the particu- 
larly pleasing Miss H. Lindley sustaining the chief part.—The provinces 
will get A Glimpse of Paradise very shortly. It is Mr. Joseph Dilley’s 
‘‘ Glimpse,” and is upon the Eve of starting a tour under the guardianship 
of Miss Bessie Reid.—Mr. A. C. Calmour, the author of Cupia’s 
Messenger and several other plays, has written what he calls a poetic 
fancy in three acts, entitled Zhe Amber Heart, in which, it is hinted, 
Miss Ellen Terry will appear at the Haymarket one of these afternoons, — 
A *‘contemporary paper” enlarges upon the ‘‘luck” of Mr. Augustus 
Harris in having left Mentone before the earthquakes. Why, thousands 
and thousands of people did the same thing ; and, if it comes to that, 
I myself did a far more wonderful thing—I never went there at all !— 
Mr, Harrington Baily will serve up Zea at the Gaiety one afternoon 
shortly, I am informed.—May and December, the adaptation of 
La Petite Marquise, which Messrs. Sydney Grundy and Joseph Mackay, 
the authors (unable to obtain the Lord Chamberlain’s licence) presented, 
under the title of Ze Novel Reader, at a private invitation performance 
at the Globe, on the 28th of September, 1882, will be given at the 
Criterion, on the afternoon of the 31st inst., under the management of 
Mr. G. Farquhar. The piece has been licensed after some consider- 
able time, the Lord Chamberlain having relented soon after the private 
performance mentioned.—Mr. Burnand has nearly finished the second 
of two farcical comedies, the unfinished one being intended, when 
finished, for the Globe, and the finished one for the Criterion, after the 
departure of Mr, Charles Wyndham.—It is not true, after all (up to 
present advices) that Miss Hawthorne and Miss Eyre have entered into 
partnership. <A/tss-Eyre-erte! Miserere ! N&STOR, 








The Comparative Degree. 


METHUSELAH JONES was a very old man, 

Whose life had exceeded the average span 

By the Wisdom of Ages allotted to men— 

Which everyone knows to be three-score and ten. 

But his father had lived to a hundred and one, 

And quite a young boy thought his eighty-year son ! 

And Methuselah Jones felt a very young lad 

When he parted at last with his very old dad ; 

Which proves the position I wish in this narrative 

To impress on your minds—that Old Age is comparative ! 


Little Polly at four, thinks her brother at ten, 

As old as a great many much bigger men ; 

And he, as could easily have been foretold, 

Thinks his cousin at twenty enormously old. 

In fact, we all think of the sum of our years 

In ways where the difference always appears 

As one that exists at all ages ; and thus 

What seems old to others seems youthful to us. 

Which proves the position I wish in this narrative 

To impress on your minds—that Old Age is comparative ! 





THE charming professional beauty, Mrs. Brown Potter, intends 
becoming a professional actress, and making her début at the Haymarket. 
We hopefully look forward to seeing Mrs. Brown Potter in that good 
old Haymarket farce, Family Yars, sooner or later. By-the-way, 2 
flippant friend rather irreverently calls this lady ‘‘ Mrs, Jam Potter.” 





A SCIENTIFIC Johnnie states that sugar can now be made from tow. 
Chacun a son goitt, but saints preserve us from tow-sugar. May our family 
grocer live long, and continue to supply sound, gritty, silver-sanded 
Demerara, in preference. 





© A CONTEMPORARY announces that ‘*Monaco blue” is becoming 
quite fashionable. It is the washed-out colour that the ruined gambler 
turns just before taking a leaden pill. 
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AN EXCELLENT SYSTEM.—(SEE RECENT REVELATIONS.) 





They have a wonderful way of doing things at the Admiralty. When they want anything, the Lord High Designer (or Requisiti he is 
tells what is wanted to the Lord High First Passer-On ; then the latter repeats it (with a few mistakes) to the Lord High ole ay le pee AK me 
mistakes) to the Contractor. When the Contractor wants to know anything more, the question (with mistakes) goes back through the same line ; and so forth. 





And aftera time the Contractor hands in the article to the Lord High Second Passer-On, and so forth; until it arrives at the Lord High Originator (or whatever 
he is called), when it is found to be something wholly different from the article ordered—say a gun instead of a ship, or a thousand tons of biscuit instead of a torpedo ; 
and then it has to be thrown away, and the order repeated. 
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the Lord High Passer-Oas should be dis- 


And on , i m havi j is income to is blunders. actually suggested that 
e day the tax payer, in rags from having to devote all his income to pay for his u TS. a y sugg Nice thing it would be for 


pensed with, and the Lord High Orig nator positively speak straight to the Contractor! They all fainted—especially the Contractor. 








him ! Why, where would those n ce litle gains, derived from the department paying him more than he asks, go to? 
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THE JUBILEE TUB-RACE; OR, ‘ PADDLING THEIR OWN CANOES.” 
‘*TuBBY OR NOT TUBBY, THAT IS THE QUESTION.” 


Snake 


The bold Prince of Wales fights away, hard as nails, 
For th’ Imperial Institute ; 


'Tis perfectly clear in this Jubilee Year 
And the Bishop, though p’rhaps not the toughest of chaps, 


hat of hobbies there are not a few, 
And each knowing one sighs for his fancy, and tries 
To paddle his own canoe ; 
He won't care a jot if the craft he has got 
Be unsuited for such a race, 
But starts off with a shout, and goes bumping about, 
In his effort to gain first place. 


tees TARE dept se 


For the Church House will follow suit ; 

Then Chamberlain, too, has his object in view, 
And Gladstone as well cuts in ; 

But whoever may lose, let them bump as they choose, 
It is certain they can’t all win. 
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Don’t mind your neighbours as yourself— | Don’t mind your neighbours as yourself— 
That isn’t the thing to do; | That isn’t the thing to do; 
But endeavour your best just to jockey the rest, But endeavour your best just to jockey the rest, 
And paddle your own canoe. | And paddle your own canoe. 
A Cheerful Companion to the 21st. This day a poet died, whom proud 26th, Prince George of Cambridge born, who 
Oalendar, Lord Byron rudely call’d ‘* Bob” gives so well Pe 
Southey ; Thanks for the Army, when its} [| 
MARCH—(SECOND HAL?P.) Recite his ‘‘ Thalaba”’ aloud, toasted ; . , , 
, a : And, probably, you'll find him How brave he is no one will evertell—| § 
oo oa oe — a 7 — . A British F. M. never boasted. | 
He druv all reptoiles out wid moight | 22nd, Great Johann Wolfgang Goethe died | 27th. In thirteen-eighty, on this day, 4 
an’ main ; this day, Reports were all made louder ; 
But, faix, they've plotted since his work Whose ‘‘ Faust” to Irving owes its For some ‘* sreat gun,” historians say, 
ter spile, reatest ‘‘run;” Then introduced gunpowder, 
An’ lots av ‘em have now got back He lov'd his own Mephisto, critics say, 28th. In eighteen-seven was quenched the 
again. And valued most of all things— trade 
CCNY ” ° ° ‘ 
18th, Suez Canal, triumphal op’ning day ; Number One. . o “or bones ag — ; 
San(d)guine Lesseps reliev’d of all | 23rd. This day, in eighteen-twenty-four, “White. i ect to “il ati site 
| his cares, Long left to be a butt for raillery, ea oe 
' Excepting how to make the whole thing Was started an odd picture store, 29th. That noble pile, the Albert Hall, 
pay, Now worth its name of National Gal- This day was open’d grandly ; 
| Yet not let England get too many lery. Its promise large, fulfilment small, 
| shares, 24th. This day died glorious and ‘good Queen The public notes quite an 
! 19th, The day of Louis Dixhuit’s flight ; <he al 3oth. Great Marshal Vauban this day died, 
However high and mighty, What was her special goodness is not Of siege-defence a famous master 5 
; ith sli clear ; ’Twas thought, from places fortified 
The later kings of France, with slight ; — : nougnt, ey 
Exceptions, have been—flighty. | ? - re will a virgin _ ry bless, By him was (Vau)banish’d disaster. 
; ” . | a oe re 31st. This day immortal Haydn born— 
20th. This | Sir Isaac Newton died, 25th. Remember this is Lady Day, German, as to nation ; 
Who lov'd investigation ; _ And all its pretty name implies ; Who, self-taught genius, ‘‘one fine 
He saw a codling fall, and cried — Your landlady expects you'll pay morn,” 
“*Ecod, that’s gravitation !” Her all you owe—in tender sighs. Created ** The Creation.” 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, March 14th.—So many of the Lords are railway kings,” 
that naturally, when Stanley of Preston pressed on his Railway and 
Canal Traffic Bill, great interest was taken in the line of argument and 
the train of his thoughts. The number of sleepers present, too, was 
characteristic of the occasion. Lord Jersey, however, echoed public 
opinion in complaining that this bill does not deal with the wretched 
system of conveying foreign produce at a lower rate than home-grown 
ditto. FUN considers the British farmer and manufacturer liandica 
quite heavily enough with preferential rate and deferential attitude to 
the foreigner. 


Commons.—Soldiers’ night. Nearly every hon. member who speaks | 


Duncan pleads for the barbette that can— 


‘When it’s time for disa ing 
Take a header down below ; 
And when the coast is clearing, 
Or a smaller vessel nearing 
Bob up serenely from below.” 


Sir E, Hamley declared that England’s most recent experience of in- 
vasion dates from the Conquest. How about the Dutch at Tilbury, in 
1667, Sir Edward? But, then, so brave a soldier may be pardoned an 
historical slip, and men who write books can’t be expected to read them. 
Captain Colomb makes a column or so of remarks, Colonel Totten- 
ham condemns Hackneyed pleas of economy, and advocates sweeping 
away of the red tape and quill-driving muddlers. Captain Cotton takes 
up the thread of the debate on behalf of the R.H.A., and at two o’clock 
on a frosty morning the House goes home, 

Tuesday.—Lords solicitous regarding discomforts of lock-ups. So 
many noble lords have been run in lately, subject apparently peculiarly 
important to Upper Chamber. 

Commons.—New Irish Sec. admits to Mr. Lane that attack on police 
being expected at Youghal, the use of firearms had been ordered in their 
defence. If Parnellites so much shocked at method of defence, why 
not use their influence in preventing attack ? 

Henniker Heaton elicits from Postmaster-General that Post Office 
clerkesses at Hampstead are not to receive senseless censure at instiga- 
tion of one of the sisters, or cousins, or aunts, or grandmothers, of some 
St. Martin’s-le-Grandiose official, Smith still busy straining Closure 
just a little too tightly. 

Wednesday. — Inside Commons, Closure debate; outside, genera! 
chorus, ‘* Close your debate !” 

Thursday.—Lord Ashbourne denies paternity of draft Home Rule 
scheme mysteriously found by Daily News’ correspondent. Good many 
drafts about this weather. 

Commons.—Navy Estimates, or *‘ They all love Jack. ’ 

Friday.—Row of Bills, @ /a ballet, advance a stage. ; 

Commons, —Closure—/e premier pas, 


is a gallant ditto. 








PROFESSOR SCHWACKHOFER, of Vienna, considers that beer is 
virtually ‘‘ liquid bread,” as it is extremely nutritious, and not very liable 
to be adulterated. The learned professor has evidently never tasted 
music-hall ‘* malt,” and is totally ignorant of the flavour of British bank- 
holiday ‘* bitter.” 


| 


| 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
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‘¢T WILL NOT BUDGE FOR NO MAN'S PLEASURE, I.”—Romeo and 
Fuliet, Act lll. Scene i. 








Ir seems that Madame Bernhardt has indulged in a fit of hysterics on 
the stage of a Panama theatre, and that a Philistine in the audience 
called out, ‘‘ Geroosalem! Why — a-kicking like a Texas steer!’ 
Sarah, it is said, pulled herself together promptly, flounced out of the 
house with anything but a seraphic expression of countenance, and went 
to bed without saying her prayers. 
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“PROM MY EXAMPLE WARNING TAKE.” 


/ ty 
i Mil 


Lottie ( pensively).—** Ma, ear, I often wonder why there is such 
a scuttling and struggling tetween Jane and Cook to get to the door 
first when Charlie knocks,” 








(Tableau! A month's warning, and 









‘*T think I'll go and see,’ 
“6 al] is over between us.”) 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


J. B.S GREAT SECRET. 
Part L—INTENSE SECRECY. 


Bouii’s MANAGERS. Hist, Mr. Bull! Are we quite alone? 
there isn’t a soul within a mile? Fea Se 6 
. aD 





i 
: 





















shut the door. 
TARIFF I think, ow 
BETRAYAL haps, we 
j Pr abi pa gee converse 
7 in cipher. 
, Is staan OHN BULL. 
i ‘Ses <d-. ‘ y, what’s the 
Meow..... xv{2/3f} matter? Any- 
WF MMi ..s:.. thing of import- 
. ee, ance ? 
a | J. B.'s Man, 
** Importance !” 


Importance is 
} ~©too feeblean ex- 
| ression to qua- 

ify the thing by. 
= It's the most im- 
portant affair, 
and the greatest 
secret in the 
whole world, Hush! Put your ear closer! A British inventor has 
invented an invention by means of which Great Britain, if she purchases 
the secret, will be able to sweep all the other nations off the earth in the 
event of war. We assure you, Mister Bull, it is ‘Ae invention of the 
world. There never was an affair so absolutely necessary to keep secret. 

J. B. (with unpleasant recollections of past experiences.) Ex—and no 
doubt this great secret is to cost me a pretty penny? 

J. B.’s M. Well, of course you must pay well in order to secure your 
pre-eminence ; but, then, just consider the benefits. Er—suppose we 
say you hand us over twenty millions: five millions to secure and work 
this great invention, and fifteen millions to be spent in precautions to 
keep the secret secret. You see, we shall have to pay all those employed 
very large salaries as an inducement not to let the secret out; what’s 
more, we will employ none but deaf, dumb, and blind persons on the 
job; and they shall all be entirely above suspicion, and of the very 

ighest integrity. First of all, we must have the strongest and most 
costly box ever made to keep the plans in ; and then we will require all 
the workmen and officials to take the most terrible oaths—and so forth. 
Not a charce of the secret oozing out, you see, with all those safeguards. 
But ¢he great thing is to spend an unlimited amount of money. 

J. B. Yes, I find it generally is. However, I'll fork out, as I always 
do, if you will really secure the secret to me. nas 


PART II.—WORKING THE PRECAUTIONS. 
BriTisH NEWSPAPER CORRESPONDENT. There seems to be some- 


very im going on at Her Majesty’s wor I fancy the 
public would ins te base something about it. Fist drop in and—— 
ullo! Why, all the doors are gummed up with stamp-edging, and 
the keyholes and cracks are puttied up. Ha !—here’s an official. Would 
you kindly inform me——? em bears 
OFFICIAL. Go away, you bad, inquisitive man! It’s all a most pro- 
found secret, and it would spu.l everything to let the public get an 
inkling of it. Go 
away, or else 
I'll call a police- 
mas. 

MEMBER OF 
PARLIAMENT, 
I beg to ask 
whether, in view 
of the vast 
amount of pub- 
lic money at pre- 
sent being ex- 





tion as to what 
is being done in 
the royal work- 
shops ? 

J]. B.’sM. We 
must ask bp aoe to consider that to give the least information 
touching the most important secret at present in hand wou d be highly 
detrimental to the interests of the nation, ~_ 











Part III.—WHO wourp HAVge THOUGHT IT? 
J. B. Hullo! Why! What’s this which Russia and 
rance, and all the other nations, are parading up and down before my 
nose as if in mockery of me? And what are they all sniggering at ? 

J. B.’s M. Er—well—the fact is, we regret to say that this apparatus 
is the great invention for which, and for the keeping secret of which, 
you handed over the twenty millions. We really cannot conceive how 
it happened that they got hold of all the details, and plans, and specifi- 
cations, and worked the whole thing out while Her Majesty’s Depart- 

were still in the preliminary stages of handing the documents re- 
lating to it, neatly done up with red tape, from one office to another, 
and back again. We're awfully sorry; we took every human precau- 
tion ; we certainly did invite military and naval students of all nations 
to study in our technical schools, and we admit we did show them all 
the plans of the t secret invention, as a kind of compliment; and 
we confess we do habitually wink at the selling of the secret to any 
foreign power that wants it, by the criminal officials whom we so care- 
fully swore to secrecy—and so forth. But surely no friendly power, 
calling itself a gentleman, would take advantage of such marks of confi- 
dence on our part. 

Chorus of FRIENDLY Powers. He, he! Sold again, Mr. Bull! 


= 








To a Bride. 
AN OARSMAN’s EPITHALAMIUM, 


Ou, bright be the day in the scheme of your life, 
On which, with our fair wishes laden, ° 

You change for the serious title of *‘ wife” 
The beautiful title of *‘ maiden.” 

Life’s river glows bright for your husband and you 
(We pray it may never be duller), 

As, ceasing to paddle a single canoe, 
You take the stern seat in a *‘ sculler.” 


But breezes wi// rise, and your husband, perforce, 
Must prove his endurance and muscle ; 

Then, lassie, remember to steer a good course, 
Not placidly gaze at the tussle. 

But guide and sustain him, as you alone can,* 
Repressing the tear and the shudder ; 

For though the hard pulling should fall to the man, 
The woman should be at the rudder. 


Then, skies growing bright, with a smooth-flowing stream, 
While the sun on the meadows still lingers, 
Beneath the green trees you may loiter and dream, 
But still keep the lines in your fingers. 
And then when you reach, in the gathering night, 
That land where we follow to find you, 
’T will calm all your fears to remember how bright 
Is the track you are leaving behind you, 

















my 














t. <a 


JEST AND EARNEST! 


Mr, Prober—Tt’s an odd thing, but I never quite know whether 
Combles is in earnest or not.” 


Mr. Splamsit.—** From that I conclude that he has never asked 
you to lend him a thou’,” 
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A BOAT-RAOCH SYMPHONY, 


‘My Dear NEPHEW,— 
** Enclosed is a cheque for £10, which I think will be sufficient to 

meet all expenditure consequent on your Boat-race visit to town. Of 
course I take it for granted that your visit is made with the full approval 
of your father. I trust that you will be wise as well as merry, and that 
will return to St. Barabbas none the worse for your jaunt. Please 
remember me to the master, Ah! I was 


‘é Your uns 


ectionate Snes, 
‘JOHN GREYSTER. 
‘‘ James Greyster, Esq., St. Barabbas, Cambridge” — 


High Street. ‘* A tenner Ll just square a high old time for the night only. 
I must break it to the guvnor later on, dear boys. I'll just write back.” 
And so he wrote :— 


‘*My DEAR UNCLE,— 

‘‘ Many thanks for your present. I think a day off would do me 
ood, as I am getting rather stale. If I had an hour I had a five 
ours of O’Brien’s comics, yesterday. I trust I have too much self-respect 

to misbehave myself in any way. It would be, indeed, a poor return 
for your kindness. 
** Your affectionate Nephew, 
** JAMES GREYSTER,” 


‘* Neat, but not gaudy,” said Charley Bagster of Emanuel. 


Scott’s.” 
** We'll do the afternoon at the Aquarium.” 
*€ Grub at the Cri.” 
‘* Pay, or Alhambra,” 


* oF x * a * 


**T tell you what,” said Uncle Greyster, as he sat smoking in the 


a Boat-race trip. 
Tavistock, pit of the Strand in the evening, or ‘‘ Robson 
Olympic, Miss Saunders (you don’t know what burlesque is, now-a-days— 
those were the days for burlesques, sir,) then Welsh rabbit and glees at 
Evans’, and then home to bed, Bless you, boys are much quieter now, 
if anything. I don’t consider my ten pounds wasted.” 


The shades of night were falling fast, 
The chappies in the hansoms past. 


The good old day of English sport and pastime was coming toan end, 

Oxford had shown up well in—black eyes. 

Cambridge had shown up well in—black eyes. 

The “* medicals” were all evidently the worse for liquor. 

There had been free fights and four arrests at the Cri, corner. 

The police had already used their staves. 

It was a glorious day of old English sport. 
_ Three young gentlemen were bei techs along to Vine Street Sta- 
tion, There had been a glorious scuffle, and an elderly gentleman had 
by accident been shot into the middle of the road, and y bruised. 

‘The ruffians,” he feebly gasped ; ‘if I can only crawl up to the 
police-court to-morrow, I’ll appear. You, constable, can make a charge 
out against them for assaulting you in the execution of your duty.” 

As the brown paper and vinegar was put on the good old gentleman s 
eye by his thoughtful Leaded. te murmured— 

‘* Young ruffians, medical students or something of that sort, so dif- 
ferent to my nephew James, I’m sure. The ruffians,” 

** Have a drop of brandy-and-water, sir, and try to go to sleep.’ 

“*So different to young James.” 

a i 

‘*Good night, Mrs. Jones; but I’ll be at tbe police-court at tea to- 


morrow sharp,” 


The night charges came on first. 
‘* Boat-race Day, as per usual,” said the clerk to the court; “‘ they'll 
all be doing guys ” (giving false names !) 
ag rison, British Hotel. That your name and address?” 
a 


“Oh, lor!” 
Ves, You—you-—” 

_ The gentleman with the black eye standing in the dock as John Har- 
rison was no other than the good boy aad nephew, Mr. James Greyster. 

One more nephew was squared with a fine. 

_One more uncle went atliy back to the Megatherium, having cut off 
his heir with a shilling, and announced his intention of leaving his for- 
tune to the Middlesex Hospital. 

Hurrah for Boat-race Day ! 





‘*T shall cash this at the A/itre,” said James, as he sauntered down the | 





‘*To think that it’ll be three days before we have that lobster at : 


Megatherium ; ‘‘I never mind a lad sticking to good old British sports | 
and fun. It’s what I like to see. No harm can come to any lad from | 


In my time, sir, we used to run up, stop at the | 
> at the | 








| hear it. We were afraid they would take place a great deal nearer F 








IN yonder proscenium-box 
Sits a damsel with rich golden locks, 
And with charms not fo thoroughly hidden ; 


We'd r tfully hint (if we dare) 

That a girl so delightfully fair 
Should by author and actors be chidden, 
And to patronise plays be forbidden. 


For ’tis certain such beauty as hers 

The hearts of all present bestirs, 
All optics at her are directed, 

All attention is focussed that way ; 

And therefore the players and play 
Are apt to be somewhat neglected— 
Thus Art is by Beauty affected ! 


HOTOH POTOH, 
Tue vicar of St. Mary’s Church, Berwick, remarked to a congregation 
ot Salvationists recently, that it would have taken 10,000 flashing sabres 


and charged bayonets to have kept him from preaching tothem. Of 
course the gallant cleric meant flashing, jflashy, harmless hoop-iron 


weapons of German manufacture. 


One hundred rats were found in a deplorably bosky condition on the 


floor of a cider-cellar, recently—at least, a vers says so, He was 
returning from an execution when he saw inebriated rodents {in 


this state. 


BiG efferts are being made to stamp out the Sunday drinking“clubs in 
Wales, for it ap , notwithstanding the Sunday Closing Act in force 
in the Principality, Tafly still sits on the baby, and wrestles with his 
boots, when he returns to his home on the Sabbath eve. 


PRINCE a Victor of ee oe Oe attached 2 fer ey of 
Rifles, during his visit to Gib. ve are 
in attendance on the boy. They will Sealy we his young 
idea how to shoot on the rock. 








It is officially announced that the autumn manccuvres of the German 
army will take place this in East Prussia and Pomerania. Glad jo] 

































Gy ns ait he 


es © eo 


* ibe 3 
Oe a es ee 


BRS 
e 


z= 
=. 


_ 

_- 
CANIS, Reyer an 
— ~ “ 


Ree Sy SO 
nie ae 
Singtel See, 

= “ 


eee 


rage vane gaa 


= ies bite 
Pog aime: 2 


PED ow, 


leit 
Hs 


wake op 
= -¥ &) wy 
» ee cae 














: ' nr Fa we 
Be een rio ~a Ps soak “i sega 
manne aete 
sf Ti ~ —y Ge tkdasied.ci* pantie eee! 
i et as nae i. a a ty Pa 
pa 0% ae. or : = , 
eee cathe. saleteategee ama 





wy A dae gh 


ok 
a . 


a xs ae. 
Se at. ty su 


See gests. 


ay Uscgs: 0a octal em 4 a - ——_ 
E285 TRS ele le” el ee - nh Mad 


ioe coh aginst 





ie ae 
— << 


ie 
a 



















































































" DE. ME ER, i PEP a I ee 








































































FUN. 





MARCH 23, 1887, 








rURF CUTTINGS. 

To THe Epitoz or * Fon.” 

IR, — Strolling often, to and fro 
among gp who're ‘in the 
know,” and bei as you may 

intellect, 





ee ee 


i 














my ¢ (some time ago, I should 
) when, in my tipping, to 
= attain a result was so 
— absurdly difficult, You'll notice, 
oe as a rule, it’s quite a farce to back 
the favourite ; and when I’m writing 
= any tip, I give the favourite the 
x slip—it is a rule of mine, in fact, 
invariably so to act — but still, a 
person’s far from wise who obstin- 
ately shuts his eyes to what un- 
doubted facts disclose and pose in rows beneath his nose, and somehow 
it ap to me that in the very foremost three events, which racing 
times the favourites aré bound to win! Last week you'll 
recollect, old chap, I gave the Lincoln Handicap (whate’er I wrote, or 
hinted then, you plank your money on Fulmen), and now I'll give you, 
dear old pal, the Boat-race and the National ; and in this case, by date, 
I place the Steeplechase before the Race, 


TIP FOR THE GRAND NATIONAL STEEPLECHASE. 


Tue Hunt is up, the hunt is up, the hurdles on the lea ; 
And many a horse that started fair is getting all at sea; 
And many a h tse that started cool is getting rather warm ; 
And many a horse is showing style, and stamina, and form. 


There’s Frigate sails before the wind, a goodly craft is he ; 
There’s Spahi, too, who clearly thinks the thing’s a Spahi-ree ; 
There’s Why Not and Bellona, too, and also Savoyard ; 

And Ringlet waving in the breeze, and Gamecock trying hard. 


And shall it be the Frigate, then? or Spahi, swift of flight? 

Or Why Not, Ringlet, Savoyard ?—shall Gamecock win the fight ? 

Or shall Bellona take the shiners? Nothing of the sort ! 

But one, with ease, you'll find the cheese—that’s, if you please, Roquefort. 


And now, I think, at once I'll face the chances of the Blue Boys’ Race, 
and place within your mental grip the hereinafter 
BOAT-RACE TIP, 


WHEN day has dawned o’er London town, 
And all the crowd have hurried down 
To Thames’s Barnes or Putney-brink, 








With heaps of things to eat and drink ; 





When horse and carriage, cab and cart, 
And launch and skiff have made a start, 
And crowd and cram the sullen tide, 





| for a night in the regimental doctor’s surgery. 








The bridges, and the bank each side ; 


When (helped by damse's, far from proud) 
‘hie me from the madding crowd ; | 
seated there, we “munch and munch” 
highly-gratifying lunch ; 
the crews will do their most 
To be the first to reach the ; 
’Tis then ’mid cheers and other din, 
The gallant Oxford crew will win. 
I’m sure that tip is straight enough to satisfy the bi 
and bet and ath A sour vile, al as the ‘ bookies 
member it could not be thus, without your friend, 


i conl 


Ie 


est muff, so go 


ou beguile, re- 


ROPHONIUS, 








KNICKNAOKS. 


M. TAINE has been digging up anecdotes in proof of the ‘impulsive and 
electric” nature of Napoleon I, The following is particularly cha- 
racteristic of the petted tyrant’s 
playful way: ‘‘On one occa- 
sion when discussing the terms 
of the Concordat with Volney, 
Bo e gave the senator a 
kick in the stomach which sent 
him to bed for a week.” Yet 
there is very little doubt, as a 
matter of history, that Volney 
felt rather proud than otherwise 
at having been kicked by the 
great man—when he reco- 
vered. Such is human nature 
—sometimes. 


Mr. COMMISSIONER KERR; 
in giving judgment in favour of 
a man who brought an action 
against a hop-farmer, located 
in Loose, advised him not to 
do business in a /oose fashion 
age. By-the-way, Mr. Justice 

awkins hasn’t cracked a 
wheeze for some time. The 
Commissioner’s little joke ought to start him. In a forthcoming murder 
trial we shall really expect something original from the hanging judge, 
such as, ‘‘ Believe me, my learned friend, Iam quite willing to give the 
prisoner sufficient rope.” 





A WOMAN aged 100 years is now an inmate of Sheffield Workhouse. 
This ancient dame, who was present at the Battle of Waterloo, is appa- 
rently hale, though she admits to having been fond of a glass of beer in 
her time, and pleads guilty to the soft impeachment of having been a 
confirmed smoker during the whole of her chequered career. A case- 
hardened old sinner of this calibre must be a positive thorn in the side 
of Dr. Richardson unless he looks on her as one of the exceptions that 
prove “is rule. 


THE omen Saas who was sentenced to two years’ imprisonment 
recently for deliberately putting a rifle-bullet cuivush his left hand, has 
had one year of his sentence remitted. What earthly use is there in im- 
prisoning such a lunatic for a year? Much better to have locked him up 





THE east winds have made the Queen’s knees un 
lost their accustomed spring. The east wind has ad 
this spring. 


, and they’ve 
to answer for 


HER Most Gracious Majesty has gone in for chess, but she won’t let 
the members of her family bet on the game when a bishop is her adver- 
sary—she checks them promptly. 





A SETTLER, who was located near Indian River, U.S.A., had an 
interview with a bear lately, at which both were settled. It appears 
that Bruin, after huggi the man somewhat too affectionately, pro- 
ceeded to make a meal o him, The settler, however, managed to pull 
a pocket-knife out of his pants, with which he punctured Bruin’s 
dia h : The settler had the honour of a funeral, but the bear 

adn’t. Neighbours made up Ais hide into a saczue for the disconsolate 
widow, and it is said to suit and please her immensely. 


One Dr. Dix opines that the theatres, the academies, and the studios 
of New York all help to drag morality isto the mise. ‘* His sympathy 
with art of any kind is not big,” says a critic, ‘‘ but his capacity for eat- 
ing oysters is unbounded.” 
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Mr, Goschen’s Opinion of Himself, 


THE demand for German lithographs is so 
great that theyZare now being sold in Berlin 
by the pound. Sixteen ounces of ‘* Napoleon 
at St. Helena” fetches about one-and-eight- 
pence, but a pound of * Moses in the Bul- 
rushes” can be had for tenpence, 
strides are being made in the dissemination of 


SCRUNCH.—There is one drawing-room 
everybody hates—the dentist’s. 











(PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL,) 


WHEN a Liberal I voted for Tory, 
I’m now on the opposite #* lay,” 

My conscience, that minister's glory, 
Enjoins me to act in this way. 

At first I shall vote with our Sally, 
And do what he asks me to do, 

But soon shall escape from his *‘ alley,” 
To where there's a much wider view. 


At present I feel pretty happy 
(I’m not altogether a fool),. 
But I feel it is quite on the#apis 
That I shall believe in Home Rule, 
My course has been mostly unstable, 
A thing it is hard to amend, 
And so I shall hardly be able 
To not do the same in the end, 





That end will be joining to Gladstone, 
At present it gives me some pain | 
To take for the moment a Rad.’s tone, 
But soon shall come to it again, | 
I think for the present, however, 
I’ll help the Conservative plan, 
But they’ll find when connexion we sever, 
That I’m too all-sided a man, 
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CAPITAL LINE, 





I’'vE BEEN UNDERTAKER AT P&DLINGTON, CLOSE BY CRASHUM 
JUNCTION, FOR A MATTER OF TWENTY YEARS, AND I assuRE You MY Nat Prorits 
ON THE ACCIDENTS HAVE NOT BEEN LESS THAN FIVE THOUSAND Pounps, Sir.” 
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PLEASANT INFORMATION. 
Communicative Traveller.—‘“*I ALWAYS SPEAK UP WELL FOR THIS LIN®, Sir— 
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= To Corrersrownents.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
arrombanied by a stamped and directed envelope 


SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONk THAT KNows NOTHING AsooT IT.) 





" @TeLL MASTER 


. LANDLORD O1 CAN 
P MANAGE 


{we LOT _ X an : | 








*©] ue TENANTS’ Cop.” | 


gaged” couples should advertise their engagements in the 
manner. This would have many advantages, and some dis 
which see below.] 


| IT has gravely been suggested that, as trade is rather dull 

It would be a taking notion to enliven up the lull, 

_ They do it in America, that free and frisky land, 

And ’tis now proposed that when a girl accepts your heart and hand, 


For instance, when you've waited long your passion to declare, 
And when she, whom you adore so, has, with sweet embarrassed air, 
And when you’ve ‘‘asked mamma” (as she, of course, will bid you do), 


’T would be soothing and inspiring in a well-known print or two 


It would serve to make your friends look out for 
It might also cause some friends their wedding-speeches to prepare, 
Then, mayhap, many speeches that at marriage-feasis are made 


And that’s another benefit by which you'd be repaid, 
h 


These advertisements might certainly cause worry, ay, and dread— 
An avalanche of circulars would fall upon your head, 

| You'd have circulars re furniture, and dric-d-brac, in shoals, 

Even cradles would be offered by disinterested souls 


Engaged, but not Engaging. 
{It has been suggested that, as the matrimonial market is dull during Lent, “ en- 


in the American 
vantages, for both of 


In the matrimonial market during Lent, 
If to advertise ‘‘ engagements” couples sent. 
And in other parts abroad it long has raged ; 


You should advertise the fact that you’re ** engaged.” 


And ¢he question of a// questions you have popped, 
Whispered ‘‘ Yes!” and on your manly chest has flopped ; 
And it seems as though your sweet bird you had caged, 


To read that she and you are now “‘ engaged,” 


resents rich and rare 
(And wedding gifts will save you some expense), 


And rehearse them for the date booked some time hence 
Would show sense, and thus much woe waquid be assuaged ; 


If you advertised whenever you're ‘‘e 


For instance, ’twould bring tradesmen on your track ; 


Till each ’s knock would set you on the rack. 


Yea, daily would the tradesmen’s war be waged ; 
Who had read your ‘‘ad.” that said you were “ engaged |!" 
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A Fact,—Extremes meet—wken they go to extremes. 





In no case will they be veturned unless 
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SEEN FROM THE PASSING “BUS.” 
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This is the Old Man, oblivious of all around him, musing sweetly on Gwendoline, 


his early and only 


love. 





~~ = 
= = 
= SOS 
S Se 
- 
; 


r <—S <y 





~ The Wandering Minstrel.—The 
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And this is the war-whoop of tne wayside Butcher io his front. 








(See CARTOON.) 


Has a generous soul ; 
But wherever he’s strolling or h 


And a question is poppe 
Which begins to become rather 
‘* The Institut . plea e. 
The great Jubilee’s, sir, 


If you don’t think gold | 
Give silver or copper, 
\s, you see, I'm the P., sir, of 
Mr. Bull, as is known, 
By his conduct has show 


¥e SH Odseovvease PONGA 
oe @: tains its 
@ reputation 
6 fn the treat 
S nent ‘ 


& 
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if 
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cet 
Invalual le Mi fac ial Ne ural i blas 
proved effective in all those cases in which we 
have prescribed it,’ VWedical Tre 


29,46.and11l- Of all Chemists. 








Same Old Tune, 


Mr. BULL, on the whole, 


urrying, 


He's now constantly stopped, 


d 


worrying. 


il 


For a trifling donation I'll trouble you ; 


roper, 


n 





And this 1s what foilowed. And what came next, gcodness knows! But the Old 


Man received a summons for assault from each of them next day! 





That he’s loyal as well as respectable ; 
But he’s nigh fit to swear 
At that Jubilee air— 

Its persistence is hardly delectable. 


‘* The Institute, please, sir, 

I hope I don’t tease, sir, 
i:xceedingly sorry to trouble you ; 

Your donation, don’t dock it, 

Just turn out your pocket, 
As, you see, I’m the P., sir, of Double UD.” 


NOVV READY. 





PRICE ONE SHILLING 


TWO CHARMS: A HAND IN THE CLOUDS. 


By ARTHUR T. PASK, 


OF FICES—i15; FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead penci 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
mw HE ST. JAMES’S.—The general | 
agen! gratification at the latest revival 
of Lady Clancarty, with Mrs, 
Kendal as the heroine, was very 
satisfactorily expressed on the 
evening it fell to my fortune to 
pay it a visit—there didn't appear 
to be a seat vacant, except mine, 
waiting patiently for me, as I ar- 
rived a little late. They tell me 
this gees on every night with 
praiseworthy regularity. 


I suPPOSE somebody knows by 
this time (if he doesm’t it isn’t for 
the want of telling), that Lady 
Clancarty was first produced at 
the Olympic in 1872, that Miss 
Ada Cavendish played the lady, 
Mr. Henry Neville the Irish gen- 
tleman, and that Mr, G. W. 
Anson thrilled the people of those 

| } — days, and made his first mark as 

Tue Sr, Jamus's.—A Skatcu ov THE ¢* Scum” (;oodman, Lady Betty 
“RestorRaTION” Periop , : oo ae 

Noel was played by Miss Emily 

Fowler—it seems the fate of Lady Betty to have a weak and squeaky | 

voice, I don’t remember who played I’rincess Anne. 


‘ wy 
i 7 Ar 44 


It goes without saying that Mrs. Kendal’s performance is delightful 
and satisfactory at every point; but I suppose I have to say it. She 
looks extremely charming, and her dresses are sumptuous. But that is 
not all by any means—she makes you cry. Mr. Kendal is not all he 
might be, perhaps, as the rollicking Irish party, but his performance is 
a bright and easy one, and his brogue is sufficiently like the real thing 
for those who don’t know the real thing ; but seeing that it’s mesilf that 
was barn on St. Pathrick’s day—Hurroo!—be jabers! I’m not so 
aisily desaved, And then to wilfully waste that drink ! 


I Liked Mr, Mackintosh’s William III., though he has a peculiar way 
of lifting his voice at the end of a sentence, and pronouncing the two 
last syllables on the same note as it were. I don’t think there is any- 
thing particular in Mr. Bedford's ‘‘Scum,” and I’m sure Clancarty 
needn't have prided himself on recognizing him for avillain on the strength 
of hiscountenance. Mrs, Tree's Lady Betty is sprightly and airy enough, 
and Mr. Waring’s Lord Spencer is a characteristically hard performance, 
Mr. Webster makes a more than creditable first appearance as Lord 
Woodstock, and there was no reason whatever for my continually 
thinking of Lord Randolph Churchill. THe scenery and dresses are very 
handsome and interesting. 

Too.e’s —Those who were wiser than I are justified by the event. 
Ruddy George at least does not successfully burlesque Ruddigore, how- 
ever possible burlesque thereon may be in the abstract. I said a good 
burlesque was possible, if the author got on the right tack; he didn’t 


- 


~/ 
—_—— a ? ec. 
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Sr. Jamess.—Dramatic Incupgnt—aw Teise Gantitemwan Wasting a Drink 


get on the right tack, and though the good burlesque is still possible to 
my mind, Auddy Georee isn’t it. 








WHEN I was a rude little boy—or, perhaps it would be quite sufficient 
to write, ‘when I was a little boy,” as that carries the other—it was 
my wont when I desired to exasperate an enemy, to repeat, with a 
derisive accent, every remark he (or even she) made. This seems to be 
the principle, more or less, upon which the author of Ruddy George has 
gone to work, for the bulk of the dialogue consists of lines culled from 
Mr, Gilbert’s various works pointlessly used. There 2s a funny notion 
or two lying about in the piece, I think, and a song of ‘some point, 
comically set by Mr. Reeve, and cleverly sung by Mr. Ward, gained 
laughter, applause, and an encore, and merits particular notice ; but, on 
the whole, the skit, short as it is, is wonderfully dreary. Mr. Percy 
Reeve’s music is good and clever—the overture, in particular, is 


observant and comical, 





Mr. E. D. WARD was very successful in the chief part, and Miss 
Marie Linden piquantly seconded him—she dances so expertly that I 
think I’d rather it wasn’t done in the dark (I don’t count the limelight), 
Mr. Shelton, with a somewhat un-Barrington-like appearance, gave the 
nucleus of a very good imitation. And Miss Thorne was as funny as 
ever—particularly when she danced a hornpipe!! The piece has now 
been promoted to the dignity of a place in the evening bill, “and I 
can’t think why.” By-the-way, there was one line in exceeding bad 
taste which ought to be expunged forthwith. 


hardell vy. Pickwick anda speech preceded, and /ci on parle Francaise 
followed, the burlesque, Mr. Toole appearing with great success in 
each of them, 


Tug OLympic,—Mr. Terry is in his last week at this theatre, and has 
taken down Zhe Churchwarden, 
and put up Jz Chancery, for his 
final performances. The piece was 
played, on the first night of its 
revival, altogether too slowly, and 
the fun hung fire exceedingly, 
although the acting (barring this 
fault), was generally excellent, 
and in particular (that’s Mr. Terry 
himself,) consistently humorous. 
The programme concludes with a 
one-act piece called A/Zy Cousin, 
by Mr. J. J. Hewson, It is con- 
structed on old lines and strained 
in dialogue, but Mr. Terry has a 
congenial part in a retired soap- 
boiler—hence these laughs, 


Nops AND WINKS, — Messrs, 
Hare and Kendal’s lease of the St. 
James’s, it is said, expires in July, 


He 


1888. Mrs. Kendal will have to Ra NON 





leave before the lease is upif she 
means » — at forty, asperafa- THR St. JanEss eg gy ee 
mous declaration—March 13th : Now 

is the fatal day.—It is Za pe a 

which Mr. Burnand is preparing for the Globe, but I think I am right 
in saying that it will have to remain in a back seat until after the pro- 
duction and run (if any) of a play of Mr. Grundy’s, which has next 
turn.—On the 4th, 5th, and 6th of next month the National Physical 
Recreation Society will hold high jinks at Olympia. A two-hundred- 
guinea challenge shield will be struggled for among other things.—In 
aid of the Marston testimonial fund, Mr. Irving will appear at the 
Lyceum as Werner in Byron’s play of that name on the afternoon of 
June Ist ; and the Dramatic Students will give their next performance, 
playing Zhe Patrician’s Daughter, in aid of the same fund. Zxtremes 
se touchent, But, never mind, the more the merrier. — Miss Lydia 
Cowell and Miss Kate Lawler were to have appeared in a four-act 
play, by Mr. James Mortimer, which was to have been produced at 
a matince on the 26th, I may have something to say of this anon.— 
Mr. H. Beerbohm-Tree opens the Comedy after Easter, and hangs up 
The Red Lamp like a doctor, Lady Monkton, Miss Marion Terry, 
Miss R. Phillips, and Messrs. Brookfield, Sugden, and Pateman have 
been engaged to assist him in keeping that sacred lamp burning.— 7/¢ 
Barrister, a farcical comedy, by Messrs. Geo. Manville Fenn and H. 
Darnley, was produced at Leeds on the 19th inst. with complete success. 
—The afternoon production of May and December at the Criterion 1s 
postponed to the 2oth prox.—Miss Grace Huntley is now playing Phillis 
in Dorothy at the Prince of Wales’s, ‘‘ Phillis is my only joy !”—Mr. 
Lestocq and the Rev. W. Cresswell have christened their play /” 
Danger (no connection with 7he Red Lamp).—ZJvy, by Mark Melford, 
will be ‘‘next” at the Royalty.—Herr Meyer Lutz takes his annual 
benefit at the Gaiety on the 18th proximo, NgsTOR. 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


FHE ENGLISH LAKES, 


THOSE English Lakes, so sweet and fair, 
So lovely in their hill and fell ; 

Oh! guard them with the choicest care, 
Fach woody knoll and sloping dell, 


This sweetest spot in all the land, 
Long hallowed by the poet’s song— 

The loving touch of painter’s hand— 
The student, and the joyous throng, 


Why seek to spoil each lovely glade 

That clusters round sweet Ambleside— 
These scenes for peace and quiet made, 
Away from turmoil’s noisy tide ? 


Here, far away from ‘‘ maddening crowd,” 
We loiter by the silvery lake, 

And watch the shadows from the cloud, 
When heathy hills new beauties make, 


We hear the feathered songsters sing, 
No jarring notes to mar the song, 
Or fright her in her caroling, 

As through the air she sweeps along. 


Here still we find the simple cet, 
We meet the rosy village maid, 
Contented with her rustic lot, 

Roam with her lover in the glade. 


This home of all our sweetest dreams 
Of holy peace, away from strife, 

We catch the pure, bright sunlit gleams, 
That gives new gladness to our life, 


This one small plot in all the land 
We ask our rulers aye to guard 
From scheming brain and greedy hand ; 
All good men’s praise be their reward, 


Let no mad scheme destroy the dream, 
Offend the eye, distract the ear— 

With blighting smoke, with engine scream, 
Pollute the shores of Windermere. 


Go lay the rails by hunting field, 

By meadow and by rocky moor, 
This one sweet spot we will not yield, 
But hill and’fell still hold secure, 





“A Christian Family Preferred.” 
(AN OLD “ Lay.”) 


I AM a widder, Mr. Fun, 
As lives by taking in young gents ; 
I got took in myself, though—done 
By one of them advertisements. 


He was a ’cute un, I must say— 
A reg’lar sharp old knowing bird ; 
He offered—oh !—sich lib’ral pay, 
And—‘‘ Christian family preferred.” 


He saw my parlours, said they were 
The very thing, so clean and nice ; 
Engaged to take them then and there, 

And didn’t quibble at the price. 


In fact, he threw me off my guard, 
What with his taking ways and dress ; 

And when he handed me his card 

I felt in luck’s way, I confess. 


When going—er—he only had 

A ten-pound note. Could I give gold 
For it? I did, to find ’twas bad ; 

I saw too late, I had been sold. 


I’ve said he had a taking way, 

He took my watch and chain, you see ; 
I learnt a lesson, though, that day— 

No “Christian family ” for me ! 





MEM. BY AN OLD Maip.—When a hus- 
band’s dogmatical, and a wife’s categorical, 
there’s nothing but worrying and scratching to 
the end of the chapter. 











NO CHOICE. 


Their beauty rare, in décolletée array, 

Plays havoc with beholders it is plain ; 
One feels that like the hero of a play, 

He'd battle to win either of the twain. 
Though which to choose ’twere difficult to say, 


| Two lovely creatures sitting at the play, 
| From separate boxes holding converse sweet, 
Concerning, say, the fashions of the day, 

Or the last Drawing Room and its ¢/ife ; 
We really do not know what ’tis they say, 








_ He'd have to toss which one he’d try to gain, 
Yet, to pursue the subject we are loath— 
Ere one could settle which he’d lose them both. 


Nor do we care, enough now to repeat 
That they are charming, and that all around 
Gaze at those boxes where such beauty’s found. | 








A Saponaceous Item, 


AN astronomer has detected some new spots on the sun. Deary, deary! poor old Sol has 
suffered terribly from spots for several thousands of years; but an eminent skin-doctor asserts 
that if it were possible to send up a packet of the Sunlight Soap to the Great Luminary, 
and he condescended to wash his face with it, his blemishes would disappear like magic. By the 
way, the proprietors of this excellent unctuous substance, believing that cleanliness is next to 
godliness, intend celebrating the Jubilee year by giving away 42,000 to Religious and Benevo- 
lent Institutions. Every card-box of the soap bought will entitle the purchaser to a vote as to 
the particular institution a portion of the money may go to; and, moreover, the veter will be- 
come entitled to one guess in a Money-Prize Competition. Verb, sap-omaceous | 





To Dyspreprics.—A Scotch doctor opines the most digestible meal is—oatmeal. 
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A Soothing Discovery. 
in lecturing 

a ae ge og Institution > 
the ‘‘ Mental Differences between Men and 
Women,” pointed out that the brain of a 
woo an weighed five ounces less than that 
of a man.} 

THOUGH people of late 

Who of Women’s Rights prate, 
Would attempt us poor men to per- 

plex, 

From Romanes, ’twould seem 

It is zof all a dream, 
That, mentally, Man beats the 

sex. 

This scientist calm 

To man gives the palm 
For sound intellectual plans— 

And he said it was plain 

That the feminine brain 
Weighs five ounces less than a man’s, 

















And zow let us hope 
Women won't try to cope 
With us men as to mental affairs, 
But that they'll obey 
Whatever men say, 
') And not give off so many airs, 
Too long have they ruled, 
| ) And poor men they’ve befooled ; 
. } But their tyranny science now bans— 
By making it plain 
That a feminine brain 
Weighs five ounces less than a man’s, 


* - e oe 


(NoTE BY FUN HIMSELF.) 


| These statements, of course 
We cannot endorse, 

For the sex (as it knows) we revere ; 
Yea, always and now, 

To women we bow, 

Ws 4 To our heart they are all of them 


+ i! me dear. 
| lt ‘ | Moreover, though man 
| May preach this all he can ; 
Lovely Woman zwon’t alter her plans, 
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Man Proposes—the Cook Disposes. 


(The Daily Telegraph, referring to an after-dinner speech of Mr. Gladstone's, says 
that ap orator’s eloquence depends on his digestion, aad his digestion on his cook.) 


THE speaker arose with the satisfied air 

Of one who is perfectly well aware 

That his hearers are ready to fall down and adore 
Their favourite eloquent-mouthed orator. 

Hic planted his foot at the angle required, 

Ilis face wore the very expression desired, 

He threw out his chest, he extended his arm, 

And his hearers awaited the words that should charm, 


But why does he stutter and hesitate so, 

With his fingers all twitching, his face all aglow ? 

A husky-breathed ‘‘ Ah!” and a meaningless ** Hum!’ 
’Tis really a very queer ex-or-di-um, 

A faint ‘as it were,” a tame ‘‘ so to speak,” 

Are not very brilliant ; in fact, rather weak ; 

So the speaker explained, in a voice that quite shook, 
His digestion was bad, and he had a new cook. 


At home sits the cook, with a grin on his face, 

And he winks with his eye, and he makes a grimace, 
And he chuckles and crows in a high state of glee ; 
He’s done something funny, ’tis easy to see. 





| shaft, and discovered that a sweep was the cause of the mystery. He 


' perhaps he may be. 


Then he whispers the housemaid, ‘‘ I’ve done it, my dear, 
The gov’nor’s great speech to-day none will hear, 

Our politics do not exactly agree, 

So I’ve spoilt his digestion, Miss Mary, you sce!” 








A Sweeping Mistake, 


ONE night recently a very pleasant ‘‘wake”’ was being observed in 
Glasgow, when a terribly hollow, sepulchral voice in the chimney asked, 
‘*Am I right?” The assembled *‘ mourners” did not wait to answer 
the question, but vanished like startled kangaroos. Once outside, a 
council of war was held ; and it was decided to secure the services of a 
policeman to “lay the ghost.” A gallant constable was found at last, 
who was willing to undertake the grim task. Drawing his truncheon, 
he boldly entered the chamber. An appalling sight met his eyes. The 
shroud covering the body was jet black, the face of the deceased was 
the sombre tone of a negro delineator’s. A dusky mist floated through 
the room, and horrid noises were wafted down the chimney. The 
gallant constable pressed forward to the hearth, poked his head up the 


had been ordered to clean the vent in the rooms adjoining, and, work- 
ing from the roof, had selected the wrong chimney. The officer has not 
been decorated with the Albert medal as yet, but, being Jubilee year, 
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GREAT PERSONAGES AT HOME.—BY OUR OWN INTERVIEWER. 
No. 1.—HERR PERRYWINKLEMEIER. 
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On beiag ushered intu his presence I found him 


studying English. mishap. 


On rising to :eceive me, he met with a slight 


He said he tound the lamp-posts in London On parting, I unfortu- 
very conveniently situated for gettinga light. nately trod upon his toe, 
: which made him raise it 
rather quickly. N.B—lI think he takes something like twenty-sevens in boots. 





— ey 








A PITTSBURG preacher enlivens his sermons by using oil pictures to 
illustrate points in them. It’s done on the old principle of the show- 
man’s patter—‘‘ Now my little dears, ’ere you ’ave Danivel hin the den 
o’ lions.” ‘* Please, sir, which is Danivel and which is the lions?” 
‘“‘That’s quite onmaterial to the subjec’, my little friends, you pays yer 
money, and you takes yer ch’ice.”’ 





THE Arrow Shipbuilding Company of New York are about to con- 
struct a steamer which they state will certainly cross the *‘ herring-pond ” 
in four days, Strikes us the Arrow Company know how to draw the 
long bow. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 
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“*He’s A RANK Weepn.”—Aichard //1,, Act V. Scene 1. 


| might get it at Harrison and Young’s, in the Camberwell Road.” 


| 


APRIL FOOLISHNESS, 


THE near approach of All Fools’ Day reminds your own Poltwattle of 
a little adventure that happened to him when quite a youngster. 

Let me drop the third person, and Peter is himself again ! 

The Poltwattles patronized Paddington at the time I was superlatively 
young and comparatively innocent ; and one morning my elder brother, 
Peregrine, gave me a letter to an old friend of ours in the Coborn Road, 
Bow. It was a nice bright morning, and I started at half-past eight, 
walked along 'the Bayswater Road, Oxford Street, High Street, St. 
Giles’ (New Oxford Street was a rookery then), down Holborn Hill, 
Newgate Street, Cheapside, Cornhill, Leadenhall Street, Aldgate, and 
the Whitechapel Road, through the Mile-End Toll Gate to the road 
rendered celebrated by the late Mrs, Brown, whose lucubrations ap- 
peared in the columns of Fun. 

Here old Hopkins—the man to whom the letter was addressed— 
having read it, gave me another directed to a Mr, Ericson, close by 
where Dalston Junction now stands. 

Mr. E. read it, shook his head, scratched it, said ‘*‘ Wait a moment,” 
and wrote another addressed toa Mr. Mugridge, in the Wandsworth Road, 

I had only threepence when I started, and that modern luxury, the 
penny ’bus, had not been invented, though some one-horse articles were 
running along the Strand, and, as near as I can remember, all fares 
were sixpence; so Shanks’ pony was my only conveyance to the Wands- 
worth Road. 

Mr. Mugridge read the note, and said, ‘‘ We don’t keep it, but you 


He gave methe number on a new envelope, and enclosed the same letter. 

I was getting just a bit footsore by the time I reached the Camber- 
well Road, and there another disappointment awaited me, The shop- 
man at Harrison and Young’s said, ‘*‘ Dear me! we're just out of it; 
but Ernest Simpson and Co., of High Road, Kilburn, have recently had 
a large consignment, I know; so you would be sure to get it there.” 

It was nearly seven when I reached Kilburn, cheered by the thought 
that, at least, it was somewhat homeward. Simpson was out, so was 
the Co., but Mrs. Simpson opened the note, and said, *‘ Oh, what a 
shame! Have you been far?” 

I said, ** Far !—that’s hardly the word. I left Paddington at half- 
past eight this morning, and went to Bow, and——” Well, I told her 
the whole of my tour. 

‘‘Poor boy!” sympathetically said Mrs. Simpson; ‘‘this is the 
letter.’’ And she handed it tome. To my disgust I read :— 

** Send the fool further.— April ist.” 

Mrs. S. gave me a meal, to which I did justice, and I proceeded to 


Paddington. 


* a ” ” + * 

My brother Peregrine’s proboscis bled profusely all that night and 
part of the next day, and at one time it was thought it never would 
leave off. It did eventually, though; so did Peregrine Poltwattle's 
peculiar propensity for practical poison d’ Avrilness, 








Tue sale of cigarettes to minors is to be forbidden in Richmond, 
Va. The manufacturers of brown paper in Richmond intend to cele- 





brate the passing of this wéase by a display of fireworks. 
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TECHNICAL KNOWLEDGE, 


“ SucH @ committee "—(meaning a committee of unbiassed p-rsons as opposed to red-tapers) - ‘‘ would be useless, as lacking in technical knowledge.”"—Stereotyped 
reply of Ministers and Under-Secretaries when asked to allow an independent inquiry into departmental abuses. 
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“Do you know,” whispered the British Taxpayer, humbly, ‘‘I sometimes fancy that ship of mine is not of much use for war ; and that lath and plaster were not 
really sufficently strore materiale to build ber of” ** P ob 1” thundered the Admiralty official. ‘‘It isn’t your business to have an opinion ; all you ve to do is to 
provide the money. You are Lacking in Technical Knowledge. 
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The next moment he advanced to the enemy who was about to take ; coat = * ' . ’ | 
re ; t possession of Great Britain. and explained the position. “ It's all a mistake. It's merely your 

Want of Technical Knowledge which makes you imagine that you have blown up my ship. Technically, I assure you, it is your ship which is blown to some.” The ’ 
enemy Saw it in an instant, and retired crestfallen. Fact is nowhere when compared with Technical! Knowledge. 
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Bold Bad Baron (with a cold in his head)—“*HA-HA! BUT NO BATTER-R-R. 
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“COERCION.” 


Scene from the Grand Trish Melodrama of Crimes Bill; or, The Bloodthirsty Cabinet, 
BINE!” 
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A MOMENT OF REMORSE. 

[But let us hope that what “ they do say” in the papers is not correct. ] 
Tue ADMIRALTY. And now to introduce my yearly vote 

To that poor, simple, unsuspecting ‘oo 





Which fondly grants all I 
do ask of it, 


ADMIRALTY. 


Ah, no, no, no! 
’Tis spent as thus :—A high official takes 
Three thousand, let us say ; his duties are 

To leave his duties to a deputy, 

Who takes another thousand, and deputes 


His duties to another deputy, 
Who takes five hundred, and transfers his duties 


Thinking it doth the realm To an assistant at, we'll say, three hundred ; 
a service! See, now, And this asaistant doth abstain from labour 


How flatteringly mine 
items figure forth, 

So that whoever cons them 
o’er shall mermur :— 

‘**A most approved and 
laudable department ! 

An institution most respon- 
sible, 

Having the public interest 

_at heart!” 

Here goes—and yet—what 
is this inward qualm 

That stays mine hand as I 
would stretch it forth 

To clutch the voted mo- 
ney? Bah !—here goes— 
Now for it! Is this con- 
science that doth drag 

My mental skirts till they 
be well-nigh rent? 

I have it. ‘Tis the Year 
of Jubilee 


Whose hallowed influence doth so beset me. 
Who is this Public, that I hesitate 


To gull him yet again? 
And shrink from—— ? 
I cannot do it, 


Why should I waver, 
Yet again that moral tug ! 
My “ diplomacy,” 


That all these years hath sat so lightly on me, 


Doth weigh me down. 


What is this form I see? 


The poor duped Public, robed in innocence ; 
Its curly locks crowning its childish head ; 
Its dimpled cheek aglow with trustfulness ; 


And both its little hands outstretched and open 





In favour of a clerk at, say, two hundred ; 

Which clerk is furnished with an under-clerk 
Who does his work for eighty pounds per annum, 
Then here’s an item of a thousand pounds 

As bonus for that high official’s nephew—— 


THE Puexic. Some poor, deserving clerk ? 


ADMIRALTY. 


Why, bless you! No, 
Quite unattached to the Department he ; 

But, as he hath no family provision, 

And needs cigars—and so forth. Here’s an item, 
A pension of five hundred pounds per annum 
Paid for that high official s deputy’s 

Third cousin’s maiden aunt. Upon the books 
She figures as a male, the regulations 

Providing for no feminine officials, 

Then here’s an item—seven thousand pounds ; 
This is for making good a trifling blunder : 

The Chief Requirer’s deputy’s assistant 

Ordered two thousand tons of beetle-paste 

In error for an hundredweight of tacks, 

There also is a bonus for the clerks 

Who knew about the blunder, but abstained 
From talking of it, thus avoiding fuss. 

Then here’s a pension for the good official 

Who sold some plans and secrets to the Russians ; 
And bonuses for all his family, 

And others for his cook and chambermaid, 

Then here again But, lo! he heedeth not, 
The Innocent ; but rings the little bells 

That deck his coral, laughing with content ! 

I might have spared myself this drear remorse. 





{lt does, 


I think I will resume mine ancient ways. 
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As in the act of giving! See, its arms 
Stretch towards myself, as though it yearned to pillow 
Its little head on my protecting breast ! 
Is this a tear of penitence—contrition— 
Remorse? It is, I cannot dupe the child ! 
Hence Nepotism—get ye to the winds! 
Away, thou sybaritic pension-thirst, 
Thou greed of unearned bonus! I will cast me, 
Unworthy, at the feet of innocence, 
Make a clean breast of my cupidities, 
And salve my soul! O, pure, confiding Public, 
Behold my estimates ! 
Tue PuBLic, 


Weather Wisdom—or otherwise. : 
AFTER mentioning that the German Emperor William’s birthday | 
opened most auspiciously with bright and glorious sunshine, the S/an- 
dard’s correspondent paradoxically went on to remark that ‘‘ Berlin was, 
however, not destined to enjoy a whole day of ‘ Kaiserwetter,’ as rain 
began falling some hours later.’’ Well, if rain would not operate to 
make Kaiser wetter, and people wetter too, it is difficult to know what 
would, 








IT may L< a satisfaction to many to learn that Father Kelleher, who 
has been committed by Judge Boyd to prison for contempt of court, 
does not feel in the least dejected ; on the contrary, his spirits are quite 
Boyd ep. 


Good Admiralty, 

I would not hurt thee by 
inspecting them, 
Knowing so well that all 
the items there 

Are for my purest benefit. 
The vote 

Is granted. Let us drop | 
the theme and play. | 

See my new coral with its | 
tinkling-bells ; 

And here’s my doll; and 
here 

ADMIRALTY, Oh, grim re- | 
morse, 

Spare me this pang! Sweet | 
child—how shall I frame 

The record of my disin- 
Fenucusness 
o have a meaning for Ais 
baby ear? 

See, little one, I'll read 
between the lines 

Of these my estimates, and 
show you all 

My hidden meaning, 

though it sear my heart ! 

See—twenty thousand pounds for salaries —— 
THe Posuic, 'Tis well—just guerdon of hard-w rking servants 
Who have no ends but mine, 
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NO SUCH LUCA! 
THe Tall Hat going out! Don’t you think it. 
ginning to utilise it ¢4zs way now. 


Why, they’re be- 


























————— 


MARCH 30, 18387. 





—_—_ 





—_—_ 





An Annual Visitor. 
MARCH 21ST. 


Just fancy! And you are the Spring, 

We shouldn’t have thought it, believe us ; 
Has old Winter, indeed, taken wing ? 

Or is this some trick to deceive us ? 
Your manner’s forbidding and cold, 

So no wonder scant welcome was shown you ; 
In fact, if we hadn’t been told, 

By jingo! we shouldn’t have known you, 


You were wont to come decked in light green, 
With blossoms and buds for your trimming ; 
Your air ‘hen was soft and serene, 
And birds in your praise would be hymning. 
But you came in such Winter garb dressed, 
That the birds couldn’t very well own you ; 
Therefore ’tis with sorrow confessed, 
That really we shouldn’t have known you, 





Your temp’rature used to be mild, 
But snow and east wind’s zow your form, dear, 
And you rage in a manner most wild, 
Indulging in many a storm, dear. 
We knew that for March you were booked, 
But though all are prepared to enthrone you, 
If we'd not in the Almanac looked, 
By Jingo! we shouldn’t have known you, 


A LITTLE LATER. 


Ah! now you’ve turned on some sun, 

Which has melted the snow from your clothing ; 
Now the east wind its raging has done, 

We can look on you, Spring, with less loathing, 
Although you're still gusty, friend Spring, 

Now you're brighter, regard will be shown you ; 
But at first you looked such a dull thing 

That, really, we shouldn’t have known you. 


A RUNAWAY couple arrived at Chattanoga, Tenn., one 
night recently in an open carriage, They caught a parson 
as he was leaving his church, showed a licence, and begged 
him to marry them there and then. The cleric agreed, 
ordered the carriage to be wheeled under the nearest 
lamp-post, mounted the box, faced the pair and performed 
the ceremony. Just as he had finished, the gee-gee 
thought fit to move on suddenly, and down came the 











parson on to the bride and bridegroom. Nervously the 
good man clutched at the lady’s straw-coloured locks, 
They gave way, and he rolled into the gutter. When he 
sorted himself together he detected a bald-headed female 
seated weeping in the vehicle; but the bridegroom had 
vanished, He had gone where the woodbine twineth, 
perhaps. Anyhow, he fad gone. And then to make 


matters worse the pastor’s wife appeared on the scene. 
Oh, lor! 


RINT. 











OIRELAND AS SHE 
A FRIENDLY TIP, 


Polite Parnellite. —“ SHURE, YOUR HONOUR! YOU'VE ALWAYS BEEN A KOIND 
FRIND TO ME, YET IT’S ONPOSSIBLE, ONDER THE SARKUMSTANCES, 10 PAY 
SAINTS FORGIV® ME, YER HONOUR! FOR LETTING OUT SO MOUCH ; 
BUT KOINDLY BEAR IN MOIND WHAT A SOIZE YOU ARE IN STATURE, AND 
WHAT A GLORIOUS BIG TARGET YOU’D MAKE FOR THE BHOYS, BEGORRAH !” 











JOBILEE GLHANING, 


_WuaT am I going to do for the Jubilee? ‘That’s my business. 
I'm not going to worry myself about it, anyway. My nieces have been 
collecting. They tell me they’ve even canvassed the dustman, the 
turncock, the postman, and the beadle in the square. 
seventeen and sixpence as yet towards an equestrian statue of the Prince 
Consort. They say every little helps. I suppose that’s the reason why 
they’re always asking for a little something or the other from me. What 
do I subscribe to, as a rule? Well, I’ve left off subscribing to the 


getting one bedridden apple-woman provided for, and reduced relatives 
treated who have poisoned themselves with gin drinking. I’m pretty 
nearly tired of subscribing to anything, I can tell you! Not that I'm 
not loyal enough, don’t you know ; but the fact is, we’ve had our royalty 
served up with too much German prince sauce. That’s about what it is. 
If it had not been for you, Baron Pampernchill and Prince Seidlitz-Beg- 
Coins, I’m certain everyone would have given pretty liberally. 

_All that the Jubilee subscription asking seems to be good for, is to 
Give a pack of cackling women the right to call at people’s houses to 
see how they furnish their drawing-rooms. I know that very well. 
The last woman who came here hadn’t been in the place five minutes 
before she began feeling the curtains to see if they were turned and 
dyed. Subscription gathering is as good as district visiting to your old 
spinster Tabithas, and they can afferd to be cheerful over it, It’s only 





hospitals, because a lot of beggars will never leave me alone about | 


addition to the ether—that is, if too much be taken.” 





district visiting without the tracts and dripping, after all. My niece has 


| actually had the impudence to ask me to give her the money to buy a 


i 


| jacket with so that she may look decent, as she calls it, when she 


goes Jubilee collecting. I told her I’d see her—well, a good deal 


| further first. I'm not going to connive at any foolery of that sort, I can 
They’ve got | 


tell you. Of course we shall have a nice festivity. They'll roast oxen 
whole and have greasy poles, and everybody will get drunk and run in at 
the police stations. That’s what a festival means in England, Bah! 
I say. DioGENES Tubs. 








AN expert says, ‘It must be borne in mind that the alcohol in even 
the best and purest of malt whiskies will ultimately make itself felt in 
This is quite 
too terrible a revelation to some of us. The expert might have kept the 
matter quiet, He's an unkind, cruel man. 





A Lapiks’ Walking Club has been started in New York, the members 
of which pledge themselves to walk a certain distance every day. Each 
member wears a pedometer, and the amount of shopping they do gives 
their husbands and fathers cold creeps when the bills come in. 


* AnoTHER Domestic Irem.—“ Supper’s ready,” said the energetic 
wife, hanging on to her sleeping husband’s ears. “ I’m just waking up to 
that fact,” he groaned. 












wn 


a ae ene 
















on $ a ~ 
* — on + 19 
sa icattenate ms r 


' 







































































ee ee 


oe So 


ce alae agin 








138 HUN. 


MARCH 30, 1887, 








EKNIOKN AOKS, 


Aw e‘der'y man of curiously mouldy appearance was charged the 
other day with having been in a helplessly limp-kneed condition the 
night before. On being ques- 
tioned, he declared that he was 
a geologist searching for the 
gold mountain with his father, 
who was a trusted servant of 
Napoleon the Great. He 
furthermore stated that he came 
from Babylon, and was exceed- 
ingly cold. ‘* Very sorry,” inter- 
rupted the magistrate, ‘‘ but I 
can’t allow you to babble on any 
longer, tempus fugit. Ill send 
you to the workhouse for 
warmth.” ‘‘Shiver my 
timbers, they'll give me a cold 
bath to begin with,” shuddered 
the prisoner. ‘‘Call yerself a 
Christian? Why, the Spannige 
Inquidgishun ain’t in it for tor- 
ture; but I'll write tothe Zimes, 
I will. Ugh!” 











SOMETHING went wrong with 
a concealed rope during a sensational hanging scene in a drama at the 
Fashion Theatre, San Antonio, Texas, recently. The audience highly 
applauded the realistic struggles of the actor who played the part of the 
doomed man, but the stage-manager thought the player’s performance 
a trifle too natural ; and when the half-choked tragedian was cut down, 
the women present were considerably cut-up. 


Two very practical Socialists garrotted a cempanion a few nights 
back, and after having beaten him thorough'y, annexed his gold watch 
and chain. The battered man has suddenly become a convert to the 
doctrine that the rights of property are entitled to a little respect. 


A LApY affords the interesting information that swan-like necks of the 
** Annie Laurie” type are only set off by ‘‘dog-collars,” The sight of 
a swan-like neck encased in a spiky dog-collar would cause any mortal, 
except a poet, to lie him down and D—— heavily. 


AN eminent Professor at the Kharkoff University affirms that in 
Russia indigent madmen are frequently ill-treated, and that only rich 
lunatics can obtain careful treatment. Yet one of the wealthiest 
maniacs in Russia has narrowly escaped very rough, drastic treatment 
lately. 


M, Frémy, a French scientist, has discovered how to make artificial 
rubies that cannot be detected from the real stones. It will be im- 
possible to sell them at the same price as the natural gems, the process 
of manufacture being enormously expensive ; so unless the scientist has 
business capacity enough to start a public company we fail to see how 
he will score. 








AN Inland Revenue officer who visited a supposed bogus club for the 
purpose of securing a conviction against the management for selling ex- 
cisable articles without a licence, admitted having imbibed a number of 
glasses of whisky, sherry, and lager beer in his extreme zeal. Zeal with- 
out knowledge is like fire without light, and to gain the said knowledge 
he mayhap got tight. 


Tue accounts of the hospitals in Paris show a serious deficit. To 
help to meet this the Paris Town Council have voted that the patients 
shall fast every 7uesday. Cheery news for the cheap undertakers in the 
capMal, ‘** It is an ill wind that blows nobody good,” 


GRACIOUS ! how ruddigory murderers ave on the increase, Mr, 
Berry, the hangman, must be making quite a nice little fortune, though 
we believe the *‘ perks,” etc., attached to his useful office are not what 
they were in the ‘‘good old times.” In Servia, it seems, the ancient 
custom of bribing the executioner to ‘‘ remove” his victim easily is still 
in vogue. The mode of ‘‘removal” is somewhat curious; the con- 
demned rag Be tightly chained toa post, and the executioner creeps 
- stealthily behind the doomed one, and shoots him through the back. 
Whether the first shot is fatal, or not, entirely depends upon the number 
of ** pieces” presented by the friends of the culprit to the functienary ; 
but a traveller states that a certain jovial, burly executioner has been 
known to give the coup de grace to an old friend of impecunious con- 
nections gratis. Good, kind, benevolent man! Probably he is not 
a thoroughbred Servian, though, 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, March 21st.—Lord Stanley of Alderley pleads earnestly 
that Jubilee ought to be celebrated mercifully in India by the release of 
other prisoners than those sentenced to “‘lifers,” but Lord Cross declines 
to accede. In the game of ** oughts” and ** Crosses,” Cross wins ; and 
while large offenders are let at large, small ditto are condemned to sing 
small in despair of their hoped-for Stanley-Alderley-Jubilee. 

Commons.—Matthews refuses Algy Borthwick a Burglar Coercion 
Bill—another injustice to England. Ireland monopolises all our legis- 
lation, for shortly afterwards Balfour announces intention of bringing in 
Bill to deal with the same sort of gentlemen in Kerry and other places, 
Morley gives notice of amendment. The soul of ex-Chief Sec. hungers 
for a table round ; and, since Harty and Joe won’t admit him to theirs, 
he decides to join ‘‘ hands all round” with Parnell, Headed by Labby, 
and flanked by Conybeare, the “‘ parthy” prepare for a high old time 
of it, the order of the day, or rather night, being, ‘‘ We won't go home 
till morning, or possibly to-morrow afternoon.” House sits as tenaciously 
as a brooding hen, only with much less effect, and a deal more “‘cluck- 
ing.” Monotony, however, occasionally varied by Dr. Tanner declaring 
some right hon. member drunk, charging Government with incitement 
to murder or assassination, or crossing floor to shy books at King 
Harman. What a good time seems to be coming! Amid all it was 
satisfactory to learn from Mr. Courtney that it is not in order for one 
hon. member to threaten ancther ditto with ‘‘two lovely black eyes.” 
J. O'Connor repudiates having said anything of the kind. House laughs 
a kind of Oui s’excuse, s accuse. 

Tuesday.—Lords catch the ‘‘long sitting contagion,” and actually 
discuss Church Patronage and Father Kelleher for nearly two-and-a-half 
hours. 

Commons.—The very latest edition of Irish brimstone and treacle. 
As usual, the brimstone first ; but then, as Balfour asks Morley, and as 
Finlay and other Liberal Unionists echo, ‘‘ Who is to blame—the doctor 
who administers the remedy, or the agitator who spreads the disease ?” 

Wednesday.—House still tussling over Smith’s motion to give pre- 
cedence to brimstone. Milvain declares League illegal, and scores off 
Harrington, who is moved to virtuous indignation by the member for 
Durham City’s plain speaking. 
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Thursday, Lords.—Onslow reports that Government has its eye on 
those bores the Boers, and any filibustering designs will be fully ‘‘ bust.” 

Commons.—Mr, Parnell’s lieutenant (once the Grand Old Man) 
opposes the Brimstone Bill. Chamberlain makes dead set at his former 
leader, and ‘* Rory O’Morley” Joe, fresh from royal presence at Brum., 
declares that true Liberalism is the greatest enemy of lawlessness. 

Friday.—Lords busy devising scheme to amend levying of tithes ; 
best amendment possible to end same altogether. 

Commons. —‘' The Smith,” mighty man as he is, vainly endeavours to 
make Brimstone jog along more quickly, and the House not too tolerant 
of the good big boy who is so alert to bring the rude Labbys and others 
to notice of the birch-armed head-master. Morley’s amendmentdefeated. 


Men and Things. 


PUBLICANS do not like to have their rights assailed. To this they 
offer a stout resistance. 

Billiard players hate to get argled ; like others, they do not like to be 
got into a corner. 

The proprietors of pirate busses never succeed in inspiring confidence. 
They are always regarded as ‘‘ rank ” impostors. 

A rate collector's isa most arduous occupation; it is so ‘‘taxing.” 
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| WAYS AND MFANS. 


Mrs, Wallspill.—‘* Even the dress she went to Court in last year is 
not yet paid for. Madame Fichu herself told me so only yesterday.” 
Miss Mumstay.—‘‘ Oh, my dear, that is Madame Fichu’s well- 
known way of reminding her other Customers of their little Out- 
standing Bills,” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL KEEPS HIS EYE ON LORD 
RANDOLPH. | 
Hotel de Paris, Tunis. 


WHEN you directed me, Sir, in that terse but characteristic manner 
which is so becoming to you, to keep my eye on Lord Randolph, you 
probably only realized to a very partial extent what keeping one’s eye 
on this volatile and versatile young statesman really meant. _ 

J, however, am beginning to realize very fully what the optical opera- 
tion in question implies ; and nothing but a stern sense of my duty as a 
veteran ‘* Extra-Special” who, the more he is in Fun is only the more 
terribly in earnest, has enabled me to carry out your bidding. 

As I informed you by a previous ‘‘ wire,” his Lordship succeeded in 
giving me the slip at starting, and, to be quite candid with you, it was 
only yesterday, after an exciting stern chase through Europe, that I ran 
him to earth—for there is much more of the ‘‘ Fox” than the “‘ Pitt 
about him, let me tell you—in the Hotel de Paris, Tunis. ; 

Feeling that something must be done without delay to prevent his 
Lordship giving me the slip again, I proceeded to carry out the details 
of a ** Plan of Campaign”’ I had arranged em rouée ; and so ingeniously 
did I set to work, that ere the sun set I had not only obtained a tem- 
porary appointment as waiter in the Hotel de Paris, but, still better, I 
had been authorized by the landlord to devote myself specially—he little 
thought, by-the-way, that I should devote myself ‘‘ extra-specially ~ too 
—to the service of the English milor and his friend. 

For the last four-and-twenty hours, therefore, I have been keeping 
my eye—of course at your expense,* Sir—on his Lordship, and already 
I have ascertained several details which I feel sure will interest you. 

[By-the-way, Sir (just to show you that I can make quips even in this 
arid waste), you may take it from me that when a man greets your last 
remark with the ejaculation, ‘‘ Capital !” he means to suggest that what 
you have told him is a matter of ‘‘ interest.”’] . 

Well then, first of all, it will interest Lord Randolph slate colleagues 
to hear that he has not only brought to Africa with him three large bales 
of blue-books dealing with the national finance accounts, and a complete 
set of the Estimates since 1801, but that he is also accompanied bya 
mysterious stranger who, I have already discovered, is in reality not the 
courier he pretends to be, but a well-known City accountant in re pee’ 

I thought as much when I picked up a pocket-handkerchief wit 
“*Q. B. and Co.” marked in the corner, but I resolved to make sure. 

Late last night, therefore, I suddenly entered Lord Randolph's —_ 
and, as I anticipated, not only found the light still burning, but hear = 
mysterious stranger’s voice remarking severely, ‘‘ Once more, my Lord, 
let me say that the fundamental truths of book-keeping by double anay 
cannot be trifled with even by an ex-Chancellor of the Exchequer a” 

When I hurriedly explained that I had left my corkscrew on the table, 
I noted that Lord Randolph, looking pale but resolute, and all over 
ink, was engaged in grimly posting the items of a hypothetical account 





* I tell you this to prepare you, Sir, for my bill of “exes.” At this hotel it costs a 
lot per diem to keep even one eye, I can tell you.—Y.E.-S.R 








in a make-believe ledger, whilst the mysterious stranger was dictating 


entries from a Book-keeping Manual he held open in his hands, 
I had seen enough, Sir, 


any avail, his predecessor at the Treasury will return 
House of Commons a finished book-keeper by double entry ! 


I will only add that his Lordship subsequently wrote out a score or fr. 
so of Parliamentary ‘‘ Questions,” regular ** teasers,’’ which I posted in RY 


time for the English mail, addressed in a back-hand to ——, Esq., 
House of Commons, London. 








Proverbs, 


Your environments submit to a careful circumspection 
Ere you quit the /erra firma in a vertical direction, 
(Look before you leap.) 


A futile superfluity of culinary aid 
Destroys nutritious liquid from osseous tissues made, 
(Too many cooks spoil the broth.) 


Dessicated herbage submit to perturbation, 
The while the solar orb affords illumination, 
(Make hay while the sun shines.) 


Inhabitants of domiciles of vitreous formation 
With lapidary fragments should never make jactation, 
(Those who live in glass houses should not throw stones.) 


The sum and total of your downy offspring 
Of gallinaceous bipeds, don’t engage 
Yet to enumerate, till they have fractured 
The epidermis of their embryo stage. 
(Don’t count your chickens before they are hatched.) 


It is not wise your unctuous taper light 
At both its terminations to ignite, 
(It is not well to burn your candle at both encs.) 




















AN UNINTENTIONAL JOKE. 


Old Lady.—‘‘ Go away, Boy; if you pester me any more about a 
Copper, Vil speak to a Policeman.” 
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to confirm my suspicions, and it may interest 
Mr. Goschen to know that if protracted and ink-permeated study are of 
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“COME, GENTLE SPRING! ETHEREAL MILDNESS, COME!” 
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He was a port, bat the state of the weather ‘' Here's my very nectar of inspiration (best Scotch) ‘There's no getting warm, even in bed, witha supply of hot- 
strongiy disturbed him frozen!” water pipes, and stoves, and warming-pans 
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“Block up the windows with mattresses and ‘Isn't it! What the dickens is the meaning “What anassI am! Of course, this is the first balmy breath 
“you cant keep the N.N.E. out! It can't be of it all?” of SPRING!” 
worse outside |” 
cc ee ™ 3 e 
COBRCIOWN.?”? And though she hates him overmuch, A WISE law has been promulgated in France 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


Ere now, alas! full many times 

We've had to tell of Irish crimes, 

And show—by pictures, prose, or rhymes— 
Repressive measures ; 

For those who yearn for Erin’s peace 

Can most assuredly ne’er cease 

To ponder aught that may increase 
Her pains or pleasures, 


We find her struggling hard to-day, 
Objecting toutly to obe *"y 
A man imperious, whose sway 

She has no mind to; orl 
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And to her sense his very touch under which tradesmen convicted of selling adul- 

Is horrid, yet release his clutch ‘erated butter are liable, not only to heavy fine 
He’s not inclined to, and imprisonment, but are compelled to e> = 

a the judgment against them in prominent let te 
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There is no Saying 5 , set,’’ will be treated in the same manner. 

But if we say that Erin’s fate . 


Will cause a lot of fierce debate 
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Are we betraying. TWO CHARMS: A Hand in the Clouds. 


Iy iz karacteri tik of sum men that thay kan By ARTHUR T. PASK. 
3 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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PURE AND Cocoa 
vibe See that you get it! 
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A QUESTION OF THE HOUR.—SHOULD A MAN OPEN HIS WIFE'S LETTERS? 








VOL, XLV,—-NO, 1143: 
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OOLE’S.—Excuse my mentioning 
it again, but Ruddy George ha 
been placed in the evening 
here, for the delectation of early 
comers (who have no means of 
escape), I present you with a 
valuable line ving of (more 
rr le i > ae 
( engaging) in t clever 
specimen of the (lime) “‘light 
fantastic ” of hers. 


Tue Gaiety (Morninz).— The 
Great Felicidad, a strong play 
Mr. H. M. Paull, strongly ’ 
made a marked impression on a 
matinée audience. It is a clever 
and bold piece (though I should 
be sorry to pledge my credit alto- 
gether on its likelihood of being 
successful), setting forth how two 
couples have got mixed in their 

Toowr’s—Tue Front Rose oy tux =‘™atrimonial affairs; a “* good’ 

Baier. man and woman having married 
a bad woman and man respec- 
tively; the matter being further complicated by each man and 
woman being in love with the other’s hacen or wite, as the case may 
be; and further still by the wicked, wicked devotion of a determined 
and astute young man of sharping tendencies, to the “good” wife. In 
a generally selfish and low-toned atmosphere, with something of a 
suggestion of Fim the Penman about, the play proceeds through a series 
of diamond-cut-diamond incidents connected with a swindling mine, to 
a climax, wherein the bad couple elope together, and the curtain 
descends, leaving the “‘ good” couple with every prospect of being 
happily united after the beneficent intervention of Sir James Hannen. 





THe piece is worked out with strong dramatic effect, and was un- 
doubtedly interesting to the large audience assembled. Miss Roselle’s 
acting almost reconciled one to the rather weak-minded heroine, and 
Mr. Dacre did very well as the “‘good” husband, Mr, Brandon 
Thomas gave us probably the best thing he has done yet ; he acted with 
splendid firmness and force, “‘ never giving a chance,” as cricketers say, 
and such was the power of his impersonation, that he compelled respect 
even while playing a strongly impassioned scene with an eye-glass in his 
eye! Mr, Macklin and Miss Cissy Grahame played the wicked couple 
a ;"and Mr, Eric Lewis was very welcome in a fresh little bit of 
character, 





THe Orexa Comiqua,—Mashs and Faces is the best ‘‘ deal” Miss 
Vaughan’s Company have made up to now. With all due respect to the 
old comedies—and may difference of opinion, as to how much is due, 
never part taxpayers—there seems 
to be a pretty wide-spread convic- 
tion that we have had almost 
enough of them lately. This 
revival is very handsomely embel- 
lished, too, both with dresses 
and scenery, and on those points 
would probably hold its own with 
the Haymarket production of a 
while ago, Miss Vaughan brings 
her wonted grace, refinement, and 
tendency to burst into dance, on 
the least (or no) provocation, to 
bear upon the character of the 
delightful Peg, with an extremely 
pleasing and enjoyable result in 
itself, but with not much sugges- 
tion of the real Woffington. 
Neither Mr. Fernandez, Mr. 
Forbes Robertson, nor Mr, Lionel 
Brough are altogether satisfac- 
tory esentatives of Triplet, 
P er, and Cibber respec- 
tively—although the first and last 
named give some sound acting. , 
Miss Julia Gwynne, though per- que Garery.—Divorce—tue Great 
haps not over powerful, is pro- ¢ Fauscipap. 
bably nearest the mark; her 
Mabel Vane is invested with a good deal of pleasant attractiveness. 








The revival, which is announced to be played until further notice, is 
apparently in for a lengthy run. 





Tue" HAYMARKET.— Whether or no Mrs, James Brown-Potter really 
has the desire, which has been attributed to her, to act as an American 
elevator to our stage and its surroundings, she certainly applies the 
elevating process to her eyes with untiring assiduity. I mention this 
ae Oy the start-off, as it is the most striking point in her perform- 
ance. way her pupils are constantly disappearing beneath her 
upper eyelids, leaving nothing visible but gleaming whiteness, is extremely 
disconcerting till you get accustomed to it—when it remains unpleasant. 
As soon as you are .~ to — this 2 _——_ bod nigh you observe 
the performance to ra waggley- “pressure. A 
voice in the passage at the inn, for instance, startles this Anne 
Sylvester into gasping-voiced terror, roughened hair, and a dash for 
concealment in three marionette movements. 


MARIONETT£ movements abound, in fact ; the action is all more or less 
of a “*jointy” and deliberate character, though I can’t say that I thought 
any of it actually inappropriate. The lady has been thoroughly drilled 
(as we know)—and shows it. Better such drilling, however, than the un- 
tamed amateur left to its own resources, Mrs, James Brown-Potter 
shows herself an apt pupil, and if she has any real histrionic ability, 
those hints and instructions will be very valuable to her by the time she 
is able to express it, when they will have mellowed with use and 
assumed an air of spontaneity. Mrs. James Brown-Potter has many ad- 
vantages: her face is pretty, refined, and expressive, she is “‘ slimmer” 
than we had been led to expect (but as to that, they say unlimited re- 
hearsals have had a fining-down effect), has a good figure, a good pre- 
sence, and wears at least one very pretty costume. Her performance 
was not unpleasing, on the whole, though quite unconvincing, and she 
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Tue Gaiety —Fancy SKETCH—TuHe Great Fevice-Dap. 


ed a fall at the end of the third act as though to the manner 
born. I noticed nothing particular about her voice (though she appeared 
to speak with a suspicion of a continental accent rather than an American 
one); but one gentleman told me it was ‘‘ harsh,” and another that it 
was ‘‘ musical.” So, capa. my each of my readers will kindly judge this 
point for themselves ; her gait is scarcely the poetry—or, perhaps I should 
say the Pottery—of motion, There are many better amateur actresses 
than Mrs, James Brown-Potter—and many worse professional ones. 





I pon’T call the play an altogether happy selection. In spite of its 
exceptional dramatic deftness it is not, for many reasons, the sort of 
= to hit the popular taste. An excellent cast gives it every chance, 

owever, Mr. Willard gives another fine taste of his quality as 
Geoffrey Delamayn. Mr. Collette makes a very popular and amusing 
Bishopriggs, and the Png is really played with a whimsical sense of 
humour, if too near the border-line of burlesque. Mr. H. Kemble is 
most successful in the portrayal of the lighter side of the character of Sir 
Patrick Lundie. And Mr, H. Herbert, Miss H. Lindley, and Miss 
Hewitt are of distinct value in the cast. The ‘‘Summer-house” at 
Windygates would make an excellent circus. 


THe OLympPic,—Miss Grace Hawthorne has changed her matindée 
programme, substituting the depressing Frou-Frou for the depressing 
Camille, Miss Hawthorne plays the heroine of the piece probably “‘ for 
all it is worth,” and pleased me quite as much as anyone I have seen in 
the part. She often talks too List, and never makes you altogether 
sympathise with Gilberte (but who could ?), and in common with one or 





two of her company, gets very noisy sometimes; but she wears just 
some of the loveliest dresses you ean think of, NESTOR. 
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Oircumstances alter Cases, 
(By Our SPpEciaL Dreamer.) 


[A daily paper asks what would be the result if the parliamentary 
itnation were altered, and Ministers were d t f 
Sesto ; ependent for place on the 
My “‘daily ” dropped from out my hand, 
A drowsiness came o’er me creeping, 
And I was quickly in the land 
Of Nod—in other words, was sleeping. 
And as I slept, all things did seem 
To be turned really topsy-turvy ; 
And Fortune had, in my strange dream, 
Our Tory Government disservi, 


For now Lord Salisbury’s long-drawn face 
Told how he knew his ed position, 
That he, to keep his much-loved “‘ place,’ 
Must ask the Nationalists’ permission, — 
Dissentient Liberals were nz/, 
And must be treated quite ‘‘ according.” 
The League! All bowed before its will, 
Its worth none tired now of belauding. 


Parnell was now the Tory pet, 
And as for Dillon, all adored him ; 
If Ministers could only get 
Sexton to speak, how they encored him ! 
The League had but to give command, 
The deference was quite effusive, 
And Ministers were sweet and bland 
Where lately they had been abusive. 


One thing—one only—raised their bile, 
One thing alone was their aversion— 
The plan to rule the Sister Isle 
By that detestable coercion. 
At those who favoured this base scheme 
Indignant Tory speakers thundered 
So loudly, that from out my dream 
I woke, and at its strangeness wondered, 





“No more on that (Postage) Head.” 


IT seems, from articles in the leading papers, that the | 
mania for forming stamp collections is greater than ever, and 
that stamp forgeries are terribly on the increase. Mr. J. 
W. Palmer, ‘‘the greatest stamp dealer in the world,’’ who 
managed to get a clause passed in the Post Office Protection 
Act empowering the prosecution of forgers of foreign as well 
as English stamps, complains that, in spite of the Act hav- 
ing been law for over two years, he cannot get the Post Office 
to ‘*take the matter up.” We should think what is wanted 
is ‘to take the forgers up.” If this were done, there would 
be a stamp-ede of the forgers, and stamp forgeries would soon 
be stamped out, 





A STRONG-MINDED woman owns and bosses one __ the 
largest tobacco factories in New York. Shesits aloft, keeps 
a bird’s-eye view on the show, and “‘ pipes all hands up” first 
thing in the morning. She’s the sort of female to admire— 
from a distance, 



























A POLICE ANALYST. 


Country Constable.—‘‘ AH! I'VE BEEN A-WATCHIN’ FUR YER A MANY 
SUNDAY AFTERNOONS, MATILDA GRUBBINS; AND AT LAST I HEV CATCH 
YOU A-FETCHIN’ BEER AFTER CLOSIN’ TIME,” 

Matilda Grubbins.—“* PLEASE, SiR, 1 GOT THE BEER AFORE THE ’OUSE 
SHET; BUT IT’S THET DREFFUL DILOOTED, AS FEYTHER SENT ME TO 
ASK ’EM TO CHANGE IT; AND PLEASE, SIR, THEY WON'T!” 

C. C.—‘‘ DREFFUL DILOOTED, IS IT? ’UM, THIS ERE’S A SERIOUS 
CHARGE! You’D BETTER "AND THE BEER OVER TO ME, MY LITTLE 
Lass, AND GO AND TELL YOUR FEYTHER AS Mr. WILKINS, THE P’LERCE- 
MAN, IS A HANYLIZIN’ HOF IT VERY CAREFUL FUR 'IM.” 

[ Disappears round the corner with the jug. 








EASTHR EGGING. 
EASTERTIDE, indeed ! 
want anything of the sort. 


compounds of dirty flour, spoilt sugar, grit, and mixed spice. 


Eastertide ! Now I wonder who can possibly | 
You might just as well expect me to say I | 


relish hot cross buns. What are they, I should like to le | 
ancy | 


| 

| I remember good Lord Elcho, as a grey-coated sort of make-believe 
| Hielander, like a figure from a snuff shop dipped in oatmeal. Those 
were the days when the manly volunteers used to shoot off their ram- 
rods until it got quite monotonous. That’s an advantage, the breech- 
loaders ing in, anyhow. As to Easter sports—what do = call 
that are 





I see myself gnawing away at a bun, and pretending that I like old 
customs, Like old eeabdans, indeed ; why, I positively hate’em. And 
as to Easter Monday, do you think I’m the sort of man who can amuse 
himself by throwing sticks at cocoa-nuts? I’m a little too old for 
roundabouts, I own, and have no relish for gi ead. Last Easter 
Monday I watched the people by Kew Gardens, All the men were 
walking with their arms round the women’s necks. All the servants 
out for a holiday had their heads streaming with pomatum.  Kiss-in- 
the-ring and drinking beer by the quart, that’s all there is in Eastertide 
—so far, at least, as I can see. Bah! I positively hate it all. 
en as to volunteer reviews. I remember twenty-five ago, 
when I first went volunteering, “‘ Who shot the dog?” the little street 
brutes used to yell after you. However, we've all got so peace-at-any- 
om now-a-days, that no one’s got any courage to shoot even a dog. 
't I remember Lord Ranelagh, all gallop and cock’s feathers. Dont 








sport, I should like to know? Do you call it riding donkeys 
only fit to be sent into Italian restaurants to be made up into cheap 
entrées? Have you ever been on Hampstead Heath at Easter time? 
Go and see them enjoying themselves, and return home and die. As to 
Clapham Common, it’s really too awful to think upon. Some people 
go to Brighton for Easter. Do they? Well let ‘em, as far as I’m con- 
cerned, I never would. I’m fond of Brighton enough, but I don’t 
want to see it desecrated by crowds of wees sitting with their backs 
to boats, wolfing down ham sandwiches an inch thick. Bah! 


Diocengs Tuses. 
———— 


A NATIONAL schoolmaster, who gave a nine-year-old child eighteen 
severe strokes with a birch for talking, has been fined £2. Thirty-six 
lashes with an old-fashioned ‘‘cat” would have been a more fitting 
punishment for his atrocious offence. 
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THE FIRESIDE CRITIC. 




















He belonged to a certain class of intelligent Britons. He sat comfortably by his fire in England, and said—‘“' Coercion Bill, indeed! Too bad! What do we want to 
coerce the poor Irish for? Tut, tut!” 





SO a ae 


Then he had, quite unexpectedly, to go over to Ireland. The steward, in ing, told him awful tales about the disturbed state of the “Good ous |” 
said that intelligent Briton." Why don't the Government put down thisflawlessness 1” one a 





in safety?” he remarked. ‘I protest against being subjected to such inconvenience! What's the 
Government about ! y don't they pass an Act coercing-——? Ahem !—no, not exactly thas of coures. Ah !|—good day.” ¥ 
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THE TORY EGG. 


AN EASTER OFFERING TO 
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THH MISONDHRSTHOOD MIMBER, 


We were disturbed from our occupations by the sound of a great 
tumult. The noisejwas.as yet distant, but it filled the air like a storm. 
nat We oped the casement 
and looked forth; and 
from the direction of the 
Houses of Parliament 
surged onward a sea of 
humanity roaring with wild 
enthusiasm, ey came 
on, and in their midst car- 
ried an arm-chair above 
the throng, and crowned 
with laurels was the ob- 
ject of their enthusiasm. 
He was tearing his hair 
out by handfuls, and ut- 
tering shrieks of resent- 
ment and despair. The 
louder the admiring orowd 
shouted, the more wildly 
he wrung his hands and 
glared. Suddenly, as the 
arm-chair passed the FuN 
Office, he made a super- 
human springs cleared the 
half-width of Fleet Street 
and the heads of the crowd, 
and came down thump on the hearthrug at our feet. Here he continued 
to roll about and scream with rage, while handfuls of his hair strewed 
the carpet. 

** Deary ! deary!” we said. ‘* What’s it all about?” 

** Fate!” shrieked the visitor. ‘‘ Fate, begorra! Fate, bedad ! 
Fate, ochone! Look at her, the divil; for it’s standin’ on the dooer- 
mat she is, and divil a moment will she be lavin’ persecutin’ me at all, 
atall, Ochone!” 

We now observed that there was a young lady of classical appearance 
standing at the door. We invited her in. She entered, and took up 
her position close to the unfortunate gentleman with the brogue. 

We administered a peppermint drop, and its soothing influence re- 
stored the unfortunate gentleman to something more like reason and 
calmness—by which we do not mean toconvey the style of thing usually 
understood as reason and calmness by the phlegmatic Englishman. The 
visitor merely discontinued to yell and swear incessantly, and merely 
foamed at the mouth. We found, when we came to know him well, 
that this was an extraordinary and most unusual state of placidity for 
Aim, his notion of an unruffled peace almost amounting to lethargy. 

He was an Irish M.P., as we gathered from various signs—his wild 
eye and his bad manners among others, 

‘*Why,” we said, ‘‘it’s really very strange. The populace make a 
rfect idol of you; you are the object of a popularity without parallel 
in the history of nations ; your path is strewn with flowers and free 
drinks ; and yet-—— 

We were interrupted by a shriek from the M.P.—one of his more 
placid shrieks, something 
between the yell of a very 
mad gorilla and a steam- 
whistle. 

*“*Begorra! Bedad! 
Wirrasthrue, and _ that’s 
just the divil of itall!’’ he 
shouted, ‘‘It’s Aer doin’s.”’ 

The young lady named 
Fate sniggered, and corro- 
borated him. 

“It’s this way,” re- 
sumed the Irish M.P.; 
‘*and it’s a misondersthood 
man I am, and it’s won o’ 
the wrongs o’ Oireland in- 
toirely ; and why was I ever 
born?” 

**If you could manage 
to be a little more co- 
herent—” we were saying, 
when we recollected the 
gentleman’s calling, and 
delicacy closed our mouth. 
m : **I will tell you his sad 
story,” said Fate. ‘‘ He is, as he says, a misunderstood man, poor 
fellow! I always intended him to be so. He has one intense and 

onate ing—to injure and annoy the British public; and the 
fause of his irritation and despair is that lauan step in and defeat his 






























end, In point of fact, his method is not a success, It consists in 
drawing attention in the House of Commons to abuses practised in 
England, his object being to make England a target for contempt and 
disgust ; he is always on the look-out for abuses, and is always drawing 
attention to them ; and the result is that the poor disappointed fellow 
had done, from time to time, such a lot of good to the British public 
that he has become quite beloved by them. He began his career by 
calling attention to a habit among the inhabitants of Peckham of throw- 
ing dead cats out into the gutter; and the results were a Parliamentary 
Committee on the subject, and the Peckham Gutters Dead Cats Nuisance 
Abolition Bill, which was the means of averting the cholera. His next 
achievement was to reveal the existence in Kensington of a man of 
British extraction who wouldn’t pay his rent; and the disclosure so 
discouraged dishonest tenants that the value of house property in London 
went up fifteen per cent. Then he asked the Home Secretary about 
Mrs, Bruggins, who kept her neighbours awake in the Borough by 
keeping fowls; and ¢hat did a deal of good, too. Then there was the 
case of that dead gudgeon floating about at Teddington, and the bene- 
ficial effects of the exposure on the action of the Thames Conservancy. 
Oh, he has done a wonderful deal of good! In fact, the English public 
have quite taken to look upon him as their champion, and leave the 
whole list of abuses to be done away with by him.” 
At this moment a deputation arrived to offer the freedom of the City 
and an illuminated address to Mr. O’Blaggud, M.P.; also a deputa- 
tion to present him with a statue of himself; likewise a ticket entitling 
bearer to be buried in Westminster Abbey, and a wreath of immortelles. 
The Irish Member slowly arose from the hearthrug, gibbering: his 
glaring eye fixed itself on ours as, in a far-off, hollow voice, he began— 
** Misther Spaker, I beg to call attention " 
Then his eye flashed fire as he drew from his pocket a patent portable 
infernal machine, and touched the spring. 
The explosion did mot blow up London, nor exterminate the English ; 
it merely blew away all the ugly hoardings which disfigured the metro- 
polis, burying Mr, O’Blaggud under their ruins, Miss Fate was very 





hard on him ! 








Little Wool. 


[An evening paper says, ‘We have heard in the House of Commons this week a 
great cry, and seen little wool.”] 
OF much cry and scant wool does this writer complain, 
Yet his views one might dissipate briefly ; 
Those M.P.s who jabber again and again, 
With regard to the wool, can’t have laboured in vain, 
For their brains seem wool-gathering chiefly. 





A Shakespearian Paradox. 
On the strange case of ‘‘ She,” “‘ Jess,” and Mr. Haggard. 
Dedicated to the Editor of the P.M.G. 
‘‘Ir I do prove her” (what a pity we can’t say *‘She”) ** Haggard, 


Although her ‘ Jess (es) were my dearest heartstrings, 
I'd whistle her off,” &c.—Othello, Act I/I. 
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NOT BUT WHAT IT’S RIGHT ENOUGH. 


[It is decided that a tram-driver is not engaged in a mechanical fursuit, within 
the meaning of the Employers’ Liability Act.) 

Driver (log., who hasn't got “ the rights of it” ).—‘* Well, ’is Lord- 
ship knows, I s’pose ; an’ tram-drivin’ must be a intelleckshal pursoot. 
Crikey!” 
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AN EASTER MONDAY EPISODE. 
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‘Great Scott! Half-past ten, and I have to meet 
Nellie by 10.45 to go to Hampstead. Notime fora 
shave!” 


have just one kiss." 


Orr? On, 


On the Heath.—‘‘ Well, yes, George, dear, you may 


‘* Idiot | Fool ! 


Nutmeg-grater!!! Take that, anc 
the next time you kiss alady, see that your horrid chin 
is shaved !! !' 


VES, IT’S OFF! 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY, 28th March—Lords,—Treacle’s coming. House invited to 
Land at Cadogan feer, or rather to consider Irish Land Bill of the 
Chelsea landlord, 
si i which he announces 
: he will introduce on 
Thursday. 
Commons.—Brim- 
stone’s come. After 
Smith has told the 
school no_ holidays 
can be dreamed of till 
new Coercion course 
gone through, Lord 
Salisbury’s nephew 
introduces first instal- 
ment of his Lord- 
ship’s ‘*twenty years 
firm government for 
Ireland.” Scores one 











strates that party lines 
re-constructed, that 
what was the Liberal 
opposition now with 
the Government and 
actual opposition to- 
day consists of the 
Glad-Parnellite 
party. Instances of 
the tyrannic coercion 
by the League greeted 
by Nationalists with 
hysterical merriment, 
and the gage of defiance to law and order thrown down by them ; while, 
to the shame of England, those men who, within two years past, were 
in active conflict with England’s enemies, to-day cheer their rebellious 
treason. God help poor Ireland—and England, too! 
Tuesday—Lords,—Canal Traffic Bill travels with appropriate slow- 
ness, 

Commons, —Carlyle’s Wind-bag blows cold where once his breath was 
hottest, now looks on boycotting as by no means the awful on was 
six years ago, As for such playful eccentricities as cutting off the hair 
of defenceless girls by hulking, cowardly, midnight marauders, argues 
that they are so many delicate compliments to John Bull, since imitation 
sincerest form of flattery, and some Englishman (name not given, and 
supposed to be dead now) did the same thing centuriesago. FUN, M.P., 
with other true Liberals, blushes with shame to hear a speech so 











THE ‘‘ComME ON” OF ARTHUR. 





point—z.¢,, demon- | 


unlike **the old form” from the lips of a man bearing the name of 
Gladstone, It was a Brutus who overthrew Ccesar, and it is the ex- 
Premier’s right-hand man who to-night deals him the most crushing 
blow, 

Wednesday—Commons,—Swift MacNeill objects to Balfour's Bill, on 
ground that its author is a stranger to Irish affairs. Swift must be slow 
to comprehension—as if the qualitication of acquaintance with his 
subject had ever been insisted on in the case of the Irish Chief Sec. ! 

Thursday—Lords.— Revolution in river traffic—Cadogan pier lands at 
Westminster. 

Commons, — Labby supports boycotting, on Scriptural grounds, 
House appreciates his religious fervour. 

Friday.—While Lords on peaceful waters of Canal Bill, Commons 
tempest-tossed on Irish Sea, Division, and first reading of Gov, Bill. 














A COUPLE of men who engaged ina “rough and tumble” the other 
day got tired of punching each other, and started off on a race to the 
nearest police station, both being nervously anxious to prefer the first 
charge. They need not have been in such a violent hurry, though, for 
the inspector on duty listened to their gasped-out complaints in a pater- 
nally professional manner, and later on most considerately ntroduced 
them to a magistrate, who fined then twenty shillings apiece, with the 
option of fourteen days’ “‘ hard,” 





AT a soirée and ball held a few nights back for the ostensible purpose 
of promoting the cause of Christianity one visitor was given into custody 
for being drunk and disorderly, another wearing a valuable watch-chain 
was astonished at it being snatched, while a third now mourn the /pss 
of a twenty-guinea watch. We recollect losing a scarf-pin, a meerschaum 
pipe, and a very neatly mounted pocket-flask at an Exeter Hall gathering 
some years ago, Since this unpleasant episode we have forsworn 
festive Christian meetings. 








Mr. C, C. BENHAM, an American artist, has invented a new process 
for the production of likenesses. His method is simple, and consists in 
using a red-hot poker on the surface of highly-polished light-coloured 
wood. Several Yankee beauties have had nerve enough to sit for their 



























re 





portraits. Whether they are warmly gratified with the result does not 
transpire. 





Haster Hggs. 


EASTER eggs have been the pride and joy of girl and boy ever since 
we remember ‘‘ hen-nything,” and probably long before ; but never until 
now have they hatched out such sweets and joys, such tops and toys, as 





they do in the specialities prepared by ‘‘ Cremer Junior” for the chicks, 
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OUR VOLUNTEERS, 


>? 


OF OURSELVES ! 


I’m A PuBLIC NUISANCR OR THE SAVIOUR OF MY COUNTRY,” 





H.R. H,—“ HIGHLY CREDITABLE, MY DEAR SIR, YOU MIGHT ALMOST RE TAKEN FOR ONE 


Citizen Soldier,—‘‘ MUCH OBLIGED TO YOUR ROYAL HIGHNEsS, BUT I’M SLAPPED IN THE 
FACE ONE DAY, AND CLAPPED ON THE BACK THE NEXT; AND I’M NOT QUITE SURE WHETHER 


New Love and Old, 


HE used to meet me ev'ry night, 
No matter what the weather was; 

He said it then.his one delight— 
To be with me together was. 

But now he never comes at all, 
And when I ask him, is he too 

| Engaged to ever make a call? 

| He says he is too busy to, 





| I've got my heart back, now, of 
course, 
And hold it safe and sound again ; 
And he may talk till he is hoarse, 
But will not get me round again. 
He’s free! —thank goodness, so 
am I, 
| _He’s welcome to my benisons, 
| As many stars as light the sky, 
Earth has a wealth of many sons, 


I don’t believe he cares for her, 
The girl he loves instead of me ; 
I care not who he may prefer, 
Nor anything that’s said of me. 
My cousin Jack comes home in 
June, 
Our old love will come back 
again ; 
And I am feeling quite in tune 
To welcome cousin Jack again. 


Proposing. 
Rondel. 


WHEN you are going to propose, 
Don’t be ridiculous, man ; 
Don’t tumble down at her toes, 
Don’t kick her black and tan, 
Don’t find a fault in her nose, 
Don’t break her favourite fan. 
When you are going to propose, 
Don't be ridiculous, man. 


Don’t ask her stupid old *‘ Joes,” 
Don’t ask her Virgil to scan, 
Don’t get as red as a rose ; 
And, if you possibly can, 
When you are going to propose, 
Don’t be ridiculous, man. 





LOUISE MICHEL, on mischief bent, 
was compelled to seek the protec- 
| tion of the police recentiy from 
| some market-women who work hard 
_ for their livelihood, and therefore 
have some respect for the rights of 
property. Louise very nearly had a 
bad time. The notion of a wrecker 
being obliged to sneak under the 
shelter of the myrmidons of the law 
is very choice; but it’s astonishing 
how careful the leaders of the rag-tag 
Zr bob-tail are of their oz sacred 
skins, 








New Leaves. 

To many people the chief interest in this month’s Scrzdner will centre 
in ** Thackeray’s Unpublished Letters,” with their accompanying fac- 
similes of his handwriting and sketches. Inthe Anmg/lish /ilustrated the 
interest will go towards the article on ‘‘ Sheridan and Miss Linley,” 
especially as the authenticity of the love-letters has been doubted. The 
palm for illustration p as usual to Mr. Hugh Thomson.—For illus- 
trated periodicals well adapted to their purpose, 7he Leisure Hour, The 
Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girls Own Paper, 
are always alike admirable.—Part 41 of Parodies contains an amusing 
collection of excellent parodies on four of the best-known national songs. 
— The Young Man, a new monthly journal, is in every respect a very 
good young man—may he live to grow old and venerable. 

**Squibs,” by Edwin Oliver (London Literary Society). These 
squibs ought to go off well ; there is a witty sparkle about them, and, to 










ise a vulgar expression, they are “‘ fizein.”—‘‘ Pengwillion,” by Isabel 


| Peyton (same publishers). This is far above the ordinary level of such 





stories. — ‘* The Queen’s Innocent,” and other poems, by Elise Cooper 
(David Stott). ‘* The Queen’s Innocent” is not guilty of any sins that we 
— = It and the ‘‘ other poems” are all good enough to be taken 
on trial. 


Sabie Daffo-dil-ightful. 
Pry gninent betoaiee as been writing with enthusiasm, and a pen—regarding 
THE man to whom we owe this find, 

Cannot be called a silly gent, 
For it is evident his mind 
Has long been daffo-dil-igent. 





HANDY-TIME FOR CARRIAGE-BUILDERS AND WATCHMAKERS.— 
** Spring ”’-time, 
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KNICKNAOKS, 


AN unmarried physician says that elderly spinsters with hollow cheeks 
can easily restore them to their youthful plumpness if they will per- 
sistently munch pieces of soft 
leather; a sort of sideways 
action of the lower jaw being 
more effective than straight up- 
and-down chewing. He’s on 
the road to fortune through this 
discovery. Crowds of aged 
virgins struggle to get into his 
consulting-room, 





A NIHILIsT who visited a 
wealthy Russian lady the other 
day, for the purpose of extort- 
ing money, was stabbed in the 
back by an indignant cook with 
a red-hot toasting fork. Then 
a stalwart policeman rushed out 
of the kitchen and attempted to 
arrest the scoundrel; but a 
huge piece of bread and butter, 
thickly spread with caviare, 
which was located in the 
zealous constable’s mouth, 
slipped down the wrong way, and in the choky excitement that ensued 
the bold bad Nihilist escaped. 





DONALD DINNIE, the celebrated athlete, has been wrestling with the 
law in Australia, and seems to have come off second best in the match. 
Sad to relate, detaining a horse for a disputed debt has cost canny 
Donald some £40. It is rumoured that a sausage-maker has since 
offered thirty shillings for the charger. 


Ir is reported that Mr. Moody has disagreed with Mr. Sankey, 
Hims—we mean hymns—have mo/ caused the squabble, according to all 
accounts, 


A FEMALE bookmaker has been fined for betting in the streets of 
Liverpool. For some reason or other, the ‘* Womens’ Rights” folk 
don’t seem particularly proud of the ‘lady. 


A MILITARY correspondent states that the pay of a Lieutenant-Colonel 
in the Russian Army is only £93 8s. per annum. No wonder the 
Czar cannot always calculate on the fealty of his officers, He can hardly 
expect much loyalty at the price. 


MADAME. SARAH BERNHARDT hugged her pet pug to such an 
extent lately, that the crushed animal relieved himself of her embraces 
by making a wild leap through a railway carriage window. Couldn't 
put up with the game any longer! Should the bow-wow and Sarah’s 
husband ever meet, they’ll probably talk over matters together confi- 
dentially, and sorrowfully. 


WE are told that a large quantity of Indian coffee is exported to 
Arabia, from whence, after having been “treated,” it is sent to England 
as Mocha coffee. Then of course it is ‘‘treated ” here, and the results 
are an abominably nasty beverage on our breakfast table, and a month's 
notice to the cook. 





A WORKING hammerman, living in Dundee, has been a remarkably 
saving Scot for twenty-five years. The other night burglars visited his 
domicile, and carried off his little hoard, amounting to some £600, 
The careful hammerman had no faith in banks, but he had better have 
secretly hidden his store under some bank where the wild thyme grows, 
than have kept it in his own premises, 


A PALE young curate was recently dismissed from his post for un- 
clerical conduct in wheeling his baby through the streets in a perambu- 
lator with his wife by his side. There have been several cases of soldiers 
being punished for carrying parcels in the streets in the shape of their 
own offspring ; clergymen, however, seem to be under still more stringent 
discipline, 





_ Tue Ameer of Afghanistan is again suffering from gout. He’s fallen 
into bad habits since Russian officers attempted to take him in tow. 





DAUGHTERS of Eve seem to have taken a great fancy to parasols with 
serpent-handles ; and delight in decorating their bennets with imitation 
love-apples, In some cases, the /out ensemble is almost too tempting to 





poor frail male things, 





The Return of the Wanderer. 


(‘Welcome Home, Lord Randolph!" exclaims an evening paper. “ He will find 
us all very much where we were when he left us, with the eternal Irish Question 
still blocking the way, not only for all legislative reforms, but even for the rules 
of procedure. ”) 

WELCOME Home! O Wanderer bold, 
We have missed thee many a day ; 
Our Legislature hath seemed cold, 
While thou hast not said thy say. 
Though thou'lt find us where we were, 
Ere thou braved the angry foam, 
Still we’ll shout and rend the air— 
With ‘‘ Welcome Home, Welcome Home |” 


The Irish Question, thou wilt find, 
Still day by day and night by night, 
Perplexes everybody’s mind, 
Would that ¢how could'st set it right. 
As well, though, to expect a flea 
To lift St. Paul’s Cathedral dome. 
Still, nevertheless, young Lord R, C., 
Welcome Home, Welcome Home! 


You’ll find the House of which you're one, 
E’en worse than when you left these shores, 
Less work, if possible, is done, 
And there are still more dolts and bores, 
And though thou art, as thou’lt admit, 
A sort of vexing, tricksy gnome, 
Thou'lt liven matters up a bit, 
So Welcome Home, Welcome Home ! 


We trust thy trip hath done thee good, 
And that thou art in merry form ; 
Also in a determined mood, 
And ready for the coming storm. 
Thou’rt not perfection, Lord R.C., 
Nor deeply read in wisdom’s tome, 
But thou wilt show some life and glee, 
So Welcome Home, Welcome Home! 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 
































‘THERE IS SOMETHING IN THE WIND.”—Comedy of Errors, 
Act Lil, Scene i. 
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A “MAN THAT HATH NO MUSIC IN HIS. SOUL” 


Wrirss as follows :—‘‘ Dear Sir,—I have hitherto always been fond of music. Indeed, as a baby, my very sq were fu oftender melody. But in my more 


mature age music has become too much for me. I live next door to a ‘Conservatoire of Music, where every imaginable and unimaginable instrument is taught. The 


result is dreadful. What am I to do?” 
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I mount to the next storey, and hear two pianos going, Through the wall of my bedroom the squeals and scrapings 


On the ground floor I am assailed by the tink-a- all ¢ 
of the violin penetrate to my very marrow. 


tink tang-a-tang of the guitar. with a couple of performers at each. 





di, 
ra. 





' i : 
Rit fi i) | 
f i 7 UL ii 1g Ht | } 
LA | egicee ar 
Tia 
muy! 
i 





he ie Lt \ 
aie " 
PERE ter i A 





























In the kitchen I am not safe, for they utilize On the top landing, even, there is no ce. The But when they start with exercises on French horns 
their basement as a place of practice for vocal air is deep-laden with the groanings and mings of bagpipes, and kettledrums, my house is no longer habi- 
scales. a harmonium. table. (Unfortunately, my lease has yet thirty years to run.) 

The Tory Hgg. | Be considered fine, for truly All whereof but leaves it patent 

(Szx CARTOON.) ’Tis too sour for many palates That, since enterprising Balfour 
And too strong for many noses, Wants to pose as a policeman 

Herr’s an egg, yclept the Crimes Bill, So, for one, thinks grand old Gladstone, With a measure of Coercion 
Which the Government has lately | Who in his career has swallowed Some and sundry do not welcome 
Laid, with some self-satisfaction | Much that none could call insipid ; His attempt to make them gulp down 
And for Parliament’s approval | So, besides, in strict agreement Such a horrid egg at Easter. 
Very fine and large it may be | Now with him, Parnell and Dillon ————— 
Candidly oe as being, Entertain the same opinion, Now Ready, Price One Shilling. 
As to size and to appearance ; And are using stout endeavours ‘ 
But its favour—oh, its flavour !— To protect nok nasal organs TWO CHARMS ; A Hand ID the Clouds. 
Though ‘tis doubtless large, can hardly From its over-pungent odour, By ARTHUR T. PASK. 











SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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THE BANK HOLIDAY.—AN ESSAY. 
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7) LISLASHES AND PUFFS, 


"Tue Princess’s (Morning).—Mr. Charles Warner in a subdued 
mood notwithstanding—for when he does away with some unnecessary 


Slee Wty df, 

a)’ f 

? iad, 
Vid 





Tue Princess's —'' HR_p BY THE ENEMY 


adness and takes a little heart of grace the effect will be enhanced, I 
doubt it not—there can be little doubt that /e/d dy the Enemy is a hit. 
The fateful Saturday morning’s evidence was absolutely indefeasible, 
ind when the piece has gained the vantage-point of ‘‘the evening bill” 
(a position it will have in occupation by the time these lines are in 
print), it will take no little time to dislodge it, or I am no trustworthy 
prophet. It is full of interest and excitement, all, or nearly all, arising 
clearly and naturally out of the story, and not ‘‘dragged in” and 
tacked or gummed on all over everything. The incident at the end of 
the fourth act, where Colonel Warner winks, with something very like 
military immorality (and winking, our Hann says, is an immorality 
largely indulged in by the military), at the contemplated escape of 
Lieutenant Gardiner (assisted by Miss Alma Rachel McCreery Murray) 
disguised as a corpse, and the Colonel only escapes detection through 
the chivalrous Gardiner expiring in the nick of time, made us hold our 
breath like anything. This is not the only instance of the author’s 
remarkable expertness, either. 





THe acting presented a good level excellence. Apart from the inde- 
cision noticed, Mr. Warner’s Colonel was very acceptable. Mr, Gardiner 
was spirited as Lieutenant Hayne, Mr. Calhaem an artistic as well as 
an entertaining ‘‘nigger’’ domestic. Mr, Yorke Stephens did effective 
duty as a war correspondent—a character conceived on popular lines ; 
and Mr. Overton, Mr, W. Rignold, and Mrs, Canninge distinguished 
themselves in minor parts. As for the tenderness, winning grace, and 
power of Miss Alma Murray, and the bright attractiveness of Miss 
Annie Ilughes—if all the Southern girls were like that, how could the 








Northerners have gone to war? or, having gone, how could they have 
kept it up? 
i 








LONDON ACADEMY OF Music.—The professional students of th s 
Academy did some good work at the St. James's Hall the other day, for 





what’s playing to us is working to them, Young ladies are fond of 
Chopin and changing, and one of the most successful performances of 
the afternoon was Miss M. Hyman’s spirited interpretation of the 
Ballade in A fiat, now so much affected by pianists, good, bad, and 
indifferent. Miss Henderson, Miss Hudson, and Miss Munday were 


among the pet L.A.M.s. 





Nops AND WINKs.—A piece adapted from the Norwegian, and a 
gentleman of Swedish extraction appeared at St. George’s Hall one 
evening last week. Neither were very bad, I’m told. An engagement 
‘“‘elsewhere”’ prevented my personal attendance.— Zhe Dark Secret— 
Henley scene and all—was presented at the Olympic on Saturday 
last for a run of four weeks, because—I am officially informed—the 
scenery for Zhe Golden Band is meeting with ‘‘unforeseen delay” in 
coming into existence.—Mr. Edwin Drew announces a “‘ Shakespeare 
Celebration” for the 22nd inst. in the Portman Rooms; an entertain- 
ment, followed by a ball, with ‘‘the majority of ladies and gentlemen 
in Shakespearian costume.”—7%e J/ormon has taken an evening posi- 
tion at the Comedy until Mr. Beerbohm-Tree’s Aed Lamp is red-dy. 
The Mormon is preceded by a new one-act piece called Ze Open Gate. 


THE Dramatic Students will play Dr. Westland Marston’s Favourite 
of Fortune and A Hard Struggle, in aid of the testimonial fund to the 
author, and not Zhe Patrician’s Daughter, as once declared, on good- 
ness knows who’s authority. There has been some little unpleasantness 
in the matter, but all is now forgiven.—Mr. Mortimer’s play, which he 
has called 7he Alderman, will be played this (Wednesday) afternoon at 
the Criterion. a 

THE pretty lady whom rude persons call Mrs, ‘* Mash’em” Rae, is 
studying for the stage, under Mrs. Fanny Stirling, and will appear at 
the Princess’s, on the afternoon of the 26th—next Tuesday week, in fact 
—ina new adaptation called Zhe Witch. Mr. Kae has ar-Rae-nged 
the piece.—There is a hint that Mr. Edward Terry may play at the 
Gaiety in the autumn.—Cfristina, by Mr. Percy Linwood, and Mr. 
Mark Ambient (the latter, the secretary to the Dramatic Students), will 
be played on the afternoon of Thursday, the 2Ist inst.—Mr. A. C. 
Calmour will lay bare his heart—his Ader H/eart—on the Ioth of next 
month, The Haymarket will be the scene of operations, and Miss Ellen 
Terry will play the leading part—Ellaline.— Madame Favart, with Miss 
St. John in her old part, will be revived at the Avenue very shortly.— 
‘‘The Beautiful Geraldine” will appear at the Alhambra, at Easter: 
make what you can of the announcement. NESTOR, 
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THE SPRING AND THH SHASON, 


Tue Season! It’s perfectly sickening to hear how people get to use 
the word. Why, there’s Fusby, the retired grocer, who lives next door, 
his daughters talk about the ‘‘ Season,” yet what n the name of com- 
mon sense can it possibly have to do with them? I suppose their idea 
of the season is to put on horribly-made dresses, to go to a few picture 
galleries in Bond Street, and pay a visit to a Regent Street tart shop 
and try to make themselves ill with raspberry turnovers. Then they go 
in the evening, I suppose, to the opera, and talk about Faust. As if 
anyone ever saw a Faust since Mario’s time. Mario was a Faust, if you 
like ! He looked it! But what’s the use of talking to a pack of fools, 
who don’t understand anything, I should like to know? Why, no use 
at all; and some men are just such fools, Why, there’s Jones, who 
before he retired, used to have afew glimmers of sense. Why that 
lunatic actually has his patent leathers varnished, and wears Parmese 
violets in his button-hole. The idea, I tell you, is too utterly absurd. 
Ile goes and walks in Pall Mall, and swells at the Club windows, as if 
he actually belonged to them. I tell you what, there’s nothing worse 
than all these mushroom clubs, springing up all over London. To make 
people believe they're doing the big thing, when they know very well 
they can’t do anything of the kind. Bah! London isn’t at all like what 
it used to be in my time, I can tell you. Whatever it’s owing to I can’t 
make out. And then, idiots are mad on reviving old things that have 
been long since done for and knocked out of time. Court dresses for 
men are not to be black, but brave and gay with silk and satins. Jubilee 
splendour, I suppose, The times aren’t jolly, I can tell you, so there’s 
no good in having fine clothes. It’s just as well men do dress at high 
times like undertakers. No one wants to be cheerful now-a-days, At 
least, I’m sure that I don’t ; and I’ve got some common sense. How- 
ever, I should as soon think of being cheerful as of going the rounds on 


Academy show day; drinking tea and talking twaddle. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 











AN Italian recently sold his better half to his ‘young man lodger’”’ 
for £11 5s. The young man has offered to trade her back for five roots 
of garlic, a bottle of olives, and 7 lbs. of macaroni; but Benedict doesn’t 
see his way to do business. 
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BEAuTy !” 
Second Do.—‘* OH, SUCH A BEAUTY! 





“CONSTABLE, CONS 
First Fair Enthus ast.—‘* Ou, AUNTY, WE’VE BEEN AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY 10 SEE THE NEW CONSTABLE! 





TABLE!” 


I ADMIRE ALL THE CONSTABLES, BUTI COULD STAND AND LOOK AT THIS ONE FOR HOURS,” 
Aunty.—‘‘ BuT, MY DEARS, YOU SHOULD NOT TALK SO ABOUT A POLICEMAN !” 
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A Oheerful Companion to the 
Calendar. 
ApRIL—(First HALF), 


Ist. ALL Foo.s’ Day this, when donkey 
wit 
Grows rampant, and by licence rules ; 
And, when all’s done, the joke of it 
Is this—the foolers are the fools. 


2nd. This is the day of Cobden’s death, 
The Dear-Lread Laws exterminator ; 
He stopped Protection’s noisy breath— 
Fair Trade’s*own wheeze will choke 
it, later. 





3rd, Washington Irving’s birthday keep, 
Although the day be Sunday ; 
In sin ’twill net immerse you deep, 
To read his ‘* Salmagundi.” 


4th. This day the ruthless innovating clock 
Was introduced and first set going ; 
To this cause some assert, who history 
mock, 
The prevalence of ‘‘ tick” is owing. 


5th. Game licences expire to-day, 
Therefore our games must be decor- 
OUuS ; 
Having no licence to be gay, 
To take a liberty would floor us, 


6th. Old Lady Day. Whate’er you do, 
Don’t talk of age to anyone 
Whose years are less than seventy-two— 
For fear she shouldn’t ‘‘ see the fun.” 
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7th. The South-Sea Bubble launched in air, 
Drew millions in pursuit of it— 
The foul companioning the fair, 
In hunger for the loot of it. 


Sth. To-day, of course, you’ll take delight, 
It being ‘* Hot-Cross-Bun-day ”— 
In bolting buns, from morn to night, 
In spite of Mrs, Grundy. 


9th. This is smart ‘‘ Bonaparte’s” first mar 
riage day ; 
Made Emperor, he made a marriage 
meaner, 
Then tried the game; of Waterloo to 
play, 
Lost it, grew fat, and died at St. 
Ifel-e-na, 
10th, In eighteen-forty-eight, this day, 
The dreaded Chartists demonstrated ; 
And but for that, ’tis hard to say 
What waiters might for votes have 
waited, 


+7? 


11th, Easter Monday, ‘ Ria on the job! 
’Arry in ’igh array, ‘‘the shop all 
over ;” 
If someone would but ‘*’it ’im on the 
knob,” 
Or take him down and drown him— 
say, at Dover! 


12th, This day died Dr. Young, when he was 
old 4 
His ** Night Thoughts ” were admired 
in their day ; 


He wrote ** Revenge "—you won timind 
being told— 
And several dreary works beside that 
play. 
13th. George Handel died ; a grand musician, 
who, 
Famous through life, still living glory 
owes 
Less to a hundred splendid works 
two, 
Of six-and-twenty, Oratorios. 


than 


14th. Shrewd, simple, honest Abraham Lin 
coln shot, 
This day, in troublous cighteen-sixty 
five ; 
The victim of an actor’s half-mad plot, 
His death serv’d well to keep his 
cause alive, 


15th, The Princess Beatrice was born this day, 
Event, no doubt, delightful to the 
nation, 
Which, being loyal, saw in it, we'll say, 
An added source of pure exhilaration. 


16th, The Battle of Culloden, woful day 
For those who trusted in the ‘* Young 
Pretender,” 
Who urged them on and bravely—ran 
away, 
When they’d to choose 'twixt slaughter 
and surrender. 


NATORE’S SHOWEK-BAIH,—Apnil. 
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SOME BRITISH COMMODITIES.—THE ILLUSORY “CHARACTER.” 


(Feeling that ladies, when giving the character” of a domestic, are often cruelly at a 


to give criminal attributes the aspect of trivial eccentricities, we offer the following slight guide in the matter :—) 





eh 
’ 
lee! 


O.—Is she respectful in her manner? <A.—I have fancied, at times, a slight 
but natural disregard of artificial distinctions of class. The plain English (to de 
avoided ** She has the manners of a savaec.” 


O.--Does she dress in a way suitable to her station? 
very trifling and natural tendency towards adornment. 
out like a colour-blind rag-shop gone mad.") 
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().—Can she wait at table 7 


A.—Ah !—no doubt, after a little more practice. (P.Z.—" Adout as well as a goviila.") 














A.—Sh 





loss for suitable expressions with which to deceive the inquirer as to defects, and 





A .—Well—perhaps a 
(P.£.—"‘ Dolls hersels 





Is she tidy in her person and work ? 


¢ does, perhaps, occasionally 


(More MEX 


Weer ) 


misplace things. (P.E,—‘' About as tidy as an carthguake.”) 
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THAT DREADFUL CHILD; OR, THE IRISH BANK HOLIDAY. 


Salisbury, rather “the wuss” (sotto voce). —** WELL, THEY MAY CALL THISH PLEASHURE, BUT WHAT WITH THE 
CHILD A-SQUALLING AND THE MISSUSH A-NAGGING, IT DON’T SHEEM SO MUCH OF A HOLIDAY, AFTER ALL.” 
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OUR SUPERVISORS, 


{The Senate of New York State has adopted resolutions o ing coercion i 
Ireland. Latest joke.) . ern 


Persone—JONES, a British Citizen ; Brown, his Friend, 
(Enter BROWN (0 JONES.) 


Brown, Why, good friend Jones, thy speaking countenance, 
Thy quite abnormal manner, thy surroundings 


Proclaim some curious crisis foreign to, 
And interrupting, the accustomed course 
Of thy well-ordered life. Vale indecision 
Proclaims itself in motley disarrangement 
Of furniture and clothing. How thine eye— 
I: venwhile so steadfast in its tixedness 
Of plan and purpose—vainly wandereth 
From object unto object, all at sea, 
And lacking purpose. 
JONES, Brown, thou hast divined!: 
Look you, I was a man of firm design, 
An able grasper of the situation, 
A party to decide upon a point, 
To fix my plan of action, and to act ; 
But now—I tell thee that a weary future 
Of wild incertitude doth bear me down, 
Did I not once—I ask this thing of thee— 
Did I not use to hold mine own affairs 
As matters well within my right to manage, 
And, thus regarding, settle them ? 
BROWN, You did. 
JONEs, Brown, to all this has come a sudden check ; 
I find that mine affairs are not mine own 
To deal with and decide about ; I find 
’Twas but our British insular presumption 
That made me think I had the right to rule 
Mine own existence. I am but a Briton; 
And for the Briton lives a higher court 
Than his own judgment. Shall poor I presume 
To go my little ways without due sanctior 
Accorded by the Senate of New York? 
No! ’Tis the Yankee must decide for ne 
On all my points of domesticity, 
And all my social and commercial doings— 
Room for the Yankee : ‘tis for him to judge. 
Brown, Indeed ! ’tis well that thou hast told me this ; 
Else had I still gone on in blind presumption, 
Poking my nose into mine own affairs, 
And quite ignoring great Columbia’s rights. 
Jones, For years have I, in dullard ignorance, 
Chosen the viands that should form my dinner 
On each succeeding day ; but, on this day, 
Lo, I have wired by cable to New York, 
To ask about the Senate's honoured views 
As to the suitability of cutlets, 
Or the propriety of Irish stew, 
And whether I should wash it down with stout 
Or some Australian vintage ; the response 
(Prepaid, of course, by me, the su] pliant) 
Is long in coming ; it may chance the Senate 
Is not in session ; and most anxiously 





I've waited for my meal these thirteen hours 
l’ast the accustomed time; ’tis not for hunger 











To slight the New York Senate’s vested rights, 
My latest-born lacketh baptismal name 

As yet: I had a thought of ‘‘ James” or ‘John ;” 
But it hath struck me that the New York Senate 
Might give a preference to ‘* Washington,” 

Or *‘ Patrick” (after Ford), or maybe ‘‘ Rossa,’ 
And now await their answer. My good lady 
Had planned to have her Cashmere tea-gown dyed 
A darkish brown, unpick the baby’s frock, 
Inform the baker of an overcharge, 

Have curried turbot when the Jinkses come 

To dinner, turn Matilda’s polonaise, 

Have the plain washing done by Mrs. Price, 
But send the cuffs and collars, and the frills, 

To Mrs. Wilkins (who is far more careful) ; 

She also thought of doing out the bedrooms 

On Tuesday (as the Thompsons always come 

As sure as she decides to make it Friday), 

And getting cook to clear that cupboard out 
Beneath the stairs, to see if baby’s shoes 

Have got in there; and asking Mrs. Gibbs 

For that prescription which she found so good 
When Jane had scarlatina, telling cook 

To keep the fat from blocking up the sink. 

But, at my counsel, she hath now postponed 
Decision on these heads, most prudently, 








—_ = -_— 


Thinking the New York Senate might desire 
To give their views upon them, Ha! a knock! 
A telegram by cable from New York. 








New Leaves. 


A CONSIDERABLE number of the pages in the April part of the Man- 
chester Quarterly are occupied with the subject of ‘* Books for General 
Readers.” The others are filled with more varied matter. There is a 
good landscape for frontispiece.k—Mr. Purkess, of the Strand, has com- 
menced the issue of a weekly paper, called 7he Cook and Housekeeper, 
which ought to be a great “‘help” to happiness, as it is a thoroughly 
good ‘cook and housekeeper.”’ 

‘“We must fight it out ! and why?” by Andrew Reid (W. Mack). 
For the reasons given by the author of this political pamphlet we must 
refer our readers to the work itself.—We have been favoured with a 
No. 1 copy of Zhe Famaica Post and West India Advertiser, If success 
awaits deserving effort, ‘‘the first penny paper in Jamaica”’ will soon 
attain the enlarged size and extended circulation it seems to merit. 

Many homes must have been rendered happy during the holidays by 
such preparations as the Easter eggs, ‘‘new laid” for the pleasure o! 
young people by Messrs, Sparagnapane & Co., and great gratification 
given by the use of such tasteful correspondence cards as are provided 
by Messrs, Hildesheimer & Faulkner. 





A LIMA masher opines that the ‘‘ manta,” an article of female attire 
peculiar in Peru, is such a coquettish garment, that no matter whether 
a woman has a chimpanzee mouth, a strawberry nose, number seven 
ears, and highly-polished cheek-bones; no matter whether she be 
scrawny as an aged hen, or bald as a billiard-ball, admirers will flock 
round her, provided she wears a ‘‘ manta,” and is the proprietress of 
a pair of fine rolling eyes, This South-American masher also states 
the women of Lima generally have optics bright as “‘lime—aw !— 


° 


lights.” He's evidently very far gone! 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, 3rd April.—Chaplin up, filled with righteous indignation 
at Conyb(e)are-faced attack on the Speaker. Member for tin district 
sat on all round for his ill-timed ‘*‘ brass,” not the least decided snub 
coming from John Morley, and consolation limited to Tim Healy’s 
twopenny-halfpenny sneer in regard to Mr. Peel’s impartiality, Rough 
work begins to tell. Illness puts the Cléture on the Speaker himself, 
who finds nature declines to stand continuation of late protracted sit- 
tings. Supply—Duff, upon Harbour Loans, proves himself one of the 
most shining of ‘‘ The Harbour Lights,” 

Tuesday.—Act 2 of Balfour’s Bill for suppression of coercion in Ireland. 
Amendment moved by Bernhard Samuelson, the Banbury baronet, who, 
remembering that Gladstone made him ‘‘ Sir,” rushes to the front to 
requite the ‘‘Sir”-vice. Waxes indignant with Crimes Bill—in fact, 
quite a case of Banbury Cross. Pease, the brother Baronet, harangues 
on same side—quite a Gladstonian ‘‘ Barty” to-night, quotes Roderick 
Dhu in support of ‘‘ Balfour, don’t.” Chaplin rises to the rescue. 
Parnellites irreverently scoff at the Chapl(a)in’s prayer, 

Wednesday and Thursday.—Wrangle resumed, 
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That Dreadful Child; or, the Irish Bank Holiday, 


(SEE CARTOON), 





THE Easter holidays have come, 
And yet his Lordship’s feeling glum ; 
Nor is it any wonder, too, 
Regarding what he’s passing through: 
The Irish baby kicks and squeals, 
And Missis, trudging at his heels, 
Beneath a very searching rain, 
Tries to look happy—but in vain. 
Still, though they’ve little cause for glee, 
And though they’ve walk’d so far, 
They are a merry family— 
They are, they are, they are ! 


Their outing has been over-long. 
And things have gone perversely wrong ; 
No end of trouble with the brat, 
No end of scrapes—but what of that? 
For, after all that’s said and done, 
They’d have us think they like the fun, 
And quite enjoy this sort of play ; 
And what a day they’re having, eh ? 
It does not do that we should see 
There’s aught their bliss to mar ; 
They’re such a merry family— 
They are, they are, they are! 
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“NEVER LOOK A GIFT HORSE,” &c. 


Mr, Swaggerside, M. P.—‘ Get you tickets for?the Ladies’ Gallery, 
Lady Loo? De-lighted, ’sure you! When would you like to come 
down? Let me see—on Wednesday I shall be on my legs to ask the 
Under-Secret——”’ 

Lady Loo.—‘‘ Thanks, awfully! But, if you don’t mind, I should 
like to come down some night when a lot of the c/ever men are up,’ 





Spick-and-Span-ish. 
(Count Morphy is said to be preparing a History of the Court of Spain.) 


Ir is not likely that this (S)pain-ful history, 
Which, doubtless, will contain a lot of mystery 





























A NATURAL MISTAKE. 
. Lady.—* That's very nice—that figure of a Lady, ‘Going to the 
all.” 
Sedate Male Friend.—‘** Yes; but the Artist seems to have been in 
a hurry, and painted it before the Lady had finished dressing.” | 





To make our flesh quite creep, 
Ry Morphy will be done in style so cumbrous 
As to cause its readers to feel slumb’rous 
With Morphy-a-like sleep, 


In Quest of a Juryman, 


Ir became necessary for a coroner to hold an inquest at Holyhead 
lately. The jury met at 6 p m. and viewed the body, pleasantly taking 
about an hour over this thirst-begetting portion of the business. When 
they returned to hear evidence, it was discovered that a jocose juror 
was missing. Then a thorough search was made for the lost sheep. 
The town was scoured by scouts. Meanwhile the coroner paced up and 
down, his eyes flashing in a manner most terrible to behold. ‘‘ Please, 
sir, I’m a barber,” growled a stern person, ‘and heads of hair want 
cutting this very night in Holyhead. Dash my wig, if I care about 
waiting any longer!” ‘* You might order a gallon of whisky for us, 
Mr. Coroner,” croaked a husky voice. ‘* You are full up already,” 
said the coroner. ‘I call this a regular Quaker’s meeting,” warbled 
a ruddy-faced juror, ‘‘nota bit of wild dashing fun knocking about. 
Let’s go out and get a drink and a breath of Bes air.” Then they 
meandered into the open till cheers in the distance announced the dis- 
covery and recovery of the wanderer. The return of the prodigal was 
heralded with great glee. Business was proceeded with, and a highly 
satisfactory verdict was returned in less than no time. ‘* All’s well that 
ends well !” 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 

THe proprietor of an American patent medicine, finding that his 
specific did not take at fifty cents per bottle, advanced the price to 
one dollar, This go-ahead 
man now lives in marble halls, 
eats buttered bread with his 
matutinal yasher, keeps a 
yacht, and beams pleasantly 
when his wife hands him a 
milliner’s bill. His advertise- 
ments are somewhat unique. 
Here’s one. ‘‘‘ We meet to 
part no more,’ said a red- 
nosed, yellow-cheeked, bald- 
headed man to his hair-brush, 
as he gazed with a melancholy 
expression into the dressing- 
table mirror. And then the 
dyspeptic bald-headed man’s 
wife said, ‘Seth, darling, 
‘*Buncombe’s Sangvrestaura- 
tivito” cures baldness, gout, 
jaundice, jim-jams, low spirits, 
chronic irritability, croup, and 
grog-blossoms,’ ” 





Tue Archbishop of Canterbury will preach a fifteen-minute sermon 
in Westminster Abbey on Jubilee Day. Unkind critics say it will take 
just six hundred seconds too long. 


Tue children of the Marquis and Marchioness of Bute are being 
taught Welsh. The family physician will attend the lessons, in order to 
set any casual dislocations of the unfortunate infants’ jaws, 


THe chef de claque at the Court Opera House in Vienra, objected 
recently to paying a tax of 1,400 florins on his yearly income. The 
subtile art of applause is evidently well remunerated in Vienna, as it 
ought to be everywhere else. There is nothing more annoying than to 
hear a gravy-eyed man shout out ‘‘ bravo!” in a theatre, just as the 
stage heroine is working up a little bit of sentiment. 


ENGAGEMENT-rings are now worn on the fourth toe of the left foot 
by fast young ladies of Boston, U.S.A. The rings run into a deal of 
money. Boston girls generally take No. 8 boots. 


A CHICAGO court has decided that it is not libellous to dub a man a 
‘“‘crank,” but it runs on the verge of libel to call a citizen a ‘‘ jobber- 
knowl,” a “‘ jabberhead, ” or a land-grabbing vulture.” 


Doctor FALB is fallible after all. His predicted earthquake at 
Odessa never came off; but large numbers of believers in the prophet 
took rapid steps to the Steppes in anticipation of a visitation. Later on 
they came back, grumbling at having been sold. 


WE hear that there is a great drought of girls at Delta, Washington 
Territory. One damsel has received eighty proposals of marriage 
during two months, and eighty males have been tearing their hair with 
mortification because this coy maiden of Delta has dealt a heavy blow to 
each in the shape of an abrupt refusal. Here’s a chance for pretty old 
spinsters, 


THE Chinese now manufacture an anesthetic from frogs’ eyes. 
British constables} frequently administer an anesthetic to over-lively 
prisoners, known in and out of the force as the “‘ frog’s march.” There 
is no analogy between the two sedatives, though. 


Lorp and Lady Salisbury have employed an Italian band to dis- 
course sweet music at the political receptions they have given lately. 
Or course nobody can question their perfect right to do exactly as the 
please with their own money ; but we may venture to say that the cas 
might have been spent in a more patriotic manner on equally accom- 
plished English musicians. Italy may be the land of music, but we 
cannot forget that she is responsible for the shoals of organ-grinders 
and herte aes performers that infest our streets, and give us grue- 
some shudders. 





Tramps will avoid His-i-Shib, near Hankow, for some time. Certain 
of the inhabitants of this portion of the Celestial Empire, having come 
to the conclusion that the presence of tramps was not conducive to the 
health of chickens, and the preservation of clothes hanging out to dry, 
enticed 300 vagrants into a temple, and then fired the building. Two 
hundred and sixty were frizzled! Celestials not in the know woke up, 
nd fancied a marine store dealer's premises were in flames, 





A “Bubble” Reputation. 
[The girls of Girton are addicted, it is said, to ‘‘ bubble-blowing.”} 

BuBBLES, bubbles, toils and troubles, 
The Girton girls like blowing bubbles, 

So, in print, friend Fun discovers, 
Ladies, we don’t wish to tease you, 
But soap-bubbles aren’t so(ap), please you, 

Apt to draw you many lovers ; 
Besides, if when you blow you shriek, 
’'T will be a case of ‘** bubble-and-squeak,” 





Tu-n’es-pas. 
TA eyieat in a magazine suggests that girls shall be trained to string and tune 
anos. 
. THIs teaching girls to tune and string 
Is not, at first, a taking thin 
To some of the community ; 
And yet, perhaps, ’twere un-** key ””-nd 
To stop the sex from tuning, mind, 
Should they find oppor-tune-ity. 





THE Worksop Guardians have refused finally to pay the young Duke 
of Portland £1 15s. 6d, for a pauper’s coffin he had made at his private 
works, the regulation price for a wooden suit being 13s. only. The aris- 
tocratic undertaker says that it is impossible to make nice, comfortable, 
easy-fitting coffins at such a low rate, 


ee eer eae ee 


A FREE fight took place lately, after a football match at Dunfermline, 
and for half-an-hour it was a case of ‘‘ wherever you see a head, hit it,” 
Both players and spectators must surely have been under the influence 
of ** Scotch” at the time. 
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A CONSCIENTIOUS CUSTOMER. 


Cheeky Customer (mysteriously),—** I say, Guv’nor, ’ave you bin’ an 
lost any plums?” 

Guv nor (a man of few words, not to mention other paucities).— 
** Wodgermean ?” 

C. C.—‘*Oh, nuffink! On’y I found these ‘ere two or three in 
that pennuth o’ duff I had yestyday, which I thort they might a-got 
swep inter the mixter by mistake, so I brings ’em back f'r fear you 
might be a missin’ of ’em !” 
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SHOULD A MAN OPEN HIS WIFE’S LETTERS? 
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WELL, IF SHE’S A POLITICAL EsSAYIST OF ANTI-SOCIALIST VIEWS,— 


PERHAPS NOT. 








A Rosy Pro-posy-al ; 
Or, THE LATEST PHASE OF THE JUBILEE JUMBLE, 


{It has been suggested that “‘ Jabilee Day” shall also be called ‘‘ Rose Day,” and 
that everyone shail wear a rose of some sort on that date. ] 


(With apologies to Mr, W. S. Gilbert and Mad Margaret. ) 


CONCERNING this Jubilee lark 
(Most of it ** rot’) 
You'll allow me to make a remark, 
Fun, will you not? 
Which remark 
Re this lark 
(Keep it dark) 
Wisdom has got. 


With the Jubilee notions some preach 
I gladly agree ; 
But the mania threatens to reach 
Sheer lunacee ; 
And some screech, 
And beseech— 
All and each 
As mad also to be, 


* * * ” 


But delight ¢4és plan discloses 
Unto all who love sweet flowers 
(And who resists their powers ?), 

So on ‘‘ Rose Day” let’s wear roses, 
Moss and blush and white and red, 
Rolled in wreaths around the head— 

When for our Gracious Queen we’re shouting 

(As we sha//—her worth ne’er doubting), 

As yon paragraph proposes, 

Let us clothe ourselves in roses, 

Let us also with these petals, 

With these calices, and so forth, 
(Ere we all to revel go forth) 

Wreath our chattels, pots, and kettles ; 

And to make your costume smart, 

Gaily deck its every part— 

Trousers, vest and coat, and ‘‘ kadey ” 

(That is, if you’re not a lady)— 

Yea, be smothered in small poses 

Made of roses—only roses ! 





IT-is all very well for ‘‘ Connie, dear,” and the Home Rulers to try 
to cast a slur upon the impartial conduct of the Speaker; but if the 
latter were to put the matter to the test by resigning his post, there can 
be but little doubt that they would re-Pee/ the Chair just as they would 
repeal the Union. And this is as it should be, since the right honour- 
able gentleman is unquestionably the right man in the right place ; for 
who can deny that to members of the House of Commons the Chair 


ought to be their Court of 4.-Peel? 








AN old man who charged his young wife recently with assaulting him, 
stated that the lady in question was in the habit of coming home ine- 
briated, and had the knack of *‘ pasting” him about the face. She had 
also tried on one occasion to screw his left ear off while she was in a 
**screwed” condition, The magistrate opined that the complainant, 
who admitted that he had married in haste, should not be surprised at 
receiving ‘‘ paste ;” but as the loss of an ear might be a disadvantage to 
him in business, he felt justified in issuing a decree of judicial separation, 
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AN ACCOMMODATING BRUSH. 


Shoeblack.—‘** I dessay you wouldn’t believe it, Joe; but I actooally 
polished the Grand Old Man’s boots this morning, wich he was a- 
goin’ down to Westminster ; and he ses to me, he ses, ‘ Jist work a 
little more gingerly hover the bunions, my lad, for it seems as ’ow 
that ’ere’s a werry ’orrid, ‘ard, stiff brush of yourn.’ ‘Lord bless 
yer!’ ses I, ‘it’s one of the accommerdatinist brushes as hever went 
accrost a genelman’s trotter-cases. Why, it’s made of real Irish hog- 
bristles, it is.’ ‘Bless my soul!’ ses he, ‘is it?’ ‘ Gospel truft,’ 
ses I.’ ‘Well, then,’ ses he, ‘I must ‘ave been mistook. The 
bloomin’ brush must be all right. It’s my confounded feet as is in 


fault—hincourse !’”’ 
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THE EASTER MANCQUVRES. 


Our Special writes :—‘‘ Dover—Walmer—Eastbourne— Portsmouth, or somewhere, Tuesday, April 12, Worshipful Sir,—I send you 
per bicycle-scout-post some hasty sketches of the Volunteer doings at Easter. Should you think them at all vague, please attribute it to 
the ‘ night attack’ which, in company with the gallant —th R.V., I made on a bowl of punch on returning from the ‘ foughten field’ 

















yesterday, and, believe me, yours till death, **Your SPECIAL.” 

A BrookLyn lady has brought an action against a person for sending NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
ver an ugly valentine last February. She reckons the shock at seeing 
t damaged her — so badly that 5,000 dollars will be required to TWO CHARMS: A HAND IN THE CLOUDS, 
' in t ir. 
out them in thorough repair By ARTHUR T. PASK. 

Hee iz more tew be pitted than a blind man who duzzn’t profet by 
experiense,—O, E, Potts. OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








“ei JAMES’ (RCA IAES 
DOME? Si Satire 


Used in the Royal Household. See that you get it! 


No dust or small particles fly about to injure Garments, 


Drapery, Pictures, Carpets, Furniture. Ornaments. &c., and As ba remy: kes are of te n te) d 


its brilliant polish increases the attractions of the Greside. 





Cadbury s 
“suet” Cocoa, 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


‘OO RAy ' DONE IT e 7 HOUGH very little in the 
AG a ah T PRICE sup odes absolute novelty 
_ 200° in trical matters sig- 
nalised the arrival of 
Easter this year, a goodly 
number of interesting 
events kept the journal- 
istic pen at work, and 
the merry cab-wheel 
rolling considerably. 
“Pretty to see,” for 
instance, on the Satur- 
day, the active critic and 
vaconteur, flitting from 
dramatic flower to flower, 
extracting the honey, 
and garnering it into his 
store, for the benefit of 
all the world, like the 
busy, beneficent bee he 
is, First, to the Vaude- 
j ville, where Mr. Bu- 
Pe nT chanan’s new plant de- 
Tug Gaiety —Monres! Montez! Monte mands his attention ; 
Cristo, Jr. anon to the Gaiety, to 
mark how Monte Cristo 
Jr. puts forth a new bud here and there, and, though long in blossom, 
shows no sign of shedding leaf; then, harking back to the Olympic, 
just in time to witness the successful transplanting of Mr. Douglass’s 
Standard specimen; a sip at the brilliant Drury Lane parterre ; and 
then, buzzing away, with a long flight, to the Princess's, to test the 
sturdy plant sent to us by our cousins over the sea; and so home to the 
hive ; only to turn out again, however, almost immediately, to gather 
honey more choice, and dance with the fairies beneath umbrageous 
palms (from the florists’) and by the cooling streams (of S. and B,), in 
the private grounds of the hospitable Gaiety management. 
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THE VAUDEVILLE.—There have been some to credit Mr. Buchanan 
with jocularity in writing 4 Dark Night's Bridal, but I think he meant 
it seriously enough. A certain quality of ‘‘ un-dignity ” and ponderosity 
in the blank verse in which it is couched—‘‘ And may I ask you what 
you see in me to tickle up such mirth ?””—seems a lengthy way of asking 
a man what he is laughing at, and some uncertainty and insincerity in 
the acting may be responsible for the misconception, The performers 
showed want of care, too; each of the three that comprise the cast 
indulged in an unnecessary bit of ‘‘ business” at the first performance. 
Mr. Mellish proceeded to march forth into the stormy night (luckily he 
was stopped) without so much as looking at the protecting cloak he had 
flung aside on entering. This gentleman also left his hat upon a chair 
where Miss Rorke promptly sat upon it, and Mr, Royce Carleton, after 
several ineffectual attempts, succeeded in 
pulling down a stiff and obstinate pair of 
curtains, 





However, taken allround, it is notabad 
little piece for its purpose—a player-in of 
early comers—and if we could quite under- 
stand whether Mr. Carleton’s Sire de 
Chasseloup is a family-proud tyrant, an in- 
genious match-maker, or a wily practical 
joker ; if we could feel that the disdain of 
death shown by Mellish’s Henri were less 
flippancy than bravery; and if we could 
quite sympathise with a young lady like 
Miss Rorke’s Blanche, who can stop in the 
midst of a perilous situation to note, with 
pouts, unconscious disrespect to her attrac- 
tions, there would be little to complain of 
—except the dresses, Both Miss Rorke 
and Mr, Carleton play well; they do not 
wholly succumb to the theatrical nature of 
their characters, as Mr. Mellish does. 
Sophia is still going as strong as ever here, 
and is full of delightsomeness, 

Tue GaAirty.—To mark with a white 
stone the hundredth night—which, in a 
spirit of appropriate jocularity, they de- 
scri as the hundredth anntversary— 
of Richard Henry's solidly successful burlesque Monte Cristo, Fr., 
ithe management of this theatre have made a number of alterations 
additions, chiefly in the shape of new songs and dances. These 





Tis Gaisty.—Miss Beare 
AS Farnanp—aA _ Fatr-an’- 
‘AND-SOME SUBSTITUTE FOR 
Miss Beate-v Bartow. 








in the hands (and legs) of Miss Farren, Messrs. Leslie and Lonnen, 
Miss Sylvia Grey, and Mr. Charlie Ross were not likely to—and 
didn’t—miss fire, The ement have also made some changes in 
the cast—Misses Letty Lind, Ada and Addie Blanche being the new- 
comers—and the weather made two more, Miss Marion Hood (just my 
luck !) and Miss Billee Barlow (just her luck !) being absent—indisposed. 
Miss Lizzie Wilson and Miss Florence Beale stepped into the breaches 
—I beg pardon, you know what I mean,—and fully satisfied us under 
the circumstances. A crown was placed upon our joy when Mr. 
F, Potter, on behalf of the management, presented us with a huge and 
gorgeous portfolio (I use mine as a dining-room screen now I’ve got it 
home), containing a lovely satin programme, a beautiful copy of verses 
by Mr, Cunningham Bridgeman (also on satin), and one dozen coloured 
pictures of lovely ladies (if Mr. Leslie will allow me to call him one) 
dressed in Mr. Anderson’s tasteful Monte Cristo dresses. 


Tue “function” of the following evening and the ¢/at following 
morning, when authors, company, and friends were entertained in 
sumptuous yet unostentatious style, was the pleasantest of its kind that 
I remember. On ground erst occupied by stall and pit, stood, in the 
mellow radiance of th’ electric light, the lordly palm and graceful shrub, 
the lounge seductive and the drinking bar. And here the guests in 
lively chat, with tinkling laugh and smiles of pleasantness, spoke now 
of this and that, while hours sped by and Monday dawned, and then the 
curtain rose. And on the stage was set a goodly feast which all, anon, 
did justice to, and clinked the can and passed the merry jest. Then, 
as by magic, tables, lights, and food (or what was left of food) was not; 
and on the stage, thus cleared, fair nymphs disported nimbly in the 
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THe Comevy.—THE MoreE-Mon. 


dance with less ethereal ones—males, all in black—till far into the 
larger hours of dawn, when all went home to bed and slept—and slept 
—and dreamed that /on¢e had achieved another hundred nights. 


THe Otympic.,—Mr. Douglass must have graduated as a modern 
Procrustes (which is a different thing from a crusty-‘‘pro”), or he never 
could have achieved the remarkable triumph over difficulties which is 
displayed in fitting the ‘‘ Great Henley Scene” in Zhe Dark Secret, to 
the prescribed dimensions of the Olympic Stage. Curiosity to witness 
the result of this feat ought to be sufficient to secure good audiences to 
the Olympic for some time to come, but I doubt if there is much else 
to attract them. ee 

Nops AND WINKs.—In consequence of the offices of this journal 
being closed for the holidays, from the Thursday before Good Friday 
till Easter Tuesday—just to give the fatigued office-boys a respite from 
the enormous labour of supplying copies to a constant stream of 
customers (who generally want them at trade price)—several theatre, 
music-hall, and entertainment tickets for the Saturday only reached me 
on Wednesday last ; I am thus compelled to leave many things without 
detailed notice. Among these figures the Drury Lane pantomime, 
which has run its course triumphantly with, variously, nine and twelve 
8 emmy org per week from Christmas right up to now, and, though I 

lieve there zs record of a panto. playing from Christmas to Easter, 
none certainly have done it with ak a record of performances. 





Tue London Pavilion hasa swingeing Easter and onward programme, 
but I hope to say more about it next week, so just put it on record only. 
—‘‘ The Beautiful Geraldine” at the Alhambra is a high swingist with 
some pretensions to the adjective.—Easter has been marked with new and 
attractive programmes, which are still continuing, more or less, at the 

apanese Village, Oxford, Aquarium, and Albert Palace, and M, Verbeck 
added some new and startling tricks to his stock. NgSTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 





To THE EDITOR oF “ Fon,” 


S1R,—Doubtless you believe I’m in a state of pitiful 
chagrin about the disconcerting slips I’ve made in all my 
later tips; you think, I’ve not the slightest doubt, that I 
go wandering about depressed in mien, with ev'ry trace | 
of conscious failure and disgrace exhibited in form and 
face. I beg to say, it’s not the case. In point of fact, 
I’m just as proud and scornful of the betting crowd and 
all the rest as, spite of sneer, I’ve ever been in my 
career. Why should I blush when folks detect that those 
last tips were incorrect? Why should I care when 
people squall and say they’ve gone and lost their all? | 
Why should my bosom hold regrets ?—I’ve landed all 
my little bets! No, sir, with undiminished pride, I 
boldly put the past aside—I wave my hand. The past is 
gone! And now the future I am on, and on the spot 
begin to trace 


THE CITY AND SUBURBAN RACE, 








For writing my tip for this race 
I trace 
A hint as to training and pace, 
In case, 
Such matters forgetting 
(And also the betting), 
I give to some “ groggy disgrace ” 
A place. 


I mean to proceed with some care— 
So, there ! 
And so for St. Mirin prepare— 
It’s fair, 
To tell you at starting, 
I shouldn’t mind parting 
My all that the horse is a snare. 
Beware ! 


But Carlton you may back a bit— 
That’s it ! 
And Grey Friars looks rather fit 
To sit. 
Bird o’ Freedom will fly ; 
But the Radius, I 
Think better adapted to flit— 
oO wit, 
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Then ‘Castor and Woodland there are, 
At par ; 
They neither will go very far, 
oO mar 
The chance of the filly 
I give—willy-nilly— | 
(Zs it filly—I mean Isobar ?) | 


Captain Horseycut.—‘*THAT’s MY STYLE, MIss VRETTYPERT, ROTH IN 
WoMEN AND HorskS—SHOWY ACTION; AND AS FOR PACE, YOU'D THINK 
THIS MARE HAD A PACK OF WOLVES BEHIND HER,” 

Miss Prettypert (who thinks the Captain himself a little too rapid).—* Rx- 
MEMBER, THERE IS A TIGER.” 


A ZOOLOGICAL REMINDER. 





To star, 





I trust that tip will suit you, Sir, and all you readers, near and fur. 
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I may observe, I mean to go and see these races run, you know, and 





| will deal lenient with me,” remarked the prisoner anxiously, ‘‘On 
the contrary, I intend to ‘punish you severely,” ‘said the magistrate, 
‘* You are fined 155.” ‘* Make it five bob, and I'll pay it ust to objige 





I expect to have some fun; for am I not a monied one? I’ve health 





| mind that now, she will never be my wife again, so I ‘ope yer lordship 


and wealth in endless flow ; a first-rate tailor, don’t you know ! a cook 
I wouldn’t change for gold ; and am, besides, not very old; and, more 
than tailor, cook, or cash, I do believe I’ve made a mash! So, pray 
believe, without more fuss, that I am, yours, TROPHONIUS, 








Not Harman-ised, 
THE appointment of Mr. King-Harman of late 
As the new Irish Under-Sec. 
Seems likely to cause much dissension and hate, 
Some fear that the Party ‘twill wreck. 
No feeling ve Harman’s appointment we show— 
We wish it had led to more Harman-y, though, 





‘* PRISONER!” said the te to a male biped charged with 
battering his spouse’s head, king her down, and kicking her ; 
‘‘ Prisoner, you have grossly assaulted your wife!” ‘* Well, never 


” rejoined the prisoner loftily. ‘I don’t like being a party to a 
comiietiniee,” outl the magistrate, ‘‘ but how would ten days * hard 
suit you?” **Toa T,” whispered the prisoner, *“* Farewell, yer lord- 


ship, hontil we meets agin !” 
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But then, some people are really so <'¢75 
P, E.—Seldom had more sweethearts in 


noticed, now and then—but she said the soap was! bad. 


icy 


SOME BRITISH COMMODITIES.—THE ILLUSORY “CHARACTER.” 
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you are very exacting in t 
P. E.—Don't know ! 4 Never could see her for dirt. 


tor at times ; 
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(CONTINUATION OF THE “‘ DISINGENUOUS CHARACTER 





particular. The Plain English (to be avoide 





O.—Is she honest? 4A.—Well—er—lI fancy that, in trifling matters, she h 


164 
V.—Is che clean? A.—Well—er—you see—that is—perhaps 


V”).—Has she many followers? 4.—She did have a 
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Lord R—*YM SURPRISED TO HEAR YOU CHAPS SAY YOU’RE TIRED AND WANT A HOLIDAY. I FEEL 
AS FRESH AS PAINT MYSELF.” 
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THE CLIMAX. 


WENT for a pleasant out- 
ing to the banks of the 
Tyne to see the launch of 
Britain’s newest and 
mightiest ironclad, the Vic- 
toria. 

She is a mere flea-bite— 
a beam of seventy feet, 
eighteen inches of solid 
armour, ten thousand five 
hundred tons displace- 
ment, twelve thousand 
horse-power, and so forth 
—a mere bit of a thing—a 
flea-bite. 

We were pondering on 
the way in which the 
world’s ironclads are thus 
getting flea-bitier and flea- 
bitier every succeeding 
year, when we closed our 
eyes fora moment. When 
we reopened them we were 
still proceeding in a train, 

but along the queerest country we had ever seen—no part of our beloved 


native land, 
** We can’t be going right,” we observed to the guard, ‘* Where are 


we?” 
‘* All right, sir,’ said he; ‘‘ bin asleep, sir, perhaps ¢ You’re travel- 
ling along the bed of the Atlantic, don’t you know?” 

it certainly Aad the appearance of ocean’s bed; but how had it got 
dry? The newspaper of that date—Saturday, April 9th, 1887—which 
we had just put down before closing our eyes, had said nothing about 
such a phenomenon. We took it up again ; the date upon it was 2887, 
We consulted the guard’s watch: yes, sure enough, 2857 was the date ! 

Gazing out of the car-window, we observed that the train was rapidly 
approaching a vast and gloomy mountain. 

** What's the name of that eminence ?”’ we inquired, 

‘*Eminence?” said the guard, ‘* Why, that’s the vessel herself,’ 

** Vessel ?”’ we repeated. 

** Yes; the new ironclad.” 

We looked intently. Sure enough it had the appearance of some vast 
engine of war. 

We arrived at it, and were conducted up a staircase seventy-five 
times the height of St. Paul’s, There were hotels on the landings, 
where we stayed for the night, proceeding on our climb the next morn- 
ing, adeabeen 4 

At the end of a week we arrived on the deck of the ironclad, and 
were informed that we were in the region of the bows, Entering a 
handsome terminus constructed of iron and glass, we took a train 
which was about to make the tour of the ship. As we proceeded we 
noticed the daylight diminish, and, looking upward towards the sky, we 
perceived that the light overhead was intercepted by a sharply-outlined 
black cloud : it was one of the ship’s thirty-seven-million-ton guns, 

The route of the train lay through the bore of two other smaller guns 
placed at a lower elevation. After this we steamed for a long while 
over an apparently interminable wilderness dotted with clumps of fine 
timber ; and this, as we were informed, was the main deck, 


The ship having taken some five hundred years to build, vegetation 
had _ = spontane- 


ously arisen 
from the dust 
accumulated on 
the deck, and 
the _— resulting 
timber had been 
of great utility 
in supplying ex- 
tra wood for the 
cabin fittings. 

After a run of 
three days we 
arrived at the 
stern terminus, 
Here we alight- 
ed, and pro- 
ceeded in an 
omnibus to the 
bulwarks, on 
our looking over 
which the most extensive landscape we had ever beheld met our gaze, as 
we stood at about the elevation of a rather ambitious balloon, 
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Inquiry elicited the following facts:—We had come to witness the 
launch a the last new ironclad, a vessel of ten thousand million tons, 
and twelve thousand five hundred million horse-power, having a beam 
of one hundred and thirty-five miles, and a length between perpendicu- 
lars of three thousand four hundred miles, built by all the firms of the 


world combined. P 
‘* Bless us!” we remarked, ‘* And how will they manage to launch 


her?” 

‘‘ Well, you see,” was the reply, ‘‘ they drained off the Pacific Ocean 
and built her in the middle of its bed, between the two biggest moun- 
tains they could find; and now they'll just let in the water again, and 


she'll float.” . 
‘‘But she will make the world a little lopsided, won’t she?” we 


asked. 

‘‘ Well, yes ; it és expected to dip a bit this side,” 

‘¢ And what will she cost?” 

‘Oh !—a matter of forty-nine hundred thousand billions,” 

‘¢ And what nation can pay that ?’ 

‘Oh, all the lot of ’em together. The ship is the joint property of 
the whole world ; and whenever the nations have a quarrel, and think 
of going to war, they just toss for temporary possession of the ship, and 
the one that wins the toss is concluded to have beaten the other, and 
the war is over.” 

‘* But she won’t have room to move.’ 

‘** Not she; they don’t want to move her,” 

** Well, but how can she fight——?” 

‘* Fight? She won’t be required to fight, What is she to fight?” 

** Well, but what’s the use of her?” 

‘*The use of her? Why, it’s her moral influence that is the use of 
her, just the same as it used to be in the case of the little toys of past 
ages ; only that Aer influence is so crushing that she prevents war alto- 
gether. She is the peace-imposer of the world. There won’t be any 
more wars,” 

Reflecting that, after all, she was an acquisition, we awoke. 

= = 


SOME Burman youths celebrated the Jubilee in Burmah by drinking 
a mixture of whisky and bottled beer, under the impression that it was 
Her Majesty’s favourite drink. Ina tangled way they expressed their 
conviction that the Empress of India must have a very strong head. 














BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOoM. 


























‘WITNESS THIS WRETCHED STUMP.”—TZiius Andronicus, Act V. 
Scene 2, 
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Joseph’s Nose. | 
{'' There is,” says the County Gentleman, speaking of Mr. Cham- | 
berlain, ‘‘an expression in Joseph's nose still more communicative 
than anything conveyed by the language of his button-hole. When | 
Joseph's nose points to west-nor’-west as he enters the chamber, a 
strong attack on the Separatists may be relied upon.”) 
Most of us human creatures 
(Strange as we are at best) 
Have expression in certain features, 
Whereby folks are at times impressed. 
In many the eye revealeth 
Inward thoughts by its glares and its glows— 
From the mouth, too, expression oft stealeth, 
But what Chamberlain inly feeleth 
Is expressed by the tip of his Nose ! 


When debates are in preparation 

On some very important bill 
That agitates all the nation 

With a vivid expectant thrill : 

When members, intent on voting, 

Are suffering doubt’s dread throes, 
Then—alternately groaning and gloating, 
They foregather—all bent on noting 

The expression of Joseph’s Nose ! 


Each side of the House expecteth 
To receive an attack from Joe ; 
For just as his Nose directeth, 
That way will ‘‘ Brum” Joseph go. 
If;that Nose west-nor’-west’ard veereth, 
Home Rulers prepare for his blows ; 
but when it the north’ard neareth, 
Why, then, each Conservative feareth 
The expression of Joseph’s Nose ! 


This idea of a nasal rudder 
For steering Joe’s mental ship, | 
Is apt to make people shudder, | 
Lest that terrible ‘‘tip ” make a slip. | 








Besides, one can scarce help fearing 
That Joe has of late had a doze, 

For to judge by his varied veering 

It has done some uncertain steering 
That *‘ tip” of Our Joseph’s Nose ! 





An American interviewer says that when Ouida is tho- 
roughly enthused, she uses a sheet of foolscap for every 
two or three lines of five words. She did not seem par- | 
ticularly enthused when present in the House of Com- 
mons a few nights back, and certainly used less than half 
a ream of paper. 


WAY, 








Passenger.—** THAT’S A MISERABLE OLD HORSE YOU HAVE THERE, 
CAN HARDLY GET ALONG AT ALL.” 

Driver.—‘** AH !—YOU MAY WELL SAY THAT, 
| LEG, AND DEAR AT THAT, 
LAST Guy Fox DAY AS WE COME BACK THE LAST JOURNEY, 
WOS A-LETTING 
AND THE OLD HORSE GOT FRIGHTENED AT IT, 
NEVER SEE NOTHING LIKE IT; HE COCKED UP HIS TAIL, AN’ STUCK UP HIS 
EARS, AN’ BOLTED ! 
GUINEAS!!!” 
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A DIFFERENCE. 
Hr 


WorRTH ABOUT A (JUID A 
BuT, OH, LOR! YOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN HIM 
THe KIpDs 
THE GARDENS BOTH SIDES OF THE 
My Eve !—you 


OFF FIREWORKS IN 


AN’ LOOKED UP, TOO—AH !—ALL Four HUNDRED 
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AN interviewer finds that John L, Sullivan, the far-famed American 
prize-fighter, ‘is not a scholarly fellow.” Cruel interviewer! Mr. 
Ruskin won’t ask J. L. S. to have tea with him after this unkind 
exposure, 








ENTHUSIASM. 


Seldercoodle (quite by accident).—‘‘ I'd no ides, my dear Miss Weel- 
derkin, that you could—er—discourse such—er—such cello-quent 
Music! Er—” 











A Popp-y Show. 


[The Emperor of Austria has sent his portrait to General Kaulbars, accompanied 
by a letter written by General Popp, the Emperor's aide-de-camp. ] 


GEN. KAULBAURS, whom the Czar would *‘ shop,” 
Ifas had a note from General Popp, 

And Austria’s Emperor, as a sop, 

Dictated this to General Popp, 

And off went someone, neck and crop, 

To bear the note from General Popp, 

And K. with glee did doubtless hop 

At having this from General Popp» 
And maybe cried, ‘‘ I'd drain a drop 
Of ginger Pop with General Popp, 

Or down upon my knees I’d flop, 

And stand a chop to General Popp ; 

Or to a scherzo or an ‘’op’ 

At a Monday ‘ pop’ take General Popp, 
For he’s no Popp-in-Jay or fop, 

Is Austria’s Popp-ular General Popp!” 





Mr. JOHN Murpocn, who has lived two winters at Point Barrow, 
corrects certain popular errors in regard to the Eskimos: viz., they do 
net eat their food raw, asarule ; neither are they in the habit of puny 
devouring huge quantities of blubber ; likewise he doubts whether they 
consume more fat than hearty English aldermen, And, moreover, they 
never spend the winter in underground dens, idly sleeping the time 
away, and feeding on stores laid by. And this is the way beautiful 
school learning that has been birched into us is wickedly shattered: or 
ever by Mr, John Murdoch. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


A" SPANISH aristocrat, who visited Albion’s shores some time back, 
informed an author, with whom he was pleasantly chatting in a Madrid 
salon, that he had only detected 
one fault in Englishwomen, and 
the said fault was—their skin 
had no perfume of garlic. 
** When I kiss a Spanish lady’s 
hand,” warbled the Spaniard, 
**I smell that delicious odour 
we all adore; but an English 
lady’s hand, though delicately 
white and soft, does not abso- 
lutely smell of anything.” The 
author, who is a somewhat busi- 
ness-like party, attributes the 
downfall of Spain to the pre- 
dominant demon, gar/ic ; for per- 
petual consumers of the bulbous 
root pale themselves round with 
an atmosphere of exclusiveness. 


SOMEBODY or other wishes to 
know what becomes of the bed- 
steads which are specially made 
for the Queen whenever she 
takes a trip og continong. Sold at big prices to the snobocracy of 
Europe and America, to the advantage of Her Majesty, is the answer. 





A SUSPICIOUS-LOOKING object, supposed to have been a dynamite 
bomb, was picked up in Madrid lately. It turned out to be an obsolete 
galvanic battery, wrapped in a worn-out liver pad. 





A PATIENT recently brought an action at Dunedin, New Zealand, 
against a dentist for pulling out the wrong tooth. He claimed £2,000 
as compensation for the loss of his ivory; but the jury valued his molar, 
which was produced in court, at £50, notwithstanding that it was ina 
decayed condition, and not calculated to have been much use to its 
owner in the mastication of restaurant steak, 

Our Government has forwarded a nice assortment of presents to the 
Sultan of Morocco, including a box of corn-plasters, a beetle trap, five 
corkscrews, a Bible, a tin of tooth powder, a magic lantern, four cricket- 
ing shirts, three glove stretchers, a box of night-lights, a bottle of 
marking-ink, and a jar of sulphur ointment. British influence was on 
the wane in Tangiers. 





It is said that nearly every brewer in Germany sent Prince Bismarck 
a barrel of beer on his seventy-second birthday, which was celebrated 
lately. We hope the tempting gifts will not assist in bringing the hale 
Man of Lager to his ‘er, 


A Greek dinner was given in Boston, U.S.A., recently, and proved 
a great success. Among the dishes were Saddlebacks de Cossack, 
L’Extravagance Culnaire 4 la Bulgarian Atrocity, Le Jambon a la 
Dynamitard, La Salade en Surprise 4 la Grand Old Man, and La 
Creme de la Cité de Dublin. A big lyre was the centre ornament of 
the table. Several smaller liars adorned the show. 


A NERVOUS person estimates the whistling expenses of the New York, 
New Haven, and Hartford Railroad at 15,000 dols. per year. This is 
a mere trifle to what is lost by the tooting expenditure of valuable steam 
on some of our railways. An illiterate but unlucky shareholder who 
lives near a junction says “‘ it’s teemenjus !” 


AN aged Scotsman was recently sentenced to eight days’ imprison- 
ment, for attempting to chastise certain members of his family with a 
table knife. The magistrate considered that the prisoner’s mode of 
punishment was too drastic, and declined to allow him to fork out a fine. 


AFTER a football match, played lately between Irish and Scotch 
teams, a son of ould Erin knocked down a canny Scot in a public-house 
bar, stuffed the Caledonian’s mouth with a heart-cake, and then demanded 
to know his name. The choked-up one could not give him the desired 
information, His heart—we mean his mouth—was too full to speak. 
The Hibernian very nearly got a goal in gaol through this playful 
**touch down,” 





AN eccentric independent lady, who lived alone, was found dead in 
her house the other day. At the inquest it was stated the deceased was 
a spiritualist, which nobody present doubted, when it transpired that a 
milkboy had been in the habit of fetching her a quart of whisky daily, 





after serving her with lacteal fluid. 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


EASTER TUESDAY.—House thin, not to say emaciated; members 
apparently preferring the piers to the Commons, the breezy mountains 
to the Irish : 
*Fills”—not but 
what St. Ste- ———_ (= : 
phen’s breezy * ZE=Z=Z_ZD ‘= E> 
enough lately— ILZZEZZ ’ —F 
and the trim plea- Ss _— 
sure yacht to the FELLA 
tug "twixt Glad- }- BEEZ 
stone and Co, and 
Smith and Co-} 
ercion. Speaker, 
fit as forty fiddles, 
greeted back with 
cheers, Cony-}- 
beare explains ; || 
cheers, change to/}|| 
jeers — if Cam-]'§ 
borne speech pre- 
cipitate, explana- 
tion halting. One 
villainous punster 
remarks that re- 
marks so drastiC 
on’y bear(e) one 
interpretation. 
Speaker incon- 
tinently clotures 
v.p. Resumption 
of Coercion wran- 
gle — Attorney- 
General for Ire- 
land and Home 
Sec. pro, Childers and Stansfeld con, N.B,—Among the many sug- 
gestions to the Irish people how to evade the operation of the Crimes 

sill when passed, the best FuN has yet heard is Parnell’s own, 4.¢., 
Don’t commit any crimes. 

Wednesday.—Lord Henry Bruce bowls his maiden over in the 
political field. Concentrates attack on Gladstone’s *‘ stump.” Followed 
by another new Parliamentary hand, Foster, who maintains that the 
voice of the peak country piquantly condemns the Bill; dangles 
** secret society ‘’ bogey. Colonial Secretary up the v. p. chucked last 
night ; declares he shan’t call him Holland any more, but Calicoercion. 
But to-night Holland’s a very ardent spirit. Declares Government will 
stand or fall by the Bill. 

And so the billyboy bound for Dublin Bay plunges on through the 
stormy waters of Debate, all hands asking, ‘* Will she weather it?” 
while the knowing ones opine that all depends on her rounding the reef 
that rears its head impassively above the billows—front opposition bench, 
the rock whereon so many Tory ships have ‘‘come to grief.” ‘* But 
then,” they argue, ‘‘ this vessel ismanned bya composite crew ; see the 
Union Jack at her mizen.”’ 

Thursday.—Goschen expresses intention of, after 31st proximo, put- 
ting a stop to the French copper. Brixton Baggally supports Bill 
designed to circulate the Irish copper.” King of the Belgians, taking 
notes from gallery, suddenly remembers he has twenty-seven ten-cent 
pieces in his trouser-pocket. Balfour state that King-Harman, like the 
wise playgoer in a panic, ‘‘ keeps his seat.” 

Friday.—Tanner, not penny, on tapis ; wants to know if audacious 
Dominion Government determined to keep its eye on the mild-mannered 
O’Brien, Col. Saunderson calls attention to the kettle of fish at Lough 
Neagh. Coercion debate draws towards final stages. 

Division on second reading to be taken on Monday night. 
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WILL SH& WEATHER IT? 








Not from Ameer-ica, 


SOME say the Ameer’s power’s on the wane, 
And that he ne’er will be so strong again ; 

Yet, with these troubles on his regal hands, 
The wretched Ameer a-meer puppet stands. 





JOSEPH SMITH, a son of the great Mormon prophet, denounces 
polygamy. Smith junior finds that he has been married too often, and 
thinks that one mother-in-law at a time is quite enough for one man to 
tackle conveniently. 








“*CoME, and meet a friend at » was the telegram sent by a 
superintendent of police to a “ wanted ” party. The W. P. turned up 
promptly, and was cordially embraced by Ais friend. He has since 
grown as cynical as the stoic Carlyle was, on the subject of ‘* friendship.” 
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“Sanitas Sanitatum.” 


THE sun rose in all the splendid 
majesty of light, and began to illu- 
mine the pinnacles that adorned 
the ancient towers of Dankfungus 
Castle, as the Baron Boskobi opened 
his eyes and remarked to the 
baroness, ** Whence—ah, whence ! 
—these strange sensations? What 
is it I feel? Methinks I must have 
partaken too heartily of the lobster- 
salad yester eve, or mayhap indulged 
too freely in the toothsome rarebit 
of Wales.” 

“‘Gadzooks, Walter!” replied 
the lady, as she sprang from the 
couch, removing her nightcap and 
untwisting hercurl-papers. ‘* Odds- 
fish! thou art not suffering from 
excess at table, but from low fever, 
induced by the unpleasant exhala- 
tions given off from that dratted old 
moat that surrounds our mouldy 
stronghold. If I don’t have it ‘spring- 
cleaned ’ to-day, and well sprinkled 
with ‘ Sanitas ’—that glorious disin- 
fectant, deodoriser, antiseptic, and 
air-purifier—my name ain’t Cicely 
Alina Aspasia de Malmsey Boskobi.” 
Then the baron embraced his 
spouse, and in carefully-selected 
words praised her discernment and 


wisdom. He then rang for his 
matutinal rum-and-milk. Before 
eve the Baron Boskobi breathed 


pleasant balsamic air charged with 
pine odours, and kicked a disobe- 
dient retainer with a vigour which 
showed that low-fever no longer 
enervated his system, 





IN answer to alarmists, General 
Sir John Adye writes :—‘‘So far 
from British recruits being inferior , 
in physique to those of Continental 
armies, the minimum height and the 
minimum chest measurement exceed 
by two inches that of any Conti- | 
nental army.” Hundreds of British 
servant-girls who have travelled 
with their masters and mistresses 
abroad have known this fact for 
years. 

THE people in whose hopes for 
your longevity there cannot be a 
shadow of suspicion of hypocrisy are 
Life Assurance Company’s directors. 


CONUNDRUMO NOVELLO.—What 
musical instrument is always early? 


—The bas-soon YOU GOING TO STAND?” 


A Business MAN, so I THOUGHT I’D SAVE THE POWDER. 
‘*NOT THAT SORT OF THING,” REPLIED JOHN BULL, 





WHY HE DIDN’T SALUTE. 
“WELL, THE FACT IS, OLD Boy,” REMARKED His ROYAL ECONOMICAL HIGHNEsS, ‘‘ I’m 


THE QURSTION NOW IS, WHAT ARE 





———— 





a 


FINE WHATHHR ABROAD. 


a year to come. All the way from Rotterdam ! and eight hours of it in 
the train, * Picturesque Holland.” Who’s such an ass, I should like 
to know, as to care about that sort of thing. NotI, you bet. Holland 
only looks like a billiard-table, crossed with slips of looking-glass for 
dykes. That’s all Holland is. I like North Holland, though, because 
sO few English go there; they haven’t got the taste to know it. 
How I loathe, hate, and detest to meet respectable English pas and 
mas on the Continent : they nearly always manage to turn me positively 
sick, Flattening their noses against the glass of shop windows, then 
trying to look supercilious, and only succeeding in getting an expression 


But I’m at Cologne now. 
Everybody since the French paid their war indemnity seems to 
have a better coat. The shops, too, are ever so much smarter. Of 





_I wrire this from Cologne. I simply hate the place, and I always 
did ; and I’ve had such a beastly journey to it, that I shan’t forget it for | 





as if they were looking over the bulwarks of a steamer on a blowy day. | 


That's different enough to what it used to | 
an 7 | must be careful; she has a long, well-shaped nose—an inch or two 


| bitten off it wouldn’t improve her appearance either in public or private 


course I looked in at Maria Farina’s; and, hang me, although it was | life. 


out of the season, there was the usual Englishman buying eau de 
Cologne. I suppose eau de Cologne is a fine thing. They say some 
women (women of fashion) drink it, because they must gulp down 
spirit, and are ashamed to go in for gin like washerwomen, I dare say 
it’s true enough. Women will do anything: that I know well enough. 
Well, I’ve been walking down the Sérasse in the rain, and ae 
against some Teutonic military. There's a stunning portrait of Bismarc 

in one of the shop windows just at the back of the ‘‘Dome.” The 
prince looks splendid. He! he! wouldn’t they like it if we could buy 
Bismarck, and send him off to Ireland, to look after the folk there. 
Bah! politics! I mean to go back to my hotel, and smoke a Bremen 
cigar, and then turn in with a headache. D:ioGcenes Tosss, 





SARAH BERNHARDT has developed an affection for a South-American 
tiger-cat, and kisses and hugs the half-tamed animal with fervour, Sarah 
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METROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENTS. 
of such showy bits of work as Shaftesbury Avenue, Crown Street, and Hyde mt phe oe ted pe 2 mcm den 


* Icnorus” a * Sir,— While the performance 


to the world, many improvements silen 
Tule, tor ientunes, 6 wee dena wements slaty eecte 


effected are completely ignored. To relieye the ignorance of the public on this point, I seek aid of your pages. 
our street.” 








— ———— 
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To begin with, the road is oll This is much, Observe 
en g 


the gentry to whom it is forb 


round in consequence. 
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Our back-gardens have been purified. The dive 
is part of a noble trophy resulting from a campaign 
by Slaughterem and myself. 


Then these lusty-lunged twins next door have 
sought country air for a space. 
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The lady and gentleman opposite have left. 


And the new people have come in. These are some 
of them. 





Last, and greatest of all! Our dustbin—it 
is a fact, on my honour !—our dustbin has 
been cleared ! 








A Little Interlude. 
(See CARTOON.) 


WOFUOLLY jaded, 

And weary and stale, 
Feeling quite faded, 

ont looking quite pale, 

ah who've been working— 

How long, goodness knows !— 
Duties ne’er shirking, 

Now yearn for repose. 


First-rate in fettle, 
And jaunty and brisk, 
Bursting with mettle, 
And eager to frisk, 
Iie who's been resting 
For ever so long, 
Thinks of suggesting 
Some exercise strong. 


Somehow or other 
This doesn’t seem strange ; 


No one can smother 

A liking for change ; 
Workers will nurse a 

Desire for repose, 
And vice versé— 

For so the world goes. 








Now Ready. Price One 2 Shilling ° 


mi CHARMS: A Hand in the Clouds. 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 
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Socccccccecees Neuniin C IRCULAR P F N S 
Lancet. | LO] AOL EN ERD) GUARANTEED 
‘‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Ss  eaEaEEaEYyEeE——eeeeeeeeeeeeeeee PURE AND 
oor effective in all those cases in which we} Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch | U 
ve prescribed it.''— Medical Press. nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. SOLUBLE. 


Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample | 


Of all Chemists. 





Box, or send 7 stamps to ¢ 


BRANDAUVER and Co.'s 





2/9, 4/6, and 11)- 


Pen Works 


Warehouse, 


31RM INGHAM; or to their Wholesale 
24 King Edward Street, London, E.C 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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** Sceng, THE ROYAL PAvILion.”—Old Play. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE STRAND.— 
I don’t think I 
was born under 
a lucky star, and 
I’m quite sure I 
wasn’t born with 
acaul, I’m so 
unlucky, in fact, 
that I should be- 
lieve that I was 
born on a Friday, 
if I didn’t know 
better. Onsecond 
thoughts, though, 
do I know better? 
Where’s my 
evidence? Bring 
it along. 


OF course 
Miss Fannie 
Leslie’s strong 


\ 
\ > 


NYS 
>> 












Le via eneeane s/s “ ite . : thee a , 7 ‘ hie ° 

“ . ¥ ‘ . a LL * point (from my 
He STRAND.—OvwR ENGLISH CHAUMONT SINGING THE : 7s 
CHAUMONTS —I1 MEAN THE SHOWMAN'S—SONG IN point of view at 


anyrate), is her 
dancing, and of 
course it was just my luck that when I went to see Yack-in-the-Box I 
should be met with the announcement that Miss Leslie had knocked her 
knee! The first time I ever heard of her being knock-kneed, by-the- 
way. Stop a bit, though, the notice said ‘‘hurt” her knee, not 
**knocked ” it, so she’s not knock-kneed even ¢/1's time—but let it stand, 
I’m not the man to go back on my word, 


Jack-in-the-Box. 


Jack-in-the-Box is a ‘* Musical Variety Drama,” and is largely com- 
—— of nonsense and unlikelihood (to say the least of it), The un- 
ikely and unreal boy-hero—Jack The Giant Killer isn’t in it with him 
for ‘‘adventures,”’—is made none the more real or likely by being im- 
poe by a lady. But the whole thing is probably not intended to 
9¢ taken altogether seriously, though most of the incidents are very serious 
indeed—and of its class the piece is a rather favourable specimen, capable 
of affording a good deal of amusement, if only at the stale tricks, and 
familiar incidents liberally served up. Miss Leslie’s pure cockney accent 
is for once quite in keeping with the character she represents, and a few 
touches of bad art apart—such as over-emphasis, excessive facial ex- 
pression when administering a ‘‘ crusher,” and an occasional lapse into 
a directly confidential attitude towards her audience—the performance 
is a decidedly good one, though not astoundingly so. 


Mr. HARRY PARKER'S Professor O'Sullivan is a rather funnily-acted 
bit of character; the utter impecuniosity of the man being well 
represented, inasmuch as he is shown to have lost everything he once 
possessed, even his native brogue! Roy Carlton, the desperate villain, 
is very funny, too, with his constant cigarette and his references to 
Australias; 
while the dig- 
nity of the 
Italian Toroni 
is something 
over powering. 
Watch him in 
the fair-fight 
(though it is 
anything but a 
fair fight, by- 
the-way). He 
defend him- 
self! He con- 
descend to 
double his fists ! 
Not a bit of 
it. He'll let 
ou surround 
im as he tod- 
dles off at one 
wing, removes 
his waistcoat, 
toddles back 








Tus Rovatty.—Tuis ts Ivy—Ossgrve trues Dispray or 





IVY-RIES. 


on the stage, 
ambles up the 
booth-steps and off at the other wing, tears his shirt-sleeves and comes 
back for the tableau—but that’s all you must expect of him. 





Miss FLORENCE West is quite equal to the demands of the usual 
heroine of this kind of piece, and is not without promise and power, 
but the best acting is contributed sate 
by Mr. Arthur Estcourt, and our Leg ti; 
old friend Miss Sallie Turner. 


Tue RoyaLtty.—/vy, the new 
play by Mr. Mark Melford just 
produced here, is marked for 
failure direand complete. Except 
that Mr. Edouin has often shown 
a predilection for exactly the 
same kind of failure before, it is 
difficult to see how any manager, 
or anybody else, could have 
dreamt of even the mildest touch 
of success for such a piece! 


AN interlude of babies, during 
which Miss Atherton sang a pretty 
song called ‘‘ The Land of Nod,” 
by Miss Clotilde Graves and Herr 
Meyer Lutz, aroused some interest, 
and pleasant memories cling around 
a freshly-conceived and consis- 
tently-carried-out bit of character 
admirably played by Mr. Edward 
Emery—the rest had better be silence, perhaps. 





THE Royva.tty.—So Grab! 


THE ROYAL PAVILION.—I pro- 
mised to give you a word this week 
about the show here, but I think the 
previous page says almost as much 
as there is to say aboutit. The 
programme is certainly an uncom- 
mon strong one as such things go, 
The most striking items are the 
extraordinary long-limbed French- 
man who burlesques a ballet girl; 
the female acrobats, with curious, 
unexpected nobs bursting out every 
now and then all over them, and 
the observable absence of political 
allusions throughout the programme, 
For the rest the things are much 
of the usual character. The Sisters 
Bilton are particularly neat and 
clever dancers, but they hadn’t learnt 
the tune of their first > oe 
ingly, and, perhaps, after all, it 
a worth ce Miss Laura Lyle 
sang that she was shy — but she 
wasn’t, Sylvester Schaffer did re- 
markable things in the balancing way 
with a table and a chair, and Miss 
Harriet Vernon looked regal in a **Sappho” dress. 





THe RovaLtty.—On, Law ! 





Nops AND WINKS.—J/en and _ 






Women, which by no means neglects ji CONOuUcTED Bev 
the profession—a ‘‘man” or a A LEOPOLDO GRAHAME 
ce 7 ” ° . 7. . ' 

woman” from its ranks turning a — 





up with tolerable frequency — had 
an excellent portrait of Mrs. Brown- 
Potter last week, accompanied by 
an article containing ‘‘ all about” 
that lady, now so prominently before 
the public, from the pen of the 
energetic conductor, Mr. Leopold 
Grahame, whose spirit in conducting 
the enterprise has goaded me into 
_—— my readers, gratis, with 
is counterfeit-presentment in the 
margin, — Mr. Mark Quinton has 
written a new piece called Zhe 
Crooked Way, in which a “lady of 
society” is said to contemplate 
making a matinée appearance in the 
coming summer.—Miss Hawthorne 
has returned from Paris, and will 
open at the Olympic to-night with 
Heartsease, sustaining her original 
character of Marguerite Gautier. 
NESTOR. 


A Leaver or Mgn (AND 
Woman). 
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AN AFTER-SUPPER FRAGMENT. 


Enthusiastic Little Tory.—‘‘Vl give you my opinion on the Irish 
Question in a few words, Mr. Blobbington, and it is this. If the 
Government would hang half the Irish Home Rule Members, and 
flog the rest, a stoppage would be put to all these vile proceedings on 
the part of the disaffected Irish. How do you take it?” 

Mr. Blobbington (slightly confoozled).—*‘ Irish? Happy thought ! 
How do I take it? Um—er—well, hot thish time, Miss, with—(Aic) 
— er piece of lemonsh, and one knob of sugar—only ore, 
mindsh !’ 




















SPRING. 





ART FURNISS-ING., 


WHAT'S this? Has time suddenly flitted away? 
We haven't lost count of it, surely ! 

Is summer upon us? Or is the R.A, 
Displaying itself prematurely ? 

This must be a room in the Burlington place 
The pictures are proof of it, surely. 

Though it’s odd to observe that in every case, 
The colours have ‘‘ flown” rather queerly ! 


And—here !—the R.A.’s must be up to their larks ! 
Or is it to punish deriders ! 

They've got all the space! For one quickly remarks 
The absence of all the ‘‘ outsiders.” 

But something’s uncanny! We're under the yoke 
Of a feeling that’s eerie and mystic. 

They say they’re by Furniss! They say they’re a joke ! 
They further remark they’re artistic ! 


Artistic enough, but you hardly suppose 
You’re going to catch us so neatly, 
We smile at your statement, and turn up our nose, 
And beg to 4 it completely. 
It’s all very nice if you’re Furniss’s friend 
To placidly give him the glory— 
But then we are able—and hereby intend— 
To tell you a different story. 


The fact is the Forty were sad in their m nd 
(Unfortunate Academicians !) 

Associates also were troubled in kind, 
With jeers at their works and positions ; 

Till one who was younger and bolder than all, 
Declared ‘‘ doleful dumps” to be folly, 

‘¢ Come—away to the club and for supper let's call, 
And try to be decently jolly.” 


So they fed with good will an the viands prepared, 
(Pork chops were the principal portion , 
Then, retiring to bed, with their dreams they were scared, 
And spent half the night in contortion; _ 
Then rose in their sleep — came down to this room, 
And, instead of a purposeless pawing, 
ney sainted these pictures, then fled 4 the gloom, 
‘And Furniss has touched up the drawing 
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Athletic Parson (collecting subscriptions for new roller for Village Cricket Field),—*‘‘ You sE®, Mrs. BROWN, THIS IS A MATTER WHICH 
Ir IS M¥ DUTY TO SMOOTH DOWN ANY ROUGHNESSES BETWEEN MY PARISHIONERS, 


COMES PECULIARLY WITHIN MY 


PROVINCE, 


“A STUMP SERMON.” 


AND TO TRY AND IMPROVE THE WICKET(D)!” 
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A Cheerful Companion to the 
Oalendar, 


Aprit—(Seconp HALF), 
17th, Tus is Low Sunday; but, pray, donot 
let 


e 
Your conduct bear the title of the day. 
Be lowly, nurse low spirits—if you get 
Extreme enjoyment in that sort of 
way. 


New South Wales discovered ; dedicate 


18th. 


To persons Justice had misunderstood, | 


Or, in another way their case to state, 
Who ‘‘left their country for their 
country’s good,” 


19th. Lord Byron died, in eighteen-twenty- 
four : 
This day read his ‘‘ Corsair,” ** Don 
Juan,” ** Beppo,” 
For luck ; then wish that he had written 
more 
Before you venture from your home 
to step—O ! 
20th. Oliver Cromwell “‘went down to the 
House,” 
And sent its long-sitting members 
flying : 
Wanted a Cromwell with courage and 
nous 
To handle our talkers, so time 
defying. 


Has anyone salt tears he pines to shed ?— 





The death of Abelard he may turn 
still to— 
That very luckless lover whon, ’tis said, 
His Eloise’s pa behaved so ill to, 


22nd, The death of Wordsworth you may 
celebrate 
This day, by reading through his long 
** Excursion ;”” 
A poem, Byron said (’tis fair to state) 
‘Writ in a manner that was his 
aversion,” 


23rd. This day great William Shakespeare 
died— 
To live in deathless story ; 
Our England's worthiest son and pride, 
Our country’s purest glory. 


24th. Brazil discovered for the special joy 
Of ladies who in diamonds love to 
glitter ; 
Likewise the Brazil nut, to please the 
boy 
Who thinks the harder nuts to crack 
the fitter. 


25th, All worshippers of Mammon’s sway— 
Of Fashion's army proud recruits— 
Rejoice and celebrate to-day 
e birth of Lady Burdett-Coutts. 


26th, This day was born hard-headed David 
ime-~ 
O course you've read his English 

hist’ry ?— 





Against him still soft-headed* people 
fume 
For stripping miracles of myst’ry. 


Birthday of Edward Gibbon : re-peruse 
His » ‘* Decline and Fall ;” ’twill 
fill your day ; 
A book for late-cram’d critics to abuse, 
But pray decline to heed whate’er 
they say. 


Birthday of sea-deep William Pitt : 
A plucky foreign policy 

He held ; and we're to pay for it, 
And may in time the folly see, 


27th. 


28th. 


This day our latest war with France, 
In eighteen-three began ; 

A mode of argument, perchance, 
Most /%#¢tiful in plan. 


George Washington, this day—th’event 
In hist’ry’s duly stated— 

As United States’ first President 
In state inaugurated. 


A Whist-lerned Note. 


Mr, fae is good at nocturnes,"as we 
ow 
(Some of which are as sombre as ‘* Werner ”) 
But he hasn’t contrived up till now, though, to 
show 
That he’s able, as’twere, to ** knock ”-Turner. 


29th. 


30th. 








Cug-r10us CRrEATURES.—Billiard players 
and prompters, 
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THE CLANG (OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, April 18th.—Lord Milltown cries ‘*‘ Havoc,” and desires to 
muzzle dogs of all denominations, Fun’s canine friends object to this 
dogmatic incen- 
tive to rabies. 
Weather turned 
warm, certainly 
oot warm 
enough for mus- 
‘in to be the 
only wear. 
Every cur-tail 
will wag at in- 
telligence that 
Lord Cran- 
brook declines 
to cur-tail dog- 
gie’s freedom. 
Commons.— 
Lord George 
gives further ex- 
planations why 
the Duke didn’t 
salute—as if 
FuN’s cartoon 
last week was 
not sufficient ! 
Houseas crowd- 

; a a w.,, jed as the Adel- 
PTA ARE | MAY BY, \phi. In the gal- 
| mae | j 6B), \lery sits the il- 
‘jlustrious 
i Istranger — the 
‘thon. mem. for 
North Long- 
ford, As one 
of Fun’s Irish 
; friends put it, 
so A “The bhoys 
have lost their 
Tim, Tim having lost his timper.” Sexton like bottled stout, up and 
frothy. Repudiates with double-distilled virtuous indignation insinua- 
tions by Colonel Saunderson and the Zzmes that Parnellites and 
assassins in touch—emphasises denial by declaring THE LETTER 
“fan act of moral murder worthy of capital punishment.” Hartington 
follows and expresses opinion that Ireland not large enough for 
National League and H. M. Government, also his intention of sup- 
porting latter. Gladstone argues in favour of ‘‘combinations, as 
if he were a member of the Rational Dress Association. Then the 
Chief Sec. Now, though Irishmen regard ‘‘our Balfe” as a fountain 
of harmony, they look on Balfour as an emblem of discord. What 
Sexton has tol(1)’d is echoed by Par(k)nell, who declares THE LETTER 
a forgery. Well, FuN hopes it is, indeed he had thought better things 
of the Irish Chief, but why, ere this, hasn’t the Uncrowned applied for 
an injunction to restrain the Thunderer? There are no juries in the 
Chancery Courts, 
Tuesday.—Lords engaged on Irish Judicature. Lord Denman pleads 
for preservation of relics of ‘*tempore acta.” Ministerial benches literal 
banks of primroses. 
Commons,—Goschen and Smith, though the former prim and the 
latter rosy, primroseless, Dr, Clark introduces addendum to Litany— 
*¢ Sunday letters in provinces, don’t deliver us,” and pleads for a day of 
rest for the postman. Motion referred to select Committee. No wonder 
Jack afloat or ashore sings ‘‘ Yeo, my lads!” for the hon member for 
West Glamorganshire of that name having presumably heard of the 
fate of the—‘* Three men of Bristol City (42s) who took a boat and 
went to sea.” (Fun thinks they were known as ‘‘ Gorging Jack and 
** Guzzling Jimmy” (42s) and ‘* Little Billee”) wants six millions for 
Harbours of Refuge for Bristol Channel, but request denied. Mad the 
six millions been required for guns that wouldn’t go off or ships that 
wouldn’t swim they might have been granted. d ; é 
Wednesday.—Burdett Coutts pleads for extension ef Franchise to 
police force forcibly. McLaren argues, give same simultaneously to 
the cook and the rest of her gender. 
Thursday—Lords.—Cadogan’s Bill for Ireland—‘*‘ Bankruptcy made 
easy” in one act. 
Commons.—Budget. Income Tax down to 7d. Duty on baccy 
reduced by 4d. Forty-three cheers ! ¢ 

Friday—Lords.—Marlborough deals with unfi ey Societies. | 
Commons,—Bradlaugh points out that a lot of ‘Market Rights” are | 
public wrongs, 
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Write or Wrong? 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
THE IRIsH MACBETH (/oguttur), 


THOU canst not say I did it: never shake 

Thy spiteful fist at me. I am aman, 

Ay, and a bold one that dare look on that 

Which might appal the devil. What care I, 

If thou dost publish? For thou canst not prove ; 
And daily papers may go dig up dirt, 

Yet never make the world believe it gold. 

Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden time, 
Ere stringent statutes purged the Irish weal, 

Ay, and since, too, murthers have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the ear; the times have been 
That when assassins had been caught they died, 
And there an end ; but now the journals rise 

And try to lay those murthers to our charge 

And push us from our seats. ’Tis basely false ! 
Avaunt ! and quit my sight! I'd like to hide thee! 
Thine aim is venomous, thy letter forged, 

And speculation peeps from out those eyes 

Which thou dost glare with. What man dare, I dare 
Though libel-actions be not to my taste ; 

Attack me in the field of argument, 

Rate me for aught which truly I have done, 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble then. Hence, horrible shadow, 
Unreal mockery, hence ! 








CERTAIN theorists have arrived at the conclusion that sensations of 
being hanged by the neck are highly enjoyable, and that Mr, Berry's 
rapid method of ‘‘ working off” his patients diminishes their pleasure. 
One feels inclined to say to these theorists, ‘‘ Oh, go and be hanged !"” 





A TEMPERANCE journal states that the Salvationists have emptied the 
public-houses in the town of Festiniog. We have always believed them 
to be a thirsty crew; but this is too much for us to credit, 


























CAN the “‘ colours ” of a tricycle club be called a “‘ tri(ke)” colour. 


BEGGARS AND CHOOSERS. 
A SKR®TCH IN PICCADILLY, 
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A MOST UNLIKELY THING. 


Ane FLAS. 
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We dreamed of one, our ancestor, who had enjoyed a Government life-pension, 


We know what wild and improbable story gave birth to this our vision ; but 
; it might be some few centuries past. His name was Johnne Smythhe. 


of late when, aweary of carning our bread, we sat up pondering some plan of 
living labour- ‘free, 
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=~" Instantly the means of gratuitous livelihood presented Itself to our brain. We flew to our clergyman and said,—‘‘ We are our ancestor, Johnne Smythhe. 
fain would continue to receive our life-pension, granted to us some cemuries past. Prithee sign this paper identifying us as our ancestor.” Our ees wots 
laudable caution, asked, ‘‘ You are quite sure you are the same Johnne Smythhe?” and signed the paper. He was a worthy and innocent man. 


























“ Bless us!” they murmured in surprise. ‘‘ Why, om Johnne Smythhe, 


Thence we proceeded to the pension authorities. They, too, were worthy and child-like. 
ou must now be in your four hundredth year! Surprising how young some people look, to be sure! 
, and handed us the pension. 


Dear, dear—most interesting!" And they patted us on the 
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QUITH NEW TOZ2IT. 





This guardian-sprite, being 
Whether a flash-span glimpse of human baseness 
Might, horror-thrilling, rivet little Tim 

Once for all time to guilelessness, resolved 

To try this thing : then framed a little boat 


Made of a pure white shell, 
With white moths’ wings for sails, symbolical ; 
And, setting little Tim within it, fanned 

The fluttering sail ; and so the little boat, 
O’erpassing all the sentry posted waters, 
Grounded upon the shores of our base world 
Where sits nefariousness. 
That sent him forth was “‘ Yrelande.” 
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That so doth fright me?” 
**T am an Yoglishman, and 
And this dread thing that thou so fear’st to touch, 


f {\| yoy 
shar 


And the other answered : 


A SPOTLEss isle, brim-heaped with innocen 
And all around—as islands ofttimes have— 


The waters, sentry-posted, 
to offwarn 

All disingenuous and un- 
holy taint 

Of outer-world-begot ne- 
fariousness ; 


guarded, lest 
The taint of vice un-ocean- 
hindered, haply 


hero, little Tim, 
him what ye will. 
sacred Isle 
tended 
By the 
Perfect Purity, 
Since 
dwelt, 


Now on a day 
of double-mind 


symbolical, 


And the island’s name 


And the babe 


Was known as “‘ Little Tim, the Yrish Member.” 


And little Tim, straying in innocence 

O’er the dread field—though nowise dread to him, 
Bursting with innocence—of our bad world, 

Came upon flowers all newly strange to him ; 

The wry-stemmed flowers of speech breathing deceit, 
And many a deep-set plant 
A strange-form 
And, this thing timid-finger-touching, Tim 

With pain-forced cry drew back ; for it had burned. 
So now, with cautious nose 
The innocent, a gruesome sulphur-scent 

Filled all the air, stifling ; and Tim grew faint, 
And fled the noxious thing, 
Is sure some meteorite from other worlds, 
Having no part in this fair world wherein 
Mine isle doth lie.” 


: and, on a sudden 


lay among the weeds. 
essaying further 


saying, ** This thing 


Anon there came — 
One bred in all base craft, 
and appertaining 
" To that gross shore of all 
deceitfulness : 
And this one gathered 
gaily of those flowers 
¢, Of speech, and poisonous 
weeds ; and, coming to 
The sulphur-scented sub- 
stance, took it up 
I And held I gaily in no 
/ loathi d, 
As = accustomed : 
whom our little Tim, 
Faltering on timid toes in 
trepidation :— 
‘What is this loathsome 
thing that ye do touch ? 
And who are ye that touch 
this loathsome thing, 


to 


Yogland this ; 


And in the centre—fairy 


Might plant the foot—our 
Or Mike, or Thady: call 
Thus little Tim, within the 
Of Innocence Eternal, ever 
sprite-guardian, 


his birth-season, 





But I, so used to, fear not in the least, 
But rather joy to handle, is A Liz,” 


And at the word fell Tim, the Yrish Member, 
Flat on the grass, and so remained a fortnight, 
What time poor guardian Purity, tearing her hair 
First with loud wail, did sit by him and watch,} 
And fan the fly of worldliness from off 

His nose, and wring her hands, bemoaning her 
That she had thus exposed him to such wrong. 


And so when Tim, the little Yrish Member, 
Slowly grew stronger, and his eye less dim, 

Did she enfold him in three thicknesses 

Of purity ; and on swift beating wings 

Bearing aloft, stayed not until the centre 

Was gained of that pure Isle of Innocence, 
Yrelande, And thenceforth he strayed not more. 








PETIT MOUTON QUI REVE. 


11,30 A.M.—TI really am most dreadfully bored. There’s nothing 
new under the sun to goshopping about, and howcan one amuse one’s- 
self any other :, 
way. We're a , 
not in soczety ' j) 
you know. 
Papa is in the 
City, and we 
live in Bays- 
water. How 
horrible! 
Well, I sup- 
pose papa 
can’t help it, 
only he might 
be a little 
more con- 
siderate. 
Whoever 
made a good 
match from 
Bayswater 
yet? 

I. 30 p.m. 
—Charley in 
to lunch. 
Charley’s my third cousin. 
velvet collar and a loose coat. 





He has a 
I wish he would leave off wearing 
gardenias ; they are so awfully cz¢yfied. Charley, of course, is very well 
off; but if I were—well—to take him, I know we should have to live 


He’s on the Stock Exchange. 


in Bayswater. I think I would rather die than do that. It is too 


terrible to think of. 

4. 30.—Been in to see the gallery in Bond Street. I don’t care about 
pictures, you know. No really nice people ever do. But then you 
meet people and they talk to you. Charley tried to press my hand in 
the crush going in. I wish he wouldn’t be so stockbrokery, and would 
look more like the real west man. 

5. 30.—I really think that if Charley would leave off wearing a loose 
coat and shave off his side whiskers, that I would condescend to think 
something about him. Papa says that business and whiskers always go 
together, and that moustaches alone, especially if waxed, always mean 
race meetings and brandies and sodas. I am quite tired of hearing this 
over and over again. I like my cousin George who is at Aldershot, 
and isn’t at all respectable. It is so dreadfully nice to know that you 
ought to be ashamed of owning him—only you’re not. All the girls I know 
like George. I suppose when I am married I mustn’t kiss George, 
although he is my first cousin. George is going to marry Selina Thomas. 
Her father made a lot of money at coals. Selina’s an orphan with a 
cast in one eye. But she overlooks all George’s little weaknesses. 
Perhaps that’s owing to the bad eye. He, he! I mustn’t be ill-natured. 
Ps — again, I shall have to live and die in Bayswater 

ter all, 





—— 
aot 





ANOTHER Land League outrage is reported from Scotland. A 
gallant advocate of the no-rent principle boldly attacked a tame deer 
the other night, and stabbed it in the shoulder. Next morning the 
weaporm was found embedded deeply in the wound by a keeper. Had 
this glorious feat of bravery been enacted in Ireland, the hero who 
performed it would have been enabled to retire on a life pension ; but 
owing to the want of grofer Land League organization in the Land o’ 
Cakes the man of distinguished valour has gained no money, and has 
lost his knife. 
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TERRIBLE JUDGMENT ON BIFKINS FOR SABBATH-BREAKING! 
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(The 

The “ prize” he'll win, if he have skill). 
Nor can the chances be mistold 

Of such a ripper as Lovegold ; 

To ye who do not wish to part, 

I say Lovegold with all my heart. 


fith haughty ais and stately style, 
That rouse in ignorance a smile, 
I go upon my way like one 
Who bears the name of Grandison. 
And Grandison, I freely tell, 
From all will carry off the bell— 
That is, unless there lingers one 
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There’s Hugo, too, bat you go to— 
With Hugo have not much to do. 
Whistle Jacket to the fore, 
little more with Eglamore. 
Bat who shall win? you want to know, 





The Fates are swift, and never slow. 
Sure Lovegold shows the better pace, 
And Enterprise will get a place. 


And so farewell, and fill your fuss, and don’t forget TROPHON!Us. 























ENIOENAOES. 
Ome of the latest crazes that has attacked the fair sex of Boston, U.S., 
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A MINER, who declined to give evidence in a court of justice lately, 
unless he was paid 4:. 6d, “for refreshment,” was given gratuitous 
refreshment in prison during five days, yet be didn’t seem satisfied. 


AccORDING to Professor Carl Hecker, New York girls are making 
marked progress in painting. Sorry to hear it, Carl! Rouge and 
bismuth don’t improve the skin in the long run. 


AccorDING to a highly-respectable Swiss paper, a wily wagtail 
residing in a BER. ing district in qteerland has built 2 
steel nest with watch-springs and metal shavings. Birds who locate in 
mountainous countries may be as practical as the humans are imaginative. 
But we are inclined to fix this tale on some journalistic wag, writing 
under the influence of “* mountain dew.” 


A SCIENTIST says that the force of attraction being very much less at 
the moon’s surface than at the earth’s surface, creatures constituted like 
man, placed on the heavenly orb, could vault over structures like the 
Lowther Arcade, instead of ambling slowly through, if they wished to 
bilk cabmen. His theory doesn’t go for much, though, because the 
cabmen might follow if so “dispoged.” Rapidity of movement isn’t 
always an advantage to the spry mover. a 


Tue Rev. J. Glasse, a Socialist, thinks that Mr. Caine, M.P., is, 
a lineal descendent of a person of the same name who figures 


in scripture hi . Let’s be nice and charitable for once, and suppose 
the cleric had a glass too much before giving vent to a gvaé 
unworthy of his cloth. 


Tue court flunkies, who serve the real live Mikado, in Japan, are to 
cast off their oriental garb. They will be fitted with liveries built on 
European principles in future. A e consi t of padded calves, 
hogs’-grease and hair-powder has been forwarded from the west-end to 
Niphon. ciate 


Tue Postmaster-General of the United States has now come to the 
conclusion that every artist is not an utter fool in business matters. It 
seems that he recently commissioned one of the brethren of the brush to 

int a portrait of his wife. The commission was duly executed, sent 

and as a matter of course, proved highly distasteful to the lady. 
The Postmaster-General sent back the picture . ing that 
he could trace no resemblance to his spouse i 
icted on the canvas. The designing artist 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. | 


COERCION, 


There is a land—a fair green Isle, 

Encircled by the sea ; 

Where brave hearts glow—where | 
stood ooall | 


How sas to be free ; 
But men who with mighty sway, 
Would forge the fetters on, 


And turn the golden sunny day 
To gruesome night and Ione. 


O let not Engiand in its might 
Inflict a cruel wrong— 


To deadly thought against their foe ; 
But rather let them sing 

With freedom’s voice, now all aglow, 
And make their rafters ring. 


O Ireland ! home of bravest men, 
Of daughters sweet and fair, 
The day will come within our ken, 
When freedom thou shalt share ; 
And with it, may rich plenty fiow, 
Your homes be bright and warm, 
Stern hunger’s grip no more to know, 
Nor ** moonlight ” raids alarm. 





Pure Cau-cus-sedness, 

Tue gallant Admiral of late resigned 

From the National Liberal Federa- 
tion, 

Because ‘twas too dogmatic for his mind, 

The Caucus also roused his indigna- 
tion. 

For this Maxse gains respect, though | 

some pronounce | 

His action as the Maxse-imum of | 

bounce, 


AN intoxicating beverage, known as 
“hard ale,” is sold in Edinburgh at the 
rate of twopence gallon. No won- 
der that some of the impecunious Scots 
who come across the borders look some- 
what sour. 
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THE ARTISTIC BAYONET. 


Inspector-General Muddle.—‘*\WWHAT THE—OH !—AH !—YES—VERY PRETTY, A MOST CHARMING 
ORNAMENT ; SO MUCH MORE GRACEFUL THAN THE STRAIGHT LINE.” 














THE FLOWERS IN THE SPRING. 


FLOWERS indeed! As if any sensible being ever cared about flowers. 
“* Now that the sun is out,” says that Jones, “‘ you should just come and 
throw your eye over my hyacinths.” I would much sooner throw my 
boot at them, I can tell you. As if I cared anything about byacinths. 
My landlady, of course, likes to stick bulbs in the window. I never 


flowers, and antimacassars are ee of Bloomsbury lodging-shops. 
Crocuses, indeed! I hate crocuses in London gardens. The yellow 
ones only look like the yolks of bad eggs. And snowdrops! What 
sensible man, I should like to know, could possibly care about them? 
Little lumps of cotton wool stuck in the end of green hairpins—that’s 
what they are. Tulips, too! Now what is there pretty in them! I 
wish they never Aad drained the sea of Haarlem, we should have had 
fewer tulips ; and all the better, too, I say. They have got in the way, 
too, of sending over whole cases of cut flowers from the continent. 
You can get a gardenia in London for threepence. A lot of that 
to a man who hasn’t got the money to buy half-a- of st 
Years ago there were fewer, of course, and a deal more wholesome 
food. As if I cared, too, to wear flowers in my button-hole at my time 
of life. A parcel of bosh, I say, all of it is. Violets. Do you think 
now that I am the sort of man who would feel any the happier, because 
I had a bunch of them skewered into my chest? I tell you what—I 
Peay hate the whole business. The ‘‘ Primrose” business, too. 
ow utterly idiotic all of it is. What on earth do they want to do shat 
for, I should like very much to know? As far as I am concerned I 
detest primroses. They only make you think the weather's summery, 
and leave off your great coat, and catch your death of cold in the 
cast wind. Flowers. Bah! I say. Diocengs Tusss. 





knew anybody who let wag who didn’t. Hyacinth glasses, wax | 





{An Oxford Street tradesman has advertised for a salesman who can “ talk to the 


aristocracy. ”) 


The Man who can Talk. 


Tuey came in their legions, the great out-of-place, 


Who prided themselves on 


tment and grace, 


The scented, curled darling—the pride of mamma— 
Who shined in the sa/on a bright, blazing star ; 

The broken-down "Varsity man, who could bring 
Credentials to prove he’d conversed with a king ; 


Young 


Snooks, who was sure none were fitter t he— 


Why, didn’t his father serve dukes with their tea? 


But, somehow, these very desirable men 
Were not, as expected, engaged there then, 
So our tradesman awaited until be should find 


** Now, look’ee here, 


, you'd like, p’r’aps, to know 


I thinks as I'd do for that ! jes’ so; 
fe Ne eee ten atl ake pha 
As I can jes’ talk toa don’t yer see ? 


For I am a democrat, 


s what /am— 


A Socialist speaker—fact, an’ no sham. 


Wi 


show me a haristocrat, an’ then you 


find J can give "im ‘a good talking to.’” 
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YVRNING UP 
THe King. 























A LITTLE GAME OF CRIBBAGE, 


JaLLyNuT had been up till the small hours playing Cribbage. (He had the pleasure of seeing several of his I.O.U.s next morning.) The 
above are some of the chief items of a rather mixed dream in which he indulged on retiring at dawn. 


























A Whale of Welcome, Tape ox foundlings per day are ge 4g ee ye - Mentors 
nermaee thine f Whal on the average. The rags that cover the waifs are shipped over to 
oe: OG So Rye mee & Somes of , England, and are sumeectal into paper; so, as we munch our matutinal 
Ho! come, English epicures, gourmets, and such, muffin, we many a time and oft read a spicy divorce case on the pressed 
’ Who only the daintiest dainties will touch, pulp of deserted Muscovite infants’ under garments. 
i I would draw your attention (I trust with avail) 
' Se To a newly-found dainty called Extract of Whale, NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
ses s 
; This Extract of Whale, so all experts declare, TWO CHARMS: A HAND IN THE CLOUDS. 
i Is really a succulent, toothsome affair ; By ARTHUR T. PASK. 
So, even if other good dishes should fail, 
You've no need to “ blubber” with Extract of Whale. OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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THE SENSE OF INJURY. 











VOL, XLV,~-NO, 1147. 









































































































: 
{ 
t 








FUN. 





May 4, 1889. 








SLASHHS AND PUFFS, 


HE PRINCE OF WALES'S 
(Morning).—Nihilism seems 
to be exercising a species of 
fascination over our dramatists 
for the moment. It is almost 
a pity, under the circum- 
stances, that they don’t know 
a little more about the subject 
than they apparently do. I 
sup we needn’t go much 
farther back than the days of 
Cain for record of the secret 
assassin, andall secret societies 
have had a family likeness 
throughout time; but there 
are some special peculiarities 
about Nihilism, I believe, 
suitable for the establishing of 
local colour. However, as 
not one of the pieces of this 
class has made a success—I 
except Fedora, which was a 
success of Sardou, and not of 





Tue Paince or Waxres's.—‘*Tuis Piece wry . 
WANTS COTTING FRiGuTFULLY. Ha! Tua Nihilism; and Zhe Great 
AUTHORS BACKS arg TURNED! Ie 1 Pink Pearl, which was a suc- 
ONLY DARED——" cess of humour and construc- 


tion—the craze will probably 
soon die of inanition, Messrs. Percy Lynwood and Mark Ambient’s 
Christina, the latest contribution of the school, is principally remarkable 
for long speeches and a phenomenal newspaper editor, whose extra- 
ordinary affluence and freedom with his money, as well as his enormous 
political influence (seeing that his is but an evening paper) will ever live 
in my memory with other gracious fictions of imaginative brains. 





Tue plot of the piece is not without stir and interest, either, and 
placed before certain audiences, strongly cast and generously cut, there 
might be hope of some success for it; but, on the whole, it is too ill- 
managed to make its mark—or its Purse-y, either ! 


Matinée givers are displaying a growing sense of the value of a strong 
and popular cast, and CAristina was so thoroughly well played all round 
that its weaknesses were thrown into the background and its occasional 
bathos received with a chastened respect. Mr. Hermann Vezin, to wit, 
reeled forth mighty lengths of nothing in particular with a charm of 
elocution, the spell of which one was content to yield to, all critic- 
thought for sense foregoing. With the added advantages of feminine 
grace and tenderness, the same may be said of Miss Alma Murray, 
whose Christina went straight to the heart and established itself there, 
specially designed costumes and all, 


Mr. Frank ARCHER'S calm style eminently suited him for the part 
of the Editor in which it was necessary to place an actor capable of 
suppressing all signs of astonishment at 
his own circumstances and actions. Mr, 
J. G. Grahame obliged with all his 
chest-slapping, foot-planting, and lapel- 
clutching effects, Mr. Brandon Thomas 
was rather unlike an Irishman, Mr. 
Martin Harvey may be encouraged, Mr. 
C, Dodsworth played a small part with 
a smart finish that was very refreshing, 
and Mr, George Barrett took ample 
care of the low comedy. Mr. Lugg’s 
little bit of waiter, even, was good, and 
Master Edwin Victor was all right as 
| the office boy. Miss Lottie Venne’s 
‘\||||; French waiting-maid was played with 

|| sprightliness—some ot the lines calling 
for no little deft exercise of the latter 
— , ee ee — and 

iss Norreys ee i themselves 
for perfect art in equate circum- 
stances, 





THe Gaiety (Morning). — Some 
Tux Paince or Wa.es's.—Vary ‘distant idea of a possible second Aip 
FRencn, Van Winkie, I suppose, suggested 

the appearance of Mr. Fred Leslie in 
a rather simple-minded piece called Twice Married, by Messrs. 
Clement O'Neill and Harvey Sylvester, produced here the other morn- 
ing. It was a mistake, of course; the association of ideas renders it 
quite impossible for a low-comedian (a fact low-comedians will never 


learn) to play an ultra-serious part effectively, at the best ; and with the 
uxorious driveller in this piece the greatest of geniuses would have cut 
a ludicrous figure. The play was beneath criticism in almost every 
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First Niuitist.—Seem to be having a run on us at the theatres just now, No. 6. 
Seconp NiHIList.—Yes, an’ a lot they know about it, don’t they ? 


respect (though the Daz/y 7z/egraph seems to have enjoyed it !), but it 
roused no angry feelings, being so obviously the outcome of a guileless 
simplicity that meant no harm. One of the authors responded to a 
good-humouredly ironical call, but he didn’t say which he was, 


THERE was a good character part, a detective (so good that it seemed 
to have got into the play by accident), which was cleverly played by 
Mr. Shelton. Mr, E, D, Wardand Miss Lilian Gillmore were also very 
good, and never gave away a chance, and Miss Cicely Richards was a 
practical exemplification of how the artist can make much out of little 
—the way she mentioned ‘‘ the policeman ” has kept me chuckling ever 
since. Miss Lindley was out of place. Of course Mr. Leslie scored 
heavily in the lighter touches of the part he played. 


NortH LONDON COLOssguM.—Having had my “attention called ” 
to what the ‘‘caller” terms *‘ the wonderful, pure soprano voice” of a 
Miss Maude Dickeson, a young lady who has been “‘ sweethearting ’ 
in these confines, in Minnie Palmer’s part of Tina—it behoved me to turn 
my auriculars in that'direction. Miss Dickerson has a pretty and musical 
voice, even when she is not singing, and some day, when she is older 
(for she is said on authority to be but 19 as yet) perhaps, she will know 
a about dancing, and even acting. Let her work hard and live 
in hope. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Hermann Klein’s well-executed Musical 
Notes, has met with deserved success, a second edition being already 





























Tue,Galsty.—Poor OLD MAN GONE WOOL-GATHERING- AND GOT IT ON HIS HEAD 
AND CHIN | 


called for, It is undoubtedly a work which supplies, as its preface 
claims, ‘fa want,” and the matter and manner of it are equally praise- 
worthy. NESTOR. 
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THERE’S A GOOD TIME COMING. 








[Are all, it seems as though we were to have a spring and summer this year. Signs thereof are apparent in various quarters.) 
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Then Old Chobberblock 


This little group (sketched in our hall) is significant. 
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The O'’Tippler is thirsty already with the 
anticipation of the coming hot weather. 


Swan is increasing in sy ength daily. 


And the wiugeo »ongsters (!) of the air are 
already in full fling ! 
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THH ROYAL ACADEMY 
[First NoTIcE, ] 


As usual, the general verdict is that the Academy is not up to the 
mark this year. But then, hasit ever been upto the mark? And is it 
ever likely to be up to the mark while favouritism is the order of the 
day ? while men who cannot make pot-hooks and strokes are flattered 
by their friends and their own conceit into the wild belief that they are 
born artists? while a glib tongue and a business-like and so-called 
fascinating manner goes further than a knowledge of drawing and the 
technical use of colours? while human nature is human nature? As a 
matter of fact, this year’s exhibition is neither better nor worse than usual 


—at least, that was our feeling on leaving the show the other day in a nice 


little hailstorm not particularly calculated to nneese one’s temper. 
GALLERY No. 1,—In this room Sir J. E. Millais is represented by 
“‘The Nest.” Here we see a child, who has evidently been ‘‘ brought 
up by hand,” on unusually'chalky milk, being held up by a consumptive- 
looking lady to look at a stuffed bird in an artificial nest. The brown- 
paper background, which throws up the figures, jis an excellent piece of 
faithful work. Frank Walton contributes a capital fiery sunset, with 
much rich green grass in the foreground. The picture is called ‘‘ New 
Year’s Eve.” ‘Mustard and Cress” might have been a more appro- 
priate title, Henry Woods, A., keeps up to the high level of his work, 
in a charming picture, ‘‘ Under the Vine,” wherein he depicts a couple 
of Italian damsels, sufficiently fetching and saucy to tempt St. Anthony 
himself. Val. C. Prinsep, A., comes to the fore with ‘ Haditans in 
montibus Echo.” Val. gives us a young lady, ‘‘mid nodthins on,” 
surrounded with some very spiky plants, on which ripe red berries are 
growing. The maiden has unquestionably been eating some of the said 
ted berries, and is suffering from severe pains in consequence. She 





seems to be calling for the family doctor. Otto Scholderer is happy in 
his representation of ‘‘ A Fishm »” from a teetotaler’s point of view, 
The worthy tradesman has evidently taken the pledge, and kept it for 
some considerable time. His nose is as respectable in colour as Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson’s. The nasal appendages of all the fishmongers we've 
known have put red mullet to the blush in the matter of rosy, variegated 
tints, 

George H. Boughton, A., exhibits ‘‘ Dancing Down the Hay: Orkneys : 
Sea Fog Blowing Away.” Notwithstanding that the sun refuses to 
shine, cheerful peasants are endeavouring to make hay, A pea-soupy 
mist that hangs about doesn’t seem to depress them at all; but country. 
folk can be joyous under the most adverse circumstances. Very few of 
them know what it is to have a liver! Hubert Herkomer, A., is most 
successful in his striking portrait of *‘ The Lord Bishop of Chester.” 
The very sight of the prelate’s eagle-eyes on the canvas is calculated to 
make many a curate shiver; and G. A. Storey, A., shows “A Young 
Prodigal” who ‘‘ entertains a few friends, but has reckoned without 
his host.”” The prodigal has been led like a lamb to the slaughter, 
and it’s ten to one when he gets home his father will meet him on the 
door-step, raise a fatted calf and kick him hard. 





To the New-comer. 
** May I come in?” exclaimed the month now present ; 
‘* With flowers and fruits I shall ere long be gay.” 
And then, on finding the enquirer pleasant, 
We answered, con amore, *‘ Yes, you May !’ 





Tue rust ov arms sined the deklarashun ov war, and the fateeg ov 
armies sined the deklarashun of peese.—O. E. Ports, 
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OUR JUBILEE EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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“THE HUMDRUM BUDGET.’ 


Neglected Genius :—“* HUMDRUM, INDEED! I CALL IT HUMBUG—A MOST CONTEMPTIBLE PERFORMANCE AND MY 
GREAT WORK, ‘HOME RULE,’ KICKED OUT!!!” 
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HUPHEMISM; OR, THH ADVANTAGES OF 
CIVILIZATION, 


(Being a few elegant selections from contemporary news, showing the 
destrableness of giving a thing a delicate name. We English are 
laudably moderate in our expressions. ) 


** MISCHIEF.” 


NICE intelligent little boy, 
aged ten, was brought up 
before Mr. Pattem Bland- 
leigh charged with upset- 
ting the Flying Dutchman, 
and killing about a hundred 
persons, more or less. The 
little fellow, who was 
brought in in a thimble, 
and could not see over the 
top of the constable’s boots, 
was observed to chuckle 
consumedly when placed in 
the dock. 

Being asked what he had 
to say, he replied ‘‘ that he 
done it, and, wot’s more, 
wasn't it a jolly spree; and 
e'd do it agen dreckly min- 
nit ’e was let hout. Yah ” 
THE MAGISTRATE (stultified by public opinion, the Home Secretary, 

and mistaken conception of humaneness). Where is the child's father ? 

Can he prevent him murdering more people ? 

THe FatuHeER. No, your worship; I haven’t any control over him. 
THe Macis, In that case he is discharged, and may go and repeat 
the offence. 


J.P. Sucuivan 





“IRREGULARITIES,” 
Hier MAjEsTY’s Scandal and Concealment Department is at present 
in mourning in consequence of having been compelled to discharge Mr. 
Gottorf Cheepe, an official who has been in the regular habit of stealing 
Government plans and selling them to foreign powers for the last twenty 
years. It must be said in favour of the department that it did its very 
best to wink at, and hush up, the matter; and that it would have suc- 
ceeded but for a prying outsider. Mr. Cheepe’s discharge then became 
an absolute necessity, to save officials in higher positions. As, however, 
Mr. Cheepe has amassed a considerable fortune by his irregularities, 
and will also receive a full pension and bonus from the department, 
matters are not so bad. He will also be taken round all our Govern- 
ment arsenals and workshops, and put in possession of many valuable 
secrets, as a stock-in-trade to start him in his proposed vocation of spy 
and informant attached to the Kussian War Office, 
A farewell banquet is to be given to him at Whitehall. 


**UNFORTUNATE.” 

A POLICE-CONSTABLE, of twenty years’ service and exemplary con- 
duct, applied to the magistrate for help. He stated that, having been 
crippled for life in the performance of his duty, he was discharged from 
the force on a pension of one-and-sixpence per annum, which did not 
suffice to keep himself and his family in comfort. 

On making inquiries, the magistrate found that the authorities re- 
gretted that they could not 
spare any more money for 
the constable, as it was all 
required for extra salaries 
to the officials who passed 
the putty bayonets ae the 
troops, and for little pre- 
sents for the contractors 
who supplied them, They 
recommended the censtable 
to try the workhouse, * * * 
Later, theconstable applied 
for some small situation at 
the War Office, but was 
told by the heads of the 
department that, as a 
cripple, he would be in- 
capable of performing his 
duties, and that to employ 
incapables at the War 
Office would constitute a grave fraud on the public. 





‘*‘AN INACCURATE: STATEMENT.” 
Mr. O’SLANGER, M.P., in a speech to his constituents, remarked 








that Lord Salisbury was not only a forger and bigamist, but had repeatedly 
been convicted and condemned to penal servitude for criminal offences 
of the most ghastly kind, 

He bimself had seen, with his own eyes, the Marquis of Salisbury, in 
conjunction with the Marquis of Hartington, Mr. W. H. Smith, and the 
Speaker of the House of Commons, murder several cartloads of babies 
in the most horrible and brutal manner—and for what? To obtain 
their teething-pads, in order to use them as indiarubber in the Govern- 
ment offices, to rub out any clauses in bills which might tend to the good 
of Ireland. The statement is believed to be wanting in accuracy. 


“INCONVENIENT.” 


Jonas appeared before his Worship to complain of the inconvenience 
caused by the Socialistic Nihilists’ Land League of Unemployed Salva- 
tionists. 

It seemed that it was in the habit of collecting in a mob of some ten 
millions on his roof, and of there firing heavy ordnance which invariably 
came through into the rooms below. He had several new hats smashed 
every day. Fifty-three bands played in his area all night for weeks at 
a time; and the house had been repeatedly wrecked from roof to base- 
ment. All his family had been skinned alive. It was most incon- 


venient, 








KNICKNACKS, 
A RASCALLY German-American subverter of all law, order, and truth 
recently bellowed from a platform the sad news that the wife of the 
‘noble Neebe” —a Chicago 





anarchist now undergoing a sen- 
tence of fifteen years’ imprison- 
ment—had died of ‘‘a broken 
heart.” Every respectable man 
must regret that any decent 
woman was linked by marriage 
to such a despicable scoundrel ; 
but there is every reason to 
believe that the unfortunate 
woman ‘‘ pegged out” because 
a remarkably enlarged liver in- 
terfered with the natural play of 
other internal apparatus. The 
‘*noble Neebe” connived at, if 
he did not actually commit, 
murder of the most cowardly 
and brutaltype. Had the poor 








female lived she might have met Ps AS 
this bloodthirsty wretch againin | _ ) 0) SES 
this world, and have been further <e g/m “iy 


contaminated by him and his 
vile companions, to whom 
sneaking assassination is both a yrofes.ion and a pleasure, May she 
now rest in peace ! 


A DRUNKEN baker lying in a precarious condition in a Moravian 
hospital, begged the authorities to insert an advertisement in a Vienna 
newspaper offering his little daughter for adoption. This was done; 
and curiously enough a very wealthy Austrian manufacturer came to the 
front, and announced his intention of giving the girl the education of a 
well-bred child. So the offspring of this loafer stands the chance o! 
being a millionairess some day or other. 


THE first time Madame Adelina Patti sang on the stage she received 
a doll as her douceur ; since then the songstress has received four thousand 
four hundred dollars for a single“appearance. Tatti has certainly ‘‘ taken 
the oyster” lately. hs 

A soLpigk, who has served in Afghanistan and Egypt, recently 
returned to his native place in Wales. The neighbours all round were 
delighted to see him, and listen to his marvellous stories and anecdotes : 
but one by one the neighbours slode quietly away, after he informec 
them that while sleeping on the banks of the Nile among the alligators, 
scorpions, locusts, and missionaries, he dreamt a dream that an enor- 
mous sum of money was secreted ten feet or so deep in a road leading 
to the dear old Welsh village. There won’t be much of the Principality 
left if any more digging for hidden treasures goes on. Meanwhile, 
the soldier chuckled in his sleeve, enjoyed free drinks, and continued 
telling his dream to new-comers till he was arrested as a deserter. 


AN oculist informs the public that those folk who wish to preserve 
their eyesight should not allow irritating substances to get into their eyes, 
and that cinders especially should be removed from underneath the eye: 
lids as soon as possible. After this sage advice what man will be foo! 
enough to call on his sweetheart with chunks of burnt coal in his optics : 
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(a A MAY-DAY, 


‘Tis merry May-time. Everybody is gav and sneezing, and good 
housewives are buying stocks of coal against the chill sammer-time. 

'Tis merry spring-time, when young men turn their thoughts to love ; 
when Antipodean lamb and tinned peas form the banquet of the haughty 
bank clerk at the cheap Italian restaurant. 

O may the merry customs of May last ! . 

‘«T like the customs of old,” said Mr. Jones, who was a medical stu- 
dent ; and though a medical student, and full of the high-spouted slang 
of his kind, still he was somewhat romantic. 

‘*] should like to see the Maypole in the Strand once more, I should 
like to see the girls dancing for garlands in Eastcheap. I should like to 
see the pretty chorus girls from the theatres in the Strand go gathering 
May blossoms in Thorney Isle.” | 

‘©You had better go and join the ‘ Jacks-in-the-Greeners’ yourself,” 
said a fond friend. 
Mr. Jones thought deeply on the subject. . 
‘“’Twould be strange to see how the old world custom is received. I 
might get many hints.” 
‘‘ And a drink or two for nothing.” 
‘‘T could see how the modern mummers enjoy themselves at their 
evels,”” 
ne And get your head punched for your pains.” 
‘‘You have no sentiment in you,” sighed Mr, Jones, as he strolled 
away to get his lunch, and happily pass a spring afternoon in the dis- 
secting room. Now, Mr. Jones lived in a suburban neighbourhood 
where there were many small streets. In one of these streets he often 
noticed a highly-ornamental board stuck over something like a shop 
window. On it were depicted two sweeps standing one on each side of 
a house with a chimney on fire. The thing was got up like a coat-of- 
arms. Underneath was the motto :— 


* Tdleness of evil is the root, . 
We work to clear away the soot.’ 


Over the top of the picture was the mystic legend :— 
‘Richard Softer, Practical Chimney Sweep to the Queen and Royal 
Family, the Princes of Schleswig- Holstein, Battenberg, the Ambassa- 
dors, and the Conservative Working Men’s Club.” _ 
Now, Mr. Jones had often noticed in the sweep’s window a remarkably 
nice-looking girl. She wore a Princess Louise jacket, and a frill of 
yellow hair over her forehead. She had blue eyes and a sweet smile, 
That day Mr, Jones looked for the fairy of the sweep’s bower. 

It was not her lovely head ‘‘sunning over with curls” that looked 
through the open window, It was that of her father, the practical 
chimney sweep, the P.C.S., as let him be called in future. 

** Now, young ’un, walk on,” he said. 

‘I wish to have a word with you,” Mr. Jones said. 

** You just slope it—cut it—don’t you come a-sniffing round my ‘ouse 
like yer Romeos and Juliets, and yer cove at the Lyceum. 

** Will you,” asked Mr. ee he a cose resource, ‘come and heave a 
drink with me at the Magpie and Stump?’ 
This last appeal wan Weal successful, the noble P.C.S., drawing 
his hand across his mouth, and observing that ‘‘ one’s throat gets un- 
common crackly this weather,” came outside. é, 
After a second vitrified fusel-oil whisky and a cigar that did credit to 
the Kew cabbage-gardens, Mr. Jones was saying— | 

**T should 2 like to join you on May-day—the giddy whirl of old- 
world pleasure. Can it be done?” 

‘Last year,” said the P.C.S. reflectively, ‘‘as everybody wants to 
know everything about the lower horders now-a-days, the Bishop of 
Bubbleborough tried to square me with a fiver to let him be a ‘ Jack- 
in-the-Green.’ We did hear as how Sir Wilfrid Lawson was in for the 
same thing. But, as you seem a likely gent, I don’t mind letting you 
get into the ‘Green’ for a quid. My daughter,” he added pensively, 
‘will be ‘My Lady.’” oo 
Mr. Jones smiled with delight : while the sweep, laying his dirty 
finger on the side of his proboscis, left him. 

May-day came. 

Sweet Rosy Softer was ‘* My Lady.’ 

Her costume was a mixture of a chorus maiden at the Gaiety Theatre, 
a Normandy peasant, and the heroine of a play at a fair theatre, 

‘Very lovely,” sighed Mr, Jones, ‘* but not true—not archaic, Oh, 
no, alas!” 

Mr. Softer, sen., was ‘* My Lord,’ 
himself freely. ; 
A young man named Smith was Dusty Joe. He also was ditto as 
above, 

Another was Dusty Bob. He also was ditto. 

Another Black Sal. He was ditto. — 
The merry calvacade danced down the streets, Mr. Jones, inside his 
“Green,” enjoying old-world customs. 

They had no pipes and tabor, so the band was a drum and cornet-a- 


He had evidently been refreshing 





‘‘ My Lord” sang “ The good young man that died,” 

The cornet played the Gitana Waltz. 

“*My Lady” first sang ‘*The Maid of the Mill,” and afterwards, 
** Mother says I mustn’t.” 

‘I wish,” said Mr, Jones, speaking through the hole in the “ Green” 
to the P.C.S., ‘I wish you would sing some old May-day songs—some 
of the good old songs,” 

“* All right,” said the P.C.S., and immediately started, ‘Go and in- 
form your father,” 

** But that’s not an old song,” said Mr. Jones. 

**T heerd it six years ago at the Oxford, and that ought to be old 
enough to please anybody,” 

** I meant a song of the old days,” 

The P.C.S, struck up, ‘I’m Old Bob Ridley, oh!” 

“* But——” suggested Mr, Jones. 

“Well, that’s hold enough. Why, Mackney used to sing it twenty 
years ago at the Raglan.” 

** But an old———” 

“* Oh, hang your hold!” cried the P.C.S., and in a sudden rage he 
drove his fist through the hole in the ‘‘Green” into Mr, Jones's eye. 
The ‘*Green” rolled into the mud. The crowd laughed, Mr, Jones 
sprang to his feet, and squared up at the P.C.S, 

** Hullo !” came the voice of the police, 

** Aggerawatin’, assaultin’ drunkard,” said the P.C.S. 

** A swell in disguise comin’ to look at my girl,”’ said the clown. 

“Come oa, sir,” said the police, 

. * + * + * 

William Jones, twenty-three, medical student, Guy's Hospital, was 
fined ten shillings, or three days, for being drunk and creating a distur- 
bance in Jessamen Street yesterday, whilst in company of a group of 
Mayers, 

*“*And I never had anything to drink,” said Mr. Jones to his stern 
father, as the tears fell down his cheeks. ‘‘ And they struck me first, 
I was only studying old customs.” 








FIFTEEN per cent, ot the marriages contracted in Berlin end in 
divorce, In spite of the Emperor’s piety, morality looks very Prussian 
blue in the capital of Germany. 
































NOTES FROM NEWMARKET. 


Miss Treeheltarte.—‘‘ You Men have all ag 4 + — Natty- 
chappy. Couldn’t you manage to get me into the King 
Captain Nattychappy.—** If you like to meet me at Church seme 





piston, 











morning, I'll try. 
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SOME BRITISH COMMODITIES.—THE PATENT ARTICLE, AND HOW TO MANAGE IT. 
[Tue public are capricious, What they want is the latest thing, not the best. 


If you want to make a fortune over patent articles, the thing is to be last in the field.) 





— 








| AFTER “YY 
|” ONE DOSE’/ 























) 


So our friend turned bootmaker—(you might fancy the bootmaker quite 
another party from the chemist; not a bit ; same man; modern science can do so 
much !)—thickened the medicine a bit, turned it into the latest boot-polish, and 
made another little pile. Then another polish came out. 








ld 


We knew a fellow who had a genius for Rotation of Patents. He would not be 
cut out. He was originally a chemist, and invented a patent medicine. He 
made a pile over it in its first week ; then some other fellow brought out a newer 


medicine. 
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He paled his polish up a bit, and made a very wholesome patent infants’ food of it: then turned eminent physician, and gave lectures about it, 
till a new food came. 
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Still undaunted, he turned hairdresser, and changed his food And finally sold the patent rights of it, asa new explosive, to our War Office officials. After 
to a new hair-dye ; this he received a berth in the department at a high salary, on the understanding that he was to 
sell the secret of his patent to a foreign power. Altogether he made a good thing of it. 
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OLYMPIAN GAMBS., 


To THE EpiTor or *‘ Fon,” 


IR,—However fitted by nature and inclination to 
sport with Amaryllis in the shade, I have not, 
Sir, the slightest knowledge of sports of a more 
exacting character. I know nothing whatever 
about ‘‘sport,” in fact. It was the knowledge of 
this circumstance, no doubt, which induced you 
to send me to *‘do” the Kensington show. My 
instructions being to take the train from Gower 
Street to Addison Road, I tried, with that perse- 
verance which endears me to all who owe me 
money, to doso; but for many weary years in vain, 
(You will be surprised to hear, sir, that there are 
more trains to Hammersmith than anywhere else 
in the world.) 

Arrived at length, however—’tis but a bad and 
pebbly incline from the station to the entrance, 
and sorely punisheth gout and corns !—your repre- 
sentative was immediately struck with the evidently 
luxurious nature of sport in general, for, right and 
left, at every turn, and all over the place, he observed 
sumptuous carriages, of every description, from 
the humble ‘‘ basket” to the soaring “ break.” 
Among the first things to happen to the Old Man 
was an explanation, by a polite young man in charge, of the properties 
and advantages of some kind of cutting machines—I should think they 
would do very well for the hair; no nursery complete without them. 
Second only, in prevalence, to the carriages, appear a number of patent 
stirrups to be used in the exciting pastime known as ‘‘ coming a 
cropper ;” they are constructed on the “‘slip” principle and are sug- 
gestive by their number of the wide prevalence of the genial sport they 
are intended to simplify. ‘*The safety brick” is an admirable inven- 
tion, calculated to minimise the chance of slipping on the part of the 
weary reveller, and, taken in conjunction with the se//-lighting gas- 
burner, an inestimable boon to the habitual diner-out. A show of mate- 
rials used in the frolicsome sport of photography ‘‘next attract attention.” 

Your representative noticed lots cf guns. There were some targets 
for testing the spread of shot, but none of them seemed wide enough for 
the old man’s style of shooting. Turkish baths possess no interest for 
the old man, not even when they have the appearance of a cheffonier, 
in which you sit with your head through a hole in the top! Enamel for 
backs is another matter, and eminently useful in the manly British >ort 
of practical joking, though it would be as well to be careful whose Lack 
you select for enamelling. It was about this point of the exhibition 
that you were grossly insulted, Sir, through your representative—the 
party at Jeyes’ stall wanted to disinfect him on the spot; I had the 
utmost difficulty in convincing him of the hopelessness of the attempt. 
After that, I came to cricket and lawn-tennis requisites—there were lots 
of cricket and lawn-tennis requisites. Waterproofs (indispensable in all 
English out-door sports) I also noticed represented, implements for the 
merry sport of trouser-stretching, billiard-tables, seeds, fishing-boots (a 
most unbecoming class of boot), a Jubilee tent, ever-clean collars and 
cuffs, partridge-eggs, bowls, balloons, lots of spectacles, a William Tell 
dog-call, quoits, lots of boats, archery, summer-houses, and other sports. 
There’s a Sedan chair, and a lot of lovely canoes, There’s one of these 
latter witha drop- 
keel and two la- 
teen-sails, one of 
which would pro- 
bably let the sitter 
have ‘‘ what for” 
if he ventured out 
inthe ‘‘half-gale” 
theattendant gua- 
ranteed it able to 
cope with—there 
wouldn’t be room 
for both of them. 
Korn-cura and 
Retslu are child- 
ish titles adopted 
by two exhibitors 
to distinguish 
their goods; the 
latter is a kind 
of coat (you'll 
notice it is ‘* Ul- 
ster” spelt back- 
wards, Sir). 
Besides what I have mentioned, there are lots ot} ‘‘ cycles,” and there 
was a billiard match last week. This week’ there are dogs—all about 
which, next week.—I am yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 




















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY.—Noble Lords discover under flowing wig and classic robes 
of Stanley, Baron Halsbury, a Radical communard of the deepest double- 
dye. And all that the good tempered little lobster-like man has done 
has been an attempt to reform laws relating to Land Transfer. But 
MacCallum More, Salisbury, and other feudal chieftains declare with 
disregard of democratic tide and Lindley Murray, that the apparently 
guiieless flopper on the woolsack is trying to do away with primo- 
geniture, as if Stanley was bringing in a Bill to prevent any man coming 
into the world before his brothers. 

Commons,—The Battle of the Budget. Goschen gets one or two rib- 
roasters from the old Parliamentary hand, but nothing to what he 
receives from the new ditto ditto. Gladstone been Chancellor of 
Exchequer himself, true ; but never in that capacity been sacrificed on 
the altar of economy, and 


Says the Old Obadiah to the Young Obadiah, 
What a Budget, Obadiah, what a Budget ! 
And says Young Obadiah unto Old Obadiah, 
I begrudge it, Obadiah, I begrudge it. 
That penaoy off the income tax was surely tempting fate, 
And as for that four-penn’orth of tobacco-water-rate 
First Big National Incumbrance, we ought to liquidate, 
And not fudge it, Obadiah, and not fudge it. 


Nevertheless, country generally apparently so pleased with remission 
of one penny from preposterously heavy peace income-tax, that it 




















Chancellor of Exchequer.—‘* There's a Penny for you, Mr. Buil, and a Half- 
penny for you, my good man, to buy yourself some Tobacco; and now I hope 
everybody will be satisfied.’ 


views with complacency the fact that 42,000,000 less have been *‘ sunk ” 
(the spending department have been treating us to so much sinking 
lately), and accepts gratefully Goschen’s new Distribution Bill. 

Tuesday.—Lords sit for twenty minutes, do nothing, and then retire 
to rest after their labours. 

Commons,—Labby very anxious to bespatter Jubilee ceremonies in 
his own mean little way. Whoop! Parnellites in full cry after Smith. 
It appears he has been writing letters, calling persons connected with 
National League ‘‘dastardly and cowardly assassins,” and the full 
heinousness of the crime of writing the letter flashes on the virtuously 
indignant patriots in all its malignity. But Smith doesn’t run away, 
Has the atrocious audacity to state that his secretary wrote the letter, 
but he assumes responsibility for it. And it appears there has been yet 
another letter in which some Parnellites actually referred to as ‘‘ avowed 
enemies of England !’ and every Nationalist feels his blood run cold at 
the fearful and atrocious charge. And even this letter Smith does not 
declare to be a base, &c., forgery. On motion to go into Committee on 
Brimstone Bill Reid explains why he voted against second reading. 

Wednesday, Commons.—Overture to adjourned Debate on Crimes 
Bill by Handel—Cossham. Then Pease and Son, Gladstonians both, 
and as like in politics as two peas. 

Thursday.—Duke of Argyll will have his little joke. Contemplating 
various Home Rule projects says, ‘‘ What powers are to be given local 
authorities, heaven—or rather another place—only knows.” Truly 
places not quite the same, 

Commons.—Reid’s amendment on motion to go into committee on 
Brimstone Bill lost. Extraordinary crop of pairs. 

Friday.—Duke of Marlborough still pertinacious regarding the 
too independent mutual brethren, whom he appears to look upon as 
by no means ‘‘ Our Mutual Friends,” 

Commons.—Crimes Committee. Commencement of Grand Jubilee 
Jawing Tournament. 
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PROPHET AND LOSS. 


First’ Clubman.—*‘ Dip A GOOD THING S’MORNING—BOUGHT FIFTY SHARES IN PUFFANDART BROTHERS, 


rHEY'RE SURE TO PAY A DIVIDEND SHORTLY,” 
Second Ditto (in the know).~“ Ou, YES, THEY'LL Pay A DIVIDEND, (ERTAINLY, IN ABOUT SIX MONTHS—TO THEIR CREDI10RS.” 
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[ First’man sells. 
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“The Humdrum Budget.” 
(See CARTOON.) 


WHEN the great yearly show comes on 
Inside the House of Burlington, 
The connoisseurs, who throng to stare 
At all the novel pictures there, 
This work of Art with that compare ; 
So, also, with the Budget, 
The critics, who are mighty wise 
Concerning fiscal enterprise, 
Proceed to view in busy part 
The new financial work of art, 
Their Own opinions to uncart, 
And variously judge it. 


~ emetinauaamed 





aap ico 


One likes it less, one likes it more ; 

‘Tis worse than some they've seen before— 
Tt isn't worthy to be shown— 

Tis crude in treatment—poor in tone— 
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It lacks chiaroscuro. 


And thus the critics have their say 


In such a very candid way, 


And thus by the free use of speech 
Such wholesome warnings do they preach, 
That possibly they’ll help to teach 


The artist in his bureau. 


Quite meretricious—too high-flown— 


By the (H)Angry Ones, 


PRAY don’t be startled—it is not our way, 
To morbidly and dolefully harangue men ; 

But some (especially the ‘‘ rejected”) say 
That those engaged to “‘ hang” at the R.A. 
So oft have strangled striking works, that 


they 


Should really be described as 


** hang ’-men, 


true art's 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling. 


TWO CHARMS: A Hand in the Clonds. 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 





** The story is cleverly written, and thrills the rcader's 


marrow all the time.”— Ac/erec. 


**It teems with weird sensationalism and graphic 
description, and once taken uo will not be laid down 
again by the reader till the concluding page is reached. 


Men and Women. 


* The book is most interesting, as all the works of this 


author are.”—Sird of Freedom. 


‘The book is as interesting as anything Hugh 
Conway ever wrote, and much more mysterious.’ — 


Detroit Free Press. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
ANNOUNCEMENT. 


Next Week there will be a change in the title cf 
“JACK AND JILL." The publication will in future 
be known as“ FACK'’S JOURNAL,” an Lilustrated 


Miscellany for Everybody. 
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LASHES AND PUFFS weird and creepy impersonation of the conscience-stricken burgomaster, 
" - - and then, Mr, Irvi ising woovsiiek ao Ba fe goeats Eipgrnerame jangle 
HE ROYALTY. —/oy | cf the unfortunate Jew gentleman's bells is from our 
proving but a sickly plant, | -emories by the merry ingle of uproarious farce, and we retire to rest 
quite unfitted for the soil in with the assurance of obtaining the nightmareless sleep of the just and 
which it was planted, and | }.55y, This is the first of a series of revivals which are to fill up the 
giving early signs of a dis- rest of the season, finishing on the 16th of July. On Monday next 7%e 


metaphor (princi 

Ml of the ircaty ck 
keeping it up), Mr. Melford’s 
comedy-drama has been with- 
drawn in favour of a farcical 
comedy Mr. C. Faweett, 
called A edy. The new 
piece, though its main idea 
and every one of its characters 
are as conventional as they 
are made, is a vast improve- 
ment on its remarkable pre- 
decessor, and the cause of 
very considerable amusement 
—at times uncontrollable 
laughter. This happy result 
is largely due to the efforts of 
Mr, Edouin himself; indeed, 
it is not too much to say that, 
Tux Rovatry.—“ Goop |!—Goop! Very without his very complete 
Goop |” impersonation of the ‘‘ actor, 
elocutionist, and photographic 
artist,” the play would often come within measurable distance of being 

dull, It is a strikingly clever bit of acting, and delightfully ludicrous, 


fi 


/ 


wr * 
meer: 


x 





THERE are many good lines in the piece, and the complications are 
skilfully managed; it looks as if it were in for a good run, too, and 
certainly is well worth a visit. The cast is respectable without being 
over strong. Mr. Emery is not nearly ‘‘ mercurial” enough for the 
Charles Mathews-Wyndhamlike part entrusted to him, though he plays 
very well for a “‘ youngster.” Mr. Eric Lewis is more at home (pro- 
fessionally ee as a soft-headed swell, Mr. Chevalier shows some 
versatility of dialect as a Protean detective, Mr. Walter Groves’s Clerk 
is funny, if slightly over-coloured, and Mr. E, Lg sufficiently 
conveys the characteristics of a pert office-boy. The ladies, as is not 
unusual in this class of piece, are not called upon to exert themselves to 
any great extent; Miss Olga Brandon, however, as a pretty but hen- 
cking actress, Miss E. Dowton as a suspicious mother-in-law, Miss 
arie Hudspeth as the wife of the light-comedy (supposed) delinquent, 
and Miss Dulcie las in a subordinate part, contribute their full 
share to the general enjoyment and hilarity. 


Tue Lyceum,—lIt is an exceptionally enjoyable programme that is 
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Tus Rovatty.—Sraminc axo Gras. 





od at this theatre at present. For full two hours you can enjoy the 
of being thrilled to the marrow by the great actor and manager's 





Merchant of Venice goes into the bill, Miss Ellen Terry and all. 


THe JAPANESE VILLAGE.—The attractions of the Theatre Nippon here 
have just been added to by the engagement of “The Mohawks,” who 
are giving their well-known entertainment with great ¢c/at to delighted 
audiences. Mr. George Coborn is still giving them ‘* Two lovely black 
eyes,” without raising much resentment, apparently. The village is a very 
interesting place for a stroll at any time, and you can buy lots of queer 
Japanese things—some of them made specially for the English market— 
think of that ! 


Nops AND WINkS.—I received a letter from a correspondent the 
other day (otherwise a week or so ago) remonstrating with a certain 
course of action of mine in these pages. This week the same party 
obliges again, with an unsigned note this time—having forgotten the 
nom-de-guerre under which his first communication was sent. Would 
my correspondent be surprised to learn that ‘‘ A Constant Reader” 
was the disguise adopted? With regard to the matter of remonstrance, 
I have, I’m sure, only to call my correspondent’s attention to the fact 
that there are wheels within wheels, that things are not what they seem, 
and that all is not gold that glitters, to convince him that he is wholly 
in error in his statements, deductions, and conclusions. If this is not 
sufficiently convincing for him, perhaps I may hint that there are such 
things as editors, and that, in odd instances, they exhibit a tendency to 
conduct their papers in their 
own way, without consulting 
the wishes of their down- 
trodden contributors, who 
would willingly occupy all the 
space individually. Moral— 
Pitch into the Editor when 
there is anything you don’t 
like, and not into the power- 
less scribe. 





THE matinée season is upon 
us hot and strong. There 
seems some difficulty in get- 
ting the performances all in, 
in fact. There were three 
down for last Wednesday, 
but two of them were post- 
poned till to-day, and I 
shouldn’t be surprised if one 
of those—Mr,. Shine’s, in 
short — was postponed yet 
again. It must be getting used 
toit.—The other, Miss Laura 
Villiers in Vittoria Contarini, 
is at the Princess’s and should 
be interesting. — They are 
going to repeat Zhe Witch 
early in May, ‘‘the which” 
I have on good authority, — 
Mrs. Bernard-Beere opens at 
the Opera Comique on the 16th inst. as Zena Despard in the play of that 
name, which Mr. F. Grove has adapted for the occasion from Mr. 
Phillips’ novel ‘‘ As in a Looking-Glass,” Suppose Lena has all the 
fat.—Lady Deane, a play, and Misled, a farce, both by Mr. A. A. 
Wilmot, will be presented at St. George’s Hall on the 26th instant.— 
Our Mary comes to the Lyceum somewhen about the roth of September. 
Mary (of legendary fame) had a little lamb, you will remember, but, 
leave our Mary alone, and she'll come home bringing her ‘‘ (Winter's) 
Tale” behind her. 





Tue Lycevm.—“ An AcTOR OF SOME 
CBLEBRITY.” 





CRITERION (morning).—Refraining with a superhuman effort from 
verbal jocularities anent the title of ‘*Mr. Maurice Noel's” farcical 
comedy, Zea, I hasten to declare my opinion that it is a capital piece 
with a ticklish bit of business very cleverly managed, dialogue smartly 
conceived, and story deftly executed. The cast was good, too. Mr. 
Felix Morris had a part worthy of his talents, and in both phases of it, 
** when under the influence of tea,” and ‘‘ when of under the influence 
of tea,” made huge comic capital out of it. Miss Ffolliott Paget was in 
eat form, and her scene with the doctors gave me pains in the side. 

r. E. M. Robson made a quaint little doctor, and “the pot” was 
** kept boiling” with untiring spirit by the rest of the cast. 

N esTOR. 
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Spring Flowers. iiaie 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


By the Houses of Parliament 
There’s a curious sort of a plant, 
Which to members is very well known, 
And some like it, while some of them can’t, 
Since they dread to behold it full blown ; 
And, as you may see, if you look in the 
MCS, 


*Tis something to do with the Irish and Crimes. 


Now, a great deal of fostering care 
To this plant Mr. Balfour a 
And Lord Salisbury, too, doesn’t spare 
Any pains on of the Lords, 
For he deems it so precious and rare ; 
They water it gently, they sniff its perfume, 
And very big things they expect from its bloom. 


But a many from Erin’s green isle, 
Besides others in concert with th 
Don’t approve of its stock or its style, 
Or the prickly result that it grows, 
As they think it is utterly vile ; 
And that is the reason they say or they sing, 
**Oh, bother these flowers that bloom in the 
spring !” 





She Went! 


A FARMER recently sued for damages for breach 
of promise to marry wrote the following singular note 
to the lady on being threatened with proceedings : 
“*My dear Sarah,—Go on as far as you can with the 
law, and after it we will be good friends, I remain, 
your dearly beloved ROBINSON.” As a jury assessed 
the damages at £200, it’s a bit of a question whether 
the platonic friendship continues to permeate Robin- 
son’s manly ‘‘buzzim.”” We deduct it don’t. 








SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 
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‘©GrEAT WELCOME HANDICAP OF 400 Sovs.” 








One Sandy M’Donald, an aged crofter, was recently examined before | 
the commission at Uig. When asked what his stock was, Sandy replied, | 
‘Five hens and three ducks,” He then proceeded to give ocular 
demonstration of his poverty by removing a ragged jacket, and showin 

a brawny chest utterly virgin to the attacks of sulphur soap. A thrill ot 
contagious horror spread through the court and the witness was not 
cross-examined muchly. 
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YET ANOTHER OF _THOSE TERRIBLE CHILDREN! 
Singing Mistress.—‘‘ Now, darling, try again. ‘The spr—ing is 

wa—ning fast, my love, the co—m is in the e—ar.’” bee 
Darling (somewhat fractious),—** But the apeing ste waning fast, 

Miss Trillington ; we haven’t had any yet to speak of, and the corn 

isn’t in the ear; it’s on my little toe; and if you don’t shut up, and 

hand over some chocolate creams out of the box I saw Pa give you 

just now, I'll go and tell Ma, I will.” 











| the way the nude is treated in this work without blushing and rushing 


tributes, ‘‘ A Maremina Pastoral.” 


| the face of ‘‘ Mrs. Stuart Wortley ;” the lady does not paint her cheeks 
| with crude carmine. 


| large sum of money.) 


THH GROSVEHNOR GALLERY, 
[First Noricg.] 


IMPRESSIONISM and sickly sentimentalit 
features of the Grosvenor show this year. Gradually and ee healthy 
realism is crowding out unwholesome rubbish. Arthur Hacker gives 
‘* Pelagia and Philamon.” The most ardent Horsleyite might gaze at 


are not the predominant 


Another Arthur—Arthur Lemon, to wit—con- 
A girl who poses in this pastoral 
most certainly requires lime-juice treatment, for she is unquestionabl 
suffering from rheumatism which is affecting her neck painfully. H. 
Herkomer, A.R.A., is most forcible in his ** Portrait of the late Pro- 
fessor Fawcett.” Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., has perpetrated a libel on 


out to take a stimulant. 


The worthy baronet’s ‘‘ Portrait of Lord Esher, 
Master of the Rolls,” is much more to our liking. The old judge’s 
underlip is simply lovely. An’ we be any judge of character, many a hot 
buttered roll has passed that lip during the matutinal meal, and many a 
decision in consequence has—but perhaps we had better not say any 
more, in fact we can’t. Space won't allow us to do so, 








A Cloud-y Comment, 
(Mr. Orchardson's picture, “‘ The First Cloud,” has been sold for Australia for a 


We like a man’s life to be bright, 
But the hereinbeforementioned Cloud 
Would by many be hailed with delight, 
And would make the be-clouded feel proud. 
May Orchardson under such Clouds —_ repining, 
For they are the ‘‘ Clouds” with the golden lining. 





Art-ful and Fashionable, 


Lo, Art and Fashion have been much debated 
In that big London journal, the D.7., 
Some hold that Art has much D. 7.-riorated, 
And will as fickle as the fashion be. 
We will not argue out this theme unpleasant, 
For Art is ,—and lo, the printer waits, 
’Tis clear, t that some pictures of the present, 
Show much less Art than certain Fashion plates. 
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A PEEP BEHIND THE SCENES. 


rug LOY WILL WORK IN, Le! 


ME SEE—ER—NOW I COME TO THINK OF IT, 
’ supsect I HAVE ON HAND. Bu 






Distinguished Artist (to Young Lady Model, who has taken the liberty of introducing her juvenile Brother),—* UM !—AH !—yYES—I DARE- 
HE’LL JUST BE THE THING FOR THAT £§ DESERTED 
T HIS SKIN SADLY LACKS LocaL COLOUR, MIss BRABAZON; AND HE'S NOT HALF 


rELL YOUR MOTHER TO GIVE HIM Two BATHS A DAY IN STEAMING HOT COFFEE, AND 10 


BESPRINKLED WITH CURRY POWDER, 


SHE CAN CHARGE ALL EXPENSES TO ME, 








Calendar. 
May—(First HALF). 
MAY-DAY: unless the weather’s sunny 
Its *‘ revels” are best Ieft to others ; 
A blue nose never looks s0 funny 
As when we know it is another's. 


The Thames Embankment open’d, ‘68 
A splendid piece of engineering. 
If one could only walk along it—late— 
Without the gambols of garrotters 
fearing. 


. This day the world lost gentle Thomas 


Ilood, 
Soaring and brilliant as a starry rocket; 
A prince of poet punsters—wise and 
good — 
Who, pond'rous Johnson said, ‘‘would 
pick a pocket,” 


This day died Livingstone, whose name, 
we see, 
mpeny 2 ark fate determin'd to deride ; 
But yet long-liv'd his fame will be, 
And brighter far than monumental 
pride, 


-— who hecatombs of men 
o Hades dark had sent before him, 
This day gave up Ass life; not mine the 
pen 
Nor taclination to deplore him. 


. ATT®NUATED ENOUGH AS YET. KINDLY 
: r. STARVE HIM MEANWHILE ON A Rice Diet, WELL 
Goop-DAY 10 You, Miss BRABAZON!” 
- —_ — 
A Cheerful Gemsecten to the 6th. 





goth, 





roth, 


rith. 


Lord Frederick Cavendishand Mr, Burke 
In Phoenix Park assassinated ; 

Part of the ‘‘ nobly patriotic work” 
By ‘‘ Ireland’s leaders” advocated. 


Death of Lord Brougham—mostly call’d 
‘*Lord Broom ”"— 
Few ever saw a sharper lawyer ; 
At bringing en’mies of Reform to doom, 
He was ‘‘a regular top-sawyer.” 


th. This day great Cromwell bravely an- 


swer'd ** No,” 
To those who wanted to proclaim him 


king, 

But whose best arguments had fail’d to 
show 

A oneness 'twixt the title and the 
thing. 


This day died Schiller, potent in his day, 
As doctor, poet, and historian ; 

And dramatist, who wrote in such a way 
As may have terrified mild Florian. 


This day began the Indian Mutiny— 
Last dreadful effort of a conquer’d race; 
'Twere best not make too close a 
scrutiny, 
But let Time all dark memories efface. 


This day died Herschell, 
star gazing ; 


after long 


For bread he organs play'd in bunny | 


Bath; 





But, through a telescope, found more 


amazing 


Spectacles than on the Pump-Room 


path, 


12th. Time-serving Strafford this day lost his 


head, 


A fate which history has often shown, 
Of servants who for faithless masters 


bled ; 


For Strafford’s head King Charles 


paid with his own, 
13th. Twas wise of them, in olden time, 


To have their May-day older ; 


Our twelve days gain’d we take with 


rime 
And east winds even colder. 
14th. In eighteen-twenty Grattan died, 


Bold in Ireland’s protection ; 
To thwart the Union he tried, 


But drew the line at insurrection. 


15th, Daniel O’Connell died this day, 
High priest of lawful agitators. 
And left poor Ireland a prey 


To knaves and dynamiting traitors. 


16th. The Commune this day did an act 


Which much its special fame in- 


creases— 
With wonderful reforming tact 


The VendSme Column smashed to 


pieces. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, May 2nd.—According to Salisbury, that old sore, the New 
Hebrides, not quite healed. Za France still making her adieux with many 
flourishes, 
nevertheless 
not yet cleared 
out. As islands 
stand between 
Australia and 
Fiji, our Anti- 
podeancousins 
are getting 
Fijity. Doubt- 
less our Gallic 
neighbours 
will turn their 
attention to 
international 
obligation not 
to annex New 
Hebrides, now 
that they have 
disposed of 
their casus- 
(Schnae)belli. 

Commons, 
—Natural his- 
tory animal 
intelligence 
anecdotes 
knocked into 
fits by Brad- 
laugh’s narra- 
tive, that on 
examining pe- 
titions for re- 
newal of coal 
and wine dues, he found the signatures of thirteen race horses. 
Webster caps this story by stating that, in all the constituencies in 
London where he had spoken, he had seen ‘‘the same noisy faces,” 
Crimes Bill—Cléture—Nolan wants to know whether making faces 
through glass doors parliamentary. Truly, House improving its form. 
Tuesday.—The noble De la Warr (not one of Buffalo Bill’s braves) 
elicits from Onslow that arrangements pending for replacing Maltese 
Council by a Constitution. Poor misguided Malta, If not careful, she 
will be torn to pieces by a Primrose League and a Caucus. 
Commons.—‘* When Greek meets Greek, then comes the tug of 
war ;” and when Irishman and Irishman get mixed up in an argument, 
then comes more commotion in the stream than all the tugs could make 
together. Lewis from Londonderry, so pained by 7émes reflections on 
Dillon, that he moves that same be considered as the opposite of women’s 
rights—that is to say, instead of being “‘ privilege of breeches,” ‘‘ breaches 
of privilege.” But the Bayard of the League and Co, extremely wroth 
with sympathetic Lewis, and they scoff at him, and there is general 
** Bally-hooly.” But when Government announce their intention of not 
supporting motion, Bayard and Co. express themselves as ‘‘ wishing ” 
to thread on the tail of the coat of the 7imes. 
Wednesday—Commons,—Funny rather. The 7imes has been offering 
to box the Bayard in any ring, political or legal, but the Bayard has 
“treated challenge with contempt,” though the parthy have considered 
the 7imes a deal too fly, or, rather, waspish. But since Lewis has put up 
the ropes, and put the Zimes in the ring, and Government has decided 
the spar ought to come off on other premises, and they won’t permit it 
to take place in House, the Bayard has been thirsting to get at his 
challenger, And common sense asks, if so eager, why not meet the 
party in the Law Courts; but, says the Bayard, ‘‘I shouldn’t have fair 
play there ;” and common sense answers, ‘‘St. John Brenon had fair 
play, and so would you.” Meantime the party continue turning out 
epithets and adjectives, like a Yankee pig-killing machine sausages. 
Tanner charged with calling Conservatives ‘ta d——d lot of cads,” 
denies the ‘big, big D,” but reiterates remainder ‘‘as strongly as 
possible.” Speaker demands withdrawal and apology; Dr. T. remarks, 
“* Why, certainly.”” And this is what the British House of Commons— 
the House that has known a Pitt, a Fox, a Burke, an O'Connell, a 
Disraeli, and a Butt—has come to. 

Thursday.—The Thane of Fife gets out ot Lord Cross intelligence 
that matters in Khyber Pass not in so parlous a pass as reported. 
Commons.—Lewis (not by any means the Light) loses his ill-timed 
Motion. Gladstone, in absence of ‘‘ the Chief,” takes ‘‘the bhoys” 
under his own wing, and tries hard to get motion referred to a Com- 
mittee. Dick makes Conyboore sit up. 

Friday. — Lords Consolidating Customs, Commons pulverising 
manners, Gladstone’s Amendment rejected. 
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OLYMPIAN GAMBS. 
To THe Epitor or * Fun.” 


Aw KVLL) IR,—There isn’t much to say about 
the dogs (see my communication 
of last week), after all. Dog 
shows are all pretty much of a 
muchness, I think, and _ the 
Olympian one is pretty much 
after the regulation pattern. 
There are some dogs, in various 
stages of misery, boredom, sleep, 
or rebellion, to be found on 
benches which have been num- 
bered ‘‘dodging,” in a spirit of 
facetiousness. There are boys 
selling programmes ; there are 
knots of apparently knowing ones, 
conning strange papers or chat- 
ting in low-toned mystery; groom- 
like beings hover around, Here a painter limneth. There a modeller 
modeleth. Yonder the stall-keeper vendeth the patent biscuit. Given 
all this, with an accompaniment of ‘‘ yapping” in various tones, occurring, 
as Shakespeare says, 


‘* dispersedly,” and GREAT DANES! 
now and again rising ( ; F 
intoa roaring chorus, ne , a 
and an_ all-pervad- ~“ CHAP SKETCH 
ing oZour of disin- ING ME' WHAT 
fectant, and you imPUDENCE ! 
have a pretty fair i nen C 
average show. ['m —~ ~~ t 7" f 
afraid I’m a bit off ra f 
dog shows myself ; Cc) CH 
the prizes all seem j \ 

to go to the dogs I f lt 
don’t care a pin 
about, while those 
I think charming 
and handsome have 
to content them- 
selves with my good 
opinion, 

The first thing I 
noticed was a 
spaniel being dis- 
played to a possible 
purchaser, while a 


bloodhound in the HH Y\ ” -\ 5 
= ; i”. ail ‘ 











































vicinity eyed the 
proceedings with the 
air of one who knew 
dire and depreciative secrets. Further on a ‘‘ great Dane” was scratch- 
ing himself; he was marked ‘‘ dangerous,” so it was probably bad for 
the ti——, 
_ But having gone the entire 
f round of the benches, and ex- 
amined every animal present, I 
BUYHIM.\ found nothing out of the usual to 
Wij report — except that, as you'll 
/; \/ perhaps be glad to hear, the Duke 
{\ 4) of Portland has won £1—though 





™ ee ee | 


I think it was as good a show as 

4 YHA, might be, so sought the bar, 
4 LA RK where I regaled myself upon 
ae appropriate liquors — dog’s nose 


and bark.—I am yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 








Don't let ’em (m)ask in vain, 


’'TWOULD seem the learned members of the Bar, 
Will hail the Jubilee that’s near at hand 

By plays and ‘‘ masks,” the best e’er known by far 
Since Reg. Elizabeth ruled o'er our land, 

And doubtless in these Masks, so full of art, 

Smart ‘‘ mask ”-uline performers will take part. 





It seems that in Burmah a man's rank is known by the number of 
umbrellas he is allowed to carry. Theebaw seldom took more than 
twenty-four about with him. The Burman who is reduced to borrowing 





a gamp isn’t reckoned of much account, especially when he doesn't 


| return it. These semi-savages require a deal of civilizing, 


“—« 
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FROM OUR JUBILEE EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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A FEW MORE SELECTION 
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A Cuckoo Carol. 


("Although winter is ikely to Finger in the lap of May it is gratifying to learn,” 


says an evening paper, “ that the cuckoo has come. 


Ho! Rots Dats, eee eee 
Cast doubt despondency far, far away. 
Behold ! there’s no need to be gloomy or glum, 
For do we not read that the cuckoo has come? 


Then let us all carol, and let us all dance, 

For, lo! this appears a most ious chance ; 
Then scrape on the fiddle, on the drum, 
And rollick aloud now the cuckoo come ! 


The papers, mayhap, won’t their columns now crowd 
With tales of divorces and details most *‘ loud,” 

Nor hunt down a writer who isn’t a chum— 

P’raps they'll give “* She” a rest now the cuckoo has come! 


In the Law Courts, maybe, there will now be less block, 
And people who bet mayn’t so oft get the ** knock ;” 
Irish members mayn’t now touching outrage be dumb— 
But denounce such affairs now the cuckoo has come ! 


Perhaps politics won’t be entirely a mix, 

Given up to mere paltry and partisan tricks, 

Fun’s readers may thus find a common-sense crumb 
In the Houses’ debates, now the cuckoo has come ! 


As this glorious statement is meant to console, 

The eyes of Fon’s bards in fine frenzy may roll, 

And Fun, too, may give to us each a big sum 

To drink his good th now the cuckoo has come !* 


* Not much! What do you think }—{Ep. Fvun.] 





Lorp RANDOLPH CHURCHILL'S engagements to attend,Conservative 
banquets are so numerous that they are already dated seven months in 
advance. If Kandy isn’t careful, he'll have to wear a double-action 
liver-pad before the year is out, and toast his toes at home. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BurLesqueD py Our BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 
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**GUESS AT HER YEARS, I PR'yTHER.”—Asnfony and Cleopatra, 
Act 1/1, Scene 2. 















ENIOKNAOKE, 


In ee old days our Jack-tars, after a long absence from their 
native » were wont, on their return to Albion’s shores, to ramble 
into low cofiee-houses, and eat ; 
five-pound notes between bread 
and butter, just to show their 
company what gay, reckless 
**sea-dorgs” they were. Yet 
there is no instance on record of 
any “salt” having been phy- 
sically injured through indulging 
in these costly tid-bits. 
invariably digested the flimsies 
with great ease. But a grimy 
Russian, who thought fit to in- 
dulge in a somewhat similar 
class of braggadocia at a St. 
Petersburg restaurant the other 
night, has paid the penalty of 
his folly. Seized with the notion 
it was about time to wash him- 
self, he slightly cleansed his face 
and hands in six bottles of cham- 
pagne. Then he went out, took 
cold, and died. Relatives had a gay old time at his funeral. 





Everysopy will be glad to learn that Sir W. White, the British 
Ambassador at Constantinople, has not killed the Greek thief who 
tried to sneak a kipper and a silver dish from the embassy. No 
Moslem area-sneak has been slain by ‘‘two blows” from an ambassa- 
dorial bunch of fives, Further details later on—perhaps. 


Some members of the Anti-Landlord League in Paris recently re- 
moved the furniture of a lodger who refused to pay his landlord ‘‘ three 
quarters’ rent” he owed. They also seized the concierge and his wife, 
who objected to the goods being taken away ; and, having gagged and 
bound them, rolled them into a store-cupboard, and locked the door. 
The married pair, when rescued, were both black in the face. There 
was too much jam in the cupboard probably. 

A ScoTcH gentleman hearing a noise in his dining-room at 4 a.m. a 
few mornings back, went downstairs and discovered a burglar refreshing 
himself with shortbread and whisky. The cracksman made for the 
window and was getting out when the gentleman grabbed him by the 
coat-tails. A terrible struggle ensued across the window-sill, till the 
tails left the body of the burglar’s garment. The housebreaker fell on 
his face and the ratepayer on his back. The burglar soon pulled him- 
self together, rose, and bolted. Directly the worthy citizen had re- 
covered the shock he pursued the fleeing cracksman. The burglar after 
adjusting his right thumb to his nose, extending his fingers and waggling 
them playfully—escaped! And, up to now, this is the end of the tale. 





THe Americans are wondering what President Cleveland will do 
when he returns to private life in 1889. Some suggest he will join the 
Salvation Army, others insinuate that he is likely to travel as bummer 
in the button and shirt-stud line, but his friends hint that he will ‘‘ go a 
buster” on the public-company-director ** fake.” 


A younG Scotch-Canadian who started from Winnipeg some short 
while ago on a walking tour to the North Pole, came back the other 
day with a violent cold in his head, scratching bis poll, and wondering 
why he had not been able to find the flag-stafe 


A PARISIAN swindler has been making a handsome living by sending 
to the fathers of young ladies about to be married false bills signed with 
the forged names of intending bridegrooms, and payable to fictitious 
tradesmen. After all that has been written about their cute, mercenary 
ways, Gallic fathers-in-law in embryo are evidently not built in the same 
way as British. The English, Scotch, or Irish parent of marriageable 
daughters actually looks on the suitor with deadly suspicion who asks him 
di back/a bill, even if it’s only ‘‘just as a matter of form, don’t you 

w. 


| Since 1873, an incorrigible rogue and bond has been sentenced 
no less than seven times to twelve months’ hard labour, many minor 
convictions having also been recorded against him. Yet when tackled 
by clergymen and warders as to why he does not make some effort to 
change his mode of life, this insane being’s favourite reply is, ‘‘ Only 
fools and horses work.” Brought up in a different sphere of life, this 
vagrant philosopher might have had a crank in a totally different direc- 
a ® have given vent to idiotic sentiments worthy of Carlyle and 
uskin, 
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, REPRODUCTION! REPRODUCTION !—-SOCIAL STATUS SECURED! ! 
Mz. Fux, having acquired immense premises and plant, and feeling keenly for those who, craving for publicity have 
, the 
’ A a inadequate resource of a portrait in the 


Academy, is prepared to reproduce Academy and other portraits in a 
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Testimonial from Dives Dobbs, Esq. :—“ Dear Mr. Fun,—Since your admirable Colossal Poster of me has appeared on the I have been elected alder- 
man, chairman of seventy-three new and important companies, and president of several committees ; and have also been invited to dinner bya duke, There are also 
whispers of my being offered a baronetcy. I am convinced that it is all owing to your excellent posters."9} 
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Mr. Fun carries out the system in the completest manner. Above is a speci- lots ieee writes :—“' With the aid ox priceless poster and 
men of his method when acti arte blanche order for status. Order handbills containing my portrait and ue of my and jewels. my three 
social status of Fux Fun, ‘Notoriser ! : a daughters have made brilliant ey mm this season.” Don't Foacst— 
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THAT AWFUL GUBST. 


that we Aad been to the Royal Academy 
jon; and it may have 





In acknowledging 66 
terms ‘Commerce’ and ‘ Fraud’ were z 
at the fact at first, but he soon got hardened to it.” 


and 
we got and remarked, “‘ You may well ask ! 


i 


- 
2 
o 
3 
é 


over and over 


” Sig Warehouse Counter said “the 
A fellow winced 


Humour—where is it?” and up 
Not in the comic papers ; 
is, there’s no such thing now; all the 
again, and we only dig 
Then we broke a ee it 

out of that suffocating atmosphere to 
1, fresh air so much more natural to us—the pure, sweet 






— 


~~ — 


q 


er a 


| speech, and heave a great hollow sigh. 


‘| said :—** Some 


inary 
mon reporter-fellows ; but 


are not quite sure where it 
all took place, but we were 
present-—-we go every- 
where, of course—and we 
wrote it all down on our 
thumb- nail at the time. 

The first thing we can 
clearly remember is a great 
noise. Seven burly at- 
tendants, stationed at the door to examine tickets, were struggling wildly 
to prevent the entrance of an unbidden stranger ; but within a space the 
seven door-keepers lay writhing on the mat, and the gaunt and brazen 
stranger, stalking straight up to the head of the table, lifted the unhappy 
chairman from his seat by the coat-collar, and sat down in his place. 

** Who is he?” hummed round the table; and then came the blood- 


‘| curdling answer, ** Candour !” 


It was Candour, the very last party one would have expected at a 
banquet. As the eye travelled round the now-far-from-festive board, it 


4 lighted on those who were destined to make the after-dinner speeches. 


One and all of them had turned livid; one and all was, and were, 
undergoing some fearful internal struggle. At length one and all was, 
and were, seen to tear up his and their mental notes of the forthcoming 
They were changed men! 

hey ate but little; after which, and the usual loyal and patriotic 
toasts— es i* —- 

The President, rising, pr “ Her Majesty's Ministers,” remarking 
that they seemed to be a poor lot, like all the other Ministers he had 
seen, and that Ae didn’t think much of them, 

The Prime Minister, in reply, said :—‘‘ I came here with the intention 
of drawing a glowing and rose-coloured picture of the satisfactoriness of 
the nation’s affairs, but that fellow at the head of the table caught my 

e. No one resents the approach of that party more than a statesman. 

he fact is that we, the present ministry, are likely to do just about as 
much for the country as any other ministry has done—just about none. 
The departments are in such a state that, if the public only knew one- 
tenth of the truth, there would be a revolution ; and half the officials 
would be hanged to lamp-posts, and serve ‘em jolly well right, too! As 
to the army and navy—well, if we have a war to-morrow, we shall 
simply be crumpled up; and if anyone present is fool enough to think 


‘| that the present, or any, Government intends to move a finger in the 


matter, he had better c 


nge heads with a calf.” 
Acknowledgin 


the toast of *‘ The Royal Academy,” the President 
onkeys bave an idea that the Academy fosters art. 
He! he! About one- 
third of the forty ought to 
be kicked out to make 
lace for cleverer outsiders. 
f that party in the chair 
had not his eye fixed upon 
me, I wouldn’t tell you 
how we encourage con- 
temporary art by selecting 
the most meritorious works 
of outside genius. Fact 
is, sometimes we devote 
exactly half-a-minute to 
the examination of each 
of outside genius’s works, 








gles remarked that ‘‘he believed 
without it. For fifty years he had 


and sometimes we put out- 

side genius’s names in a 
bag, and shake ’em up.” 

ing to the toast of 

* The Law, and be hanged 

to it!” Lord Justice Gog- 

ea gph get = a cont poe 
to get himself to thin 

t there was some little honesty at the bottom of it all, but he hadn’t 

enable to do‘it.” 





——_— 


“Love Will Find a Way.” 


A LOVELIER ballad than this was ne’er sung— 


The lovers were Moslems, and both of them young ; 
They look’d and they lov’d from the top of a wall, 
A wide road between them, where grew a palm tall ; 


And straight as an arrow, and lithe asa reed, 


Which they found was a circumstance lucky indeed. 


Providi 


Lasso’ 


himself with a coil of stout string, he 
palm, growing midway and springy, 


And drew its top to him with infinite care ; 


Then, seizing it, flew with it back through the air, 


Alighting, delighted and safe from all harms, 
On his lady-love’s wall, in his lady-love’s arms. 


But someone had witness’d this launching of him at her— 
Her dreadful papa, who whipp’d out his dread scimitar, 
And, putting his best leg before, indoors ran, 
While the lovers, repeating that excellent plan, 
Let the palm swing them back to Ais side of the street— 
What her pa’s imprecations were I'll not repeat. 


But quickly observing ’twas useless to groan, 

Since his one only daughter was certainly flown, 
He turn’d all his rage on the cause of the harm, 
That dratted demure-looking, straight-growing palm. 


So he went and he hack’d it with many a stroke— 
Just as our Mr. Gladstone might chop down an oak. 





An Uncertainarian, 


A FEw days back the male parent of a lad about to be sent toa re- 
was questioned by the magistrate’s clerk as to what creed he 


ap me 


feels rather honsartin,” replied the witness. 


Catholic? 


Mohammedan, a Buddhist, a Jew, or an Atheist ?” 


either.” 
the clerk, 


**Are you a Protestant?” asked the official. 
** Are 
” T shouldn’t like to swear to that ere.” 


‘Well, I 


you a Roman 
** Are you a 
** Devil a bit of 


** Then what, in the name of fortune, are you, man?” inquired 


somewhat testily. 


**T ain’t quite exactly sure, but I think as 


‘ow as I’m a bit of a vegetarian, or a Unitarian, or something of that 
sort; do, please, sift it hout for yourself,” groaned the witness. 









































AT THE ACADEMY. 


Susie is trotting her Uncle from Canada round the Picture Galleries. 

Uncle (suddenly).—‘* Why, Susie, what a lot o’ dunder-headed 
Imitators you've got me among this time! All these Pictures are 
Impudent Copies of those Furniss’s things you took me to see on 


Saturday 


;” 
‘ 





one 
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Roseate, 
When Mr. Gladstone sports in his button- is. | 
sca 8 smilitant one. When SO ce cnnand fen aale Montes 
' Ain—“' My Love is like a Red, Red Rose.” | 
WHEN Gladstone wears a red, red rose, 
You bet he’ll fume full soon 
Sepia his many M.P. foes, | 
0 quite a pretty tune, 
And then they squirm with timorous heart, 
And dread the coming storm ; 
For well they know that Old Man smart 
Will for them make it warm ! 


His collars, too, his rage denote, 
For then they stand erect, 

And those who will not with him vote, 
Know well what to expect. 

With fiercest fire his optics blaze, | 
A lurid light they shed, 

Yea, members know too well the days 
When Gladstone’s rose is red, 


But when he wears a white, white rose, 
Their agonies soon cease, 

For there’s no need of fear’s fell throes, 
His errand is of peace. 

Thus joy or dread this Grand Old Man 
Doth with his flowers inspire ; 

And long may he pursue this plan 
With all his wonted fire ! 








THE ROYAL ACADEMY. | 
[SEconD NOTICE. ] 


GALLERY No. 2.—T. Sidney Cooper, R.A., a hak old | 
veteran over eighty years of age, contributes *‘ Early from 
Old Smithfield Market, 1832.” The cattle on the canvas 
are palpably infinitely superior animals to the drovers—in 
fact, the whole scene is very true to nature. 

W. Dendy Sadler shows three hunting topers, who have 
been in the saddle all day, gradually getting into an excessively 
addled condition, and entitles his work, ‘‘ The Old Squire 
and the Young Squire.” The boy evidently cannot digest 
his refreshment with the ease his dad does, and has turned a 
sort of ‘‘ greenery yallery” tint, that is suggestive of shortly- | 
coming trouble.—J. W. Waterhouse, A., sends ‘‘ Mariamne,” 

a striking picture, and most decidedly one of the finest works | 
in the Exhibition. Mariamne’s husband, King Herod the | 
Great, divorced himself from this charming lady by having | 
her executed, and she is here seen going forth to the | 
shambles with the theatrical air of a a a Queen. 
Josephus leans to the idea that she was sacri through capricious 
jealousy. Anyhow, she appears to have been good-looking enough to 
have been given the benefit of the doubt. Any modern judge would 
have summed up strongly in her favour, and in the picture we observe 
that Waterhouse has portrayed the dispensers of justice as looking ex- 
cessively ashamed of themselves. In fact, the only party who seems to 
be thoroughly enjoying himself is the executioner, who is mainly think- 
ing of his fees. 

J. B. Burgess, A., has found his subject in ‘“‘ Making Cigarettes at 
Seville.” The factory girls are making a pleasure out of toil, and any- 
one can see that piece-work is not in vogue at the Seville establishment. 
Charles G. Morris depicts ‘‘ Winter in Finistere.” This is a clever 
picture, but not calculated to induce anyone to take a Cook’s tourist 
ticket, and spend his next Christmas holidays in the locality. Sir 
F, Leighton, P.R.A., exhibits ‘‘ The Jealousy of Simztha the Sor- 
ceress,” It may be observed that the sorceress possesses a very power- 
ful ‘bunch of fives.” The knuckles of her left hand would inflict 
terrible punishment on any giddy masher rash enough to sauce her ; 
and she is hardly the class of young lady a good young Templar would 
care to tackle at tea—with saucer, 

GALLERY No. 3.—Luke Fildes, R.A., buds forth with a dainty 
portrait of ‘‘Mrs. Luke Fildes.” This work is admirable in delicacy of 
treatment. We believe the clever painter is known as /ukey Fildes, 
and he certainly has been lucky in his choice of subject in the present 
instance. The face is invested with an undefinable expression of ble 
loveliness, that carries it far beyond the clever representations of con- 
ing on the walls. John Pettie, R.A., 


ventional beauty we see hanging 
sends “*A rpom| from Scott's ‘ Peveril of the Peak.’” The Countess 



































ART-LESS 


THING. 


Miss Etheridge (gushingly).—‘* 1 PERFECTLY ADORE Miss ELLEN Terry ! 
I COULD GO TO SEE HER EVERY NiGHT!” 

Miss Flappersleigh.—‘* OH, SO COULD /, DEAR, IF PAPA WOULD ONLY 
FIND ME IN LonG GLoves!” 


——_—o 


an alarmingly peaky condition. The trio require a blow at the seaside, 
This production is best seen at a long distance, 

Frank Holl, R.A., gives a sample of his best work in a portrait of 
**Junius S. Morgan, Esq.” Junius wears the expression of a man who 
has just severely corrected a peccant ‘urchin and hurt his own hands 
while doing so. John MacWhirter, A., is represented by “* Edinburgh, 
from the Salisbury Crags.” Here we see Auld Reekie —> yw 
smoke from chimneys, and steam from haggis. Sir F. Leighton, P.R.A., 
illustrates that melodramatic scene, *‘ The Last Watch of Hero,” 
‘With aching heart,” a terribly brawny damsel scans ‘‘the sea-face 
dim.” The picture is of course of the heroic school. No embellishment 
on the lid of the most expensive box of sugar-plums could be more 
highly polished in execution. No poster for a penny show could be 
more unlike nature. Thomas Faed, R.A., sends ‘‘ No Rose without its 
Thorn.” The advent of younger and stronger men has caused old Tom 
to fade into the background ; but the above example of this Acade- 
mician’s work is creditable to his powers as a humourist. The “‘ rose” 
is a kind, thochtfu’ guidwife who is leading her besotted spouse home 
from the market. 

W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., is represented by ‘‘ The First Cloud.” This 
picture should act as a warning to elderly rou/s who are afflicted with a 
desire to legally buy young women of uncertaintemper, And L. Alma- 
Tadema, R.A., exhibits ‘‘ The Women of Amphissa,” The Amphissa 


ladies, being seized with an amiable fit, are watching over the 
irls who, sacred to ore —_. "Chyades a J ol ree 
uring a fit of religious frenzy. cs, as grea 
artist in saditen te tek in the least like the Xp ae woay ach sisters of 
the present day, and their garb is immeasurably more tas our taste. 


ty to 
The Amphissa matrons are gracefully-built, oy sores | specimens of 





of Derby is ing a sudden in the ** golden room,” much to 

the perturbation of a couple of children, who are posing in the apart- | the fair sex, who would bear the palm from the front-row ladies in an 

ment. The lady is in a very jaundiced state, and youngsters are in | Alhambra ballet, Can one say more in the praise of this picture? 
Gwe” To Conzusronvents.—7he Editor does not bind himsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In ne case will they be returned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 
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SOME CRICKET JOTTINGS. 











Lines to an Hditor 
( On sending a Book for Review ), 


Paint for me only just one word, 
And I will pledge thee mine, 

If thou wilt give a wholesome “ puff,” 
That I will not repine. 

I think my work should be preferr'd 
(‘Tis very large and fine), 

Though dullards may not jike my stuff, 
/ would not change a line. 


ee = 





FroM THE SAME TO THE SAME 
(On the non-appearance of a Notice). 


I sent thee late my able book, 
Not so much honouring thee, 

As hoping something would appear 
That might babes be S. D. 

But thou thereon did’st neither look 
Nor sent’st it back to me, 

Since when I feel inclined to swear 
Both at myself and thee. 





Now Ready, Price One Shilling. 


TWO CHARMS: A Hand in the Clouds. 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 
“JACK’S JOURNAL,’ 
(LATE “YACK AND FILL") 
AnTllustrated Weekly Miscellany for Everybody. 
PRICE ONE PENNY. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E£.C. 
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KNOWN FOR A QUARTER OF A CENTURY. 


CREAN, CaDeURY & CO., Bir ham, Manvfacturers ef all 
kinds of Linen, Metal, end Pearl Buttons, Ac. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


Reckitt’s 


See that you get it! 


As bad makes are often sold 
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ABOLT SOME TRUMPERYy TELEGRAM OR OTher. 
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UNACCOUNTIABLY OMISIED. 
Tue Lady Clerks of the Post Office have been airing their grievances in Public Meeting assembled. Our Local Post-Mistress says, ** There 





are several annoyances which they strangely overlooked ;” and sends us notes of one or two. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE STRAND.—More “Old 
Comedies !” 


Messrs, W. Farren and H. B. 
Conway, who have been “‘ travell- 
ing” the provinces for some little 
time, have brought their combina- 
tion—The English \Comedy Com- 
pany, they call it—to town, and 
are giving us a taste of its quality 
in fhe y Dee Marriage; a 
piece which comes as a welcome 
relief from Zhe School for Scandal, 
The Rivals, and—and—dear me, 
what’s the other thing 7?—ah !—yes 
— She Stoops to Conquer, 








The Clandestine Marriage con- 
trasts ill, for wit, with Sheridan’s 
masterpieces, and would, moreover, 
gain immensely by being cut down 
to three acts—indeed, the advan- 
tages which would arise from this 
course are so obvious that it is 
matter for lasting surprise that it has not been adopted—but it at least 
affords a character worthy of the skill of Mr. Farren. In depicting the 
peculiarities of Lord Ogleby, the actor is at his very best ; the finish 
and finesse of the thing are an evening’s enjoyment in themselves. Miss 
Fanny Coleman, in Mrs. Heidelberg, evidently means getting out of 
the part all there is in it; it is a robust, hearty, determined per- 
formance, without much refinement, perhaps, but quite in form for 
popularity. 





Tue Steanv.—Tue Avutuor! 


Miss STERLING, in the hands of Miss Angela Fenton, presents no very 
active fault ; it is passably crude, the later scenes being an improvement 
on the earlier ones, perhaps. Miss Maud Strudwick has a good deal to 
learn before she can make the most of Fanny, but she contrived to rouse 
an interest in her “‘ case,” playing with earnest care, and presenting a 
sufficiently attractive appearance to give colour to the general love-making 
she inspires. Miss F, Sutherland plays Betty with some spirit, but, on 
the whole, the ladies’ side is not the strong one of the cast. 





Mr, CONWAY appears in rather a subordinate part as Lord Melvil, but 
he plays it in admirable taste, and at several points with marked art. Mr. 
Reeves-Smith has acquired a strange and weird method of elocution 
since I saw him last. He shoots out his words like pellets from a pop- 
gun, with great apparent expenditure of force and in strong caricature 
of one of Mr, Kyrle Bellew’s worst faults. It is a pity, as Mr. Reeves- 
Smith promised to be a good actor once, and this mannerism ruins the 
- he plays and becomes a terrible infliction as the times goes on. Mr. 
. Soutar is very refreshing as the sycophantic Canton. 


Tue Gaiety (Morning).—Perhaps Mr. Shine’s so-often-postponed 
matinée of Blue Ribbons might have been postponed permanently, with- 
out severely injuring the community. 
Perhaps, if the company had been 
a little more glib in their lines, the 
piece might have a better chance— 
it might even become funny in a 
mild way, but I don’t think—no, I 
do mof think that it will enkindle 
our historic river. I confess I 
laughed sometimes, but I forgive 
myself because some of the acting 
was good, 


THe principal humours turned on 
the fact that a teetotal proprietor of 
a teetotal newspaper becomes, by 
means of a lapsed mortgage, the 
proprietor of a public-house. He 

oes to take possession on Boat- 

ace Day, and the two blue ribbons 
afford most of the fun, Mr. Shine 
was capitally made up, as was Mr. 
George Honey, and there was a 
quantity of good acting thrown away 
on the piece ; Miss Susie Vaughan, 





[Tae Sreawp.—Varv SovTar-ace. 





Miss ey! Richards, Mr, W. E, Shine, and Mr. L. Rignold being the 
principal delinquents. Miss Billee Barlow made a lively barmaid, with 
a tendency to over-act. 





iss Ulmar was playing the part in America recently. 
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Tue Strano.—Tue Otp CrireLe AND THE YounG SiR JouHN. 


—Mr. J. N. Ellaby, a reader above the average in ability, gave a very 
successful entertainment at the St. James’s Hall on the 7th inst.— 7he 
Widow was to have appeared at the Prince of Wales’s this (Tuesday) 
afternoon, but in consequence of the serious illness of Miss Kate Phillips, 
it stands postponed. Miss Sophie Scott and Mr. Leopold Wagner 
have been translating a piece of Von Moser’s, which they call Peaceful 
War, and which the lady will produce at the Prince of Wales’s on the 
afternoon of the 24th inst., next Tuesday ; in fact, a very strong cast is 
announced, ‘* Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest.” Miss 
Hawthorne relinquishes the Olympic and Miss Hewett takes possession 
—preferred that she should be both its coming and its ‘‘ parting ” guest ! 
The theatre is to be reseated and redecorated in red and white, ‘‘ the 
favourite colours,” I am informed, of the new manageress (the audiences 
will have to look blue themselves if they desire that colour), and the 
fee system will be entirely abolished (good !). Zhe Golden Band, which 
we have so long heard of, and which Miss Hawthorne leaves behind her, 
will open business in the first week of June with a cast including in 
addition to the fair manageress, Messrs. Brandon Thomas, George Barrett, 
Frank Wood, and Misses Maud Milton and Eugenie Edwards.—Miss 
Anderson is doing ‘‘enormous” in the country, they say; crowds 
turned away nightly. Happy crowds !—JA/iss Esmeralda at the Gaiety, 
in the Autumn. At least don’t Miss Esmeralda if you can help it. 
—A London theatre, it is said, will anon be the scene of an 
adaptation, by Mr. Yorke Stephens, of yet another of Von Moser’s 
farcical plays—Der Hyfochonder, to wit. The best of all good luck to 
wit.—There will be Fubi/ation at the Prince of Wales’s shortly (if it is 
not there already). It is the name of a new first piece by ‘‘ Richard 
Henry.” —Look out for the 28th, it’s sure to come, but don’t let it escape 
you as it passes, and for why? because on that date as ever was, Mr. 


Tur Srranp.—“ Tuey arg 1x THAT Room!” Tue Disouietinc Roomsr! 


Charles Harris takes a benefit at the Gaiety. Even if you do not yearn 
to do the Aénéfciaire honour (in which case “* bad cess to yez ”), there 
will be a programme to joy the most exacting. NEsTOR. 





Nops AND WINKs.—Miss Geraldine Ulmar is now appearing at the 
Savoy as Rose — in Ruddigore, vice Miss L. Braham, retired (fro 
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Keeping Company. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


GAILY touring down the street 
Close beside the slums, 

Whom d’ye think you’re like to meet? 
Who is it that comes ? 

Why, ’tis Queen Victoriay ! 

Gracious goodness !! Hip, hooray!!! 





And, as questions must be put, 
Who is that young man 

That, with her, from head to foot 

Looks so spick and span, 

And behaves so dutiful ? 

I declare, it’s dear John Bull ! 


Well, I never, this is nice— 
Quite encouraging ; 

There’s of novelty a spice, 

In this sort of thing : 

Folk so rarely in the east 

On her face their eyes may feast. 


That’s she’s truly welcome there 

Now is very plain, 

And let’s hope their hope she’ll 
share— 

Cut, and come again ; 

For they love the pair to see 

Thus a-keeping company. 





A STATISTICIAN says that 30 per 
cent. of the men over 30 years of age, 
who live in the United States, are 
more or less bald. People marry 
early out there, 


SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT, 
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**CITY AND SUBURBAN.” 








R.A. R.A.-ngements. 


Some hold that F, Holl, 
Whom many extol, 
Has this time done portraits which few folk can swallow, 
** Bab” Gilbert’s, to wit, 
They don’t like a bit, 
In this they regard Holl’s attempts as all Holl-ow. 





A Bill-y doux. 


Lo, many a man who in money affairs, 
Would consider some ‘‘ paper” worth mz, 

In the Wild West excitement now gleefully shares, 
And is backing a ‘* Buffalo Bill.” 























HEARD IN OUR SENATCRIAL SMOKING-ROOM. 


First M.P.—‘* Suppose I called you a liar, a mugwump, a thief, 
and a guttersnipe in the House, what do you think it would end in?” 





Second M.P. (lazily). —** Smoke, my boy—smoke !” 





OHRTAIN ONLEBRITIES! 


OF all the utter bosh I ever saw in all my life! And yet poy 
upon themselves as the doubly-distilled cream of civilization. ho? 
Why, the Yankees, to be sure. Why, I was reading a paper of theirs 
this morning that had a lot of little pictures in it, ‘The Faces and 
Legs of our Leading Men,” ’twas styled. There were a lot of outline 
pictures of profiles, and of men’s legs from the knees downwards, Well, 
I hope we've got just enough sense left in England not to go picture- 
celebrating this way. We've got quite enough of it in shop windows as 
itis. Every idiot who comes before the public wants his face stuck up 
somewhere or the other, whether he be a patent-medicine man or a bull- 
dog breeder. Why, now, too, in every borough where there’s a stump- 
ing member the same thing’s done. Our ‘‘ True Blue Member” has his 
picture stuck up in every taproom-window, as if he lent a special relish 
to the beer. In a little general shop I saw ina village in Sussex this 
spring, I’m hanged if there wasn’t a stained beer-spilt portrait surrounded 
with rotten primroses, The whole thing was i -marked, and half-a- 
pint of beer had been slushed over the local member's aristocratic fore- 
head. Now, what on earth did he want his picture set up for? I 
suppose the next thing will be for professional men to go touting for 
business, enclosing their photos. ‘John Joneskin, Esq., solicitor of 
Her Majesty’s High Court of Justice, is prepared to take all kinds of 
cases in hand. Inquirydemanded. Photographenclosed.” And then 
there would be a portrait of the beggar seated before a table covered 
with bundles of papers, an engraving of a defunct Lord Chancellor on 
the wall, a bust of Mansfield somewhere or the other on a shelf, and the 
fellow himself, with his finger to his forehead, trying to look six-and- 
eightpenny, and then joyful. Upon my soul, I wish all this cheap cele- 
brity business was at an end. 

And now, however, the Jubilee business—shan’t we have a choice lot 
of local half-and-half celebrities ; showers of knighthoods ‘ll come down 
like cats and dogs. ‘Sirs’ will become as plentiful as foreign green- 
gages. And what a comfort it must be to some of the women to have 





_ newspaper scribblers will be dubbing them “‘ Jubileeadies. 

_ their husbands will have to stand them something handsome in the way 

| of millinery. It won’t come cheap to the husbands, the cheap celebrity 
business. Let ’em buy a Jubilee rope and hang themselves ! 








such a good chance of being ‘‘ my ladied.” But I suppose all the 
’ Poor idiots, 


Diocenes Topps, 
—————————————SE ee 


Jack's Journal is now a strong Story Paper, full to the brim with sen 
sationalism. At the same time there are no eni of short quips and 
humorous Brevities. The pictures are numerous, and varied in kind, 
Our readers should look out for this attractive penn’orth. 
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ALL OVER THE SHOPPING. 


Musical Amateur (after a brilliant bit of pianoforte playing).—‘* AR |!—DO YOU LIK®& CHOPIN, MISS FRIVELLE?” . 
Miss F.—**' Yas; I THINK IT’S AWFULLY JOLLY, ESPECIALLY IF YOU CAN MANAGE TO SCREW A BIT EXTRA OUT OF THE PATER. 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE WILD WEST. 


VEN my friend Jollidogue demand of me vill I go viz him to see ze 
Vild Vest, M. Redacteur, I say, vy certainly not ; and in explanations I 
say zat ze days of my youf zey are gone, and it is too late at my time of 
lifetime to indulge more in ze vild larks outside ze Criterion and ze place 
of Vaterloo, and ze great spree in ze hours zat are small. Jollidogue 
ansare it is quite annozare kettle of fishes he have to fry aujourd hui soir 
—it is annozare vest, and zey are annozare vilds to vich he desire me to 
accompany him. Vat he mean is vill I go viz him to ze vilds of Souf 
Kensington, to see Buffalo Bill and his Indian train. I go in ze ozzare 
Indian—I mean engine train. 

Ihave been! A/a foi! t/ me semble zat I have seen in ze life all of vich 
I have read in ze books of ze much read Mayne Reid, Fenimore ze 
Cooper, Mark Hart and Bret Twain ; I have seen Bill of ze Buffaloes (I 
suppose ze Buflaloes call him a Coercion Bill), and I have regarded his 
show of rain or shine—mostly I sink it vas a shine zey kick up, alzough 
everybody vas ver’ clevare vit ze reins. To tell you all about it, sare, 
vould fill as much space as ze bill postare of Bill himself, so 7/ su/fit zat 
I record some of my notes. 

Ze red Indians vere vonderfuls, also zeir vigs of vams, also ze 
vigs of zeir head, still more so zeir sqvaws and ze leetle Indians vich I 
sink zey call sqvaliares. All ze vorld vas zeir regarding ze Indian 
Chief and zeir sqvaws, including many of your Engleesh Chief vit zeir 
sqvaws (also in feuzzarcs and var paint.) 

Ze cowboy he is ¢/onmant almost as much so as your vat you call 
hobbledehoy, only ze latter I sink you call not cowboy but calf, and he, 
ze hobbledehoy is not so clevare, but much more too clevare. 


camp rules are cody-fied, 
Ze clothes of ze vild vesters are made, zey tell me, by ze Sioux 
Indian ladies. 

Of ze pony express I can find no vords to express my admirations. 
Ze Virginia Reel on horseback make me vish I vas reely in Virginia. 








Buffalo Villiam rule his camp em vrai prince, We tell me all ze | 








Leetle Johnnie Baker shoot so vell zat he vat you call ‘‘take ze 
biscuit.” As for Mesdemoiselles Annie Oakley and Lillian Smith, 
zey shoot vit so much grace, I go home hard hit. 

I have heard in your nursery rhyme of ze cow zat jump ovare ze 
moon, I sink ze next best jumpare is Cowboy Jack, who jump ovare 
ze mustangs, 

I go visit ze Pawnees, and eat so much of zeir pop-corn zat I next go 
consult zeir medicine man, = 

I so much admire ze jumping of buck by ze cowboys zat I express to 
Jollidogue my desire to take part in it. He sink zat if I do I sall be 
kick by ze jumpare zat buck, and myself kick ze bucket. Aftare a vile 
I decide not to try. Maintenant, 1 endeavour to rope and ride a steer 
of Texas. I do not steer him vell, and 4zentot, he steer me overboard. 

I see ze Coach of Deadvood converted into firevood by ze Indians, 
and I am full of horror. I cheer ze cowboys who come to ze rescue vit 
a bull rush. I behold ze same Indians attack ze hut of ze settlare, vich 
zey completely settle, and I sink ze prairie is a ver grand institution—to 
look at in ze Vild Vest End. I say so to Mr. Richmond, for at ze 
Buffalo Billeries, as at Bosvorth, zare is a Richmond in ze field, and he 
reply, ‘* You bet, stranger.” I reply zat I do not bet, but zat aftare vat 
I have seen I regard him as old pal, and I go home to dream zat I am 
being scalp by Vild Vest Indians who are smoking ze tomal awk of peace 
and flourishing ze pipe of vengeance. 





Unmercenary Men! 


(Mr. Arthur O'Connor, M.P , and Mr. Molloy, M.P., have declined to serve any 
longer on certain Royal Commissions, in consequence of the attitude assumed by the 
Government towards the Parnellite Party with regard to the charges made against 
them in the 7imes. This has given occasion for the following stanza.) 

Messrs. Arthur O’Connor and B. C. Molloy | 
Must be Members of quite independent position, 
Since they’ve shown, though the country their aid would employ, 
That henceforward they will not work for a Commission. 
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Newcastle-upon-Tyne Royal Mining, Engi- 
neering, and Industrial Exhibition. 


BEING min(e)dful of the ‘* Mineries,” on Saturday (14th) we 
took ourselves northward tothe ‘Canny Toon.” Detail is im- 
ible. There is a Ben(n)isom upon the undertaking, and 
therefore it goes without saying that the whole thing is 
A’mos(t) perfect, though parts of it have a Winter-y aspect. 
There is Xeason to believe it will be a huge success. This is 
in a great measure due to Mr. Daglish, who has worked like 
a Briton. Amer-ry band of music will discourse to lively 
exhibitioners, The dram(er) will be forgotten in neither the 
theatre nor refreshment room. How’'ard the lessees of the 
theatre try to please, we well know; and there is no need 
to W(y)nd’em up to make the thing go. There seem to be 
a good many bridges about the place. We noticed Cam- 
bridge Old Tyne Bridge—but no more. This is too ofto- 


Tyneries—I wish you success. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
MONDAY, May 9.—Lords deal with Smoke Nuisance 


other smoke nuisances—the man who wi// smoke in a non- 


smoking carriage and cough? 

Commons.—Next most magnificent sacrifice to that of a 
Chancellor of, &c., on the altar of, &c, A. O’Connor (seems 
it ought to be an O'Connor) in the war-paint of a Royal 
Commissioner, sacrifices himself in protest to allegations of 
kinship of Parnellism and Crime—Crimes Bill Committee 
and Closure. All-night sitting. House thinks it will soon 
have to amend Factory Acts by bringing itself within their 
scope. 

Tuesday.—Lords reject Archbishop of York’s attempt to 
bowl Charity Commissioners out with a Yorker from manage- 
ment of Holgate Grammar Schools, Case of Ebor Handi- 
capped. 

Commons listen to ‘ Resignation,” by Molloy. Not 
the wooden shoon man, but the one who wouldn’t sit. 
Then resume doctoring the Buffalo—no, Balfour Bill, not by 
healing, but Healying process. 

Wednesday—Commons—Coercion—Cloture. Still on Sec- 
tion I. So far from the begginning of the end, apparently— 
end of beginning still in dim future. New Irish ballad— 
not ‘* Barney O’Hea,” but ‘fO’Hea Barney ”—rendered with 
great effect. 

Thursday.—Lords. Camperdown’s Bill to compel main- 
tenance of cattle-weighing machinery at all markets where 
tolls imposed read second time. Somebody evidently been 
sending his lordship a prime bullock without the overweight. 
Commons.—*‘‘ Shall Paddy Connaught come home to his 
ma?” That isthe question; 45 say no, and under cover of 


high commands over the heads of veterans, 








rocious, as a number of things are at the show. Ta! ta! | 


Abatement Bill. Why not introduce a Bill to deal with | 


smoking carriage, and the lady who always will get into a | 
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WITHOUT LEAVE. 


Butler.—“* IF YOu PLEASE, Sir, I WISH TO LEAVE THIS DAY MONTH !” 


Sir Fohn.—* Wuy, JAMES? 
PLACE?” 


ARE YOU NOT SATISFIED WITH THE 


Fames.—** YESSIR; AND I DON’T MIND YOO, SIR, BUT I CAN’T PUT 
UP WITH My Lapby’s TEMPER NO LONGER; SO THIS DAY MONTH, 


PLEASE, SIR!” 


(Zxi2.) 


Sir Fohn (solus).—‘*‘ Ou! THAT I WERE HER SERVANT INSTEAD OF HER 


MASTER! Happy JAmgs!” 
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FUN wouldn’t swop with these three chaps for dimes. 





Friday.—Lords just open the shop, but retire without taking down 
the shutters. Commons.—Crimes and rollicks—Rollicks and Crimes. 


debate give some telling digs at appointments of Royal personages to 


| 


“May, or May Not.” 
‘*ComE, my Corinna, let us go a-Maying,”’ 
So sang the bard in days of good Queen Bess ; 
Phoebus, perhaps, loved less then to be staying 
At home, and Pluvius wept a little less 
Than in these modern days, when every season 
Unsettled seems in its solstitial mind, 
When “‘ gentle spring ” thinks ‘tis out of all reason 
To give us aught but sleet and wintry wind, 


We're wiser now; and when we go a-Maying 
We don’t expect to see the emerald bud ; 
We find but bleak, bare branches that are swaying 
Above a bed of brown and batterish mud. 
Instead of song of birds we hear but sneezing ; 
The skies are not, although our nose is, blue ; 
Great chanticleer now rouses with his wheezing 
His mate laid up with bad tic-dolourevx. 


In these prosaic times, no doubt Corinna 
Would laugh to scorn the Colin who should make 
So silly a request, and would begin a 
Serious lecture on so foolish a mistake 
As to desert the warm and cosy fire 
To brave the sleet, the Boreal blast to face. 
No! Ifasunny sky one would admire, 
The Grosvenor Gallery is the proper place! 





Tue delighted audience at Boston, U.S.A., recalled Madame Patti 
thirty-three timer, This is what one might call causing a ‘‘ hub ”-bub, 
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A FEW MORE SELECTIONS FROM OUR JUBILEE EXHIBITION OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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KEEPING COMPANY. 


A STUDY AT MILE END, SATURDAY, MAY THE 14th, 
JUBILEE JOHNNY A-WALKING OUT HIS YOUNG WOMAN. 
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The Newest Deadheads. 


(Mr. Shirley, M.P., lately that Members of Parliament should be granted 
free passes over all the railways. 
Mr. SHIRLEY, who a an economical M.P., 


Opines that for the rail M.P.s should all have passes free ; 

t where’er a member wants to go on any given day, 
On any railway service he (the member) ne’er should pay. 
This proposition opens up a question that is large 
Concerning things that senators should all have free of charge. 
And, with your kind attention, we will mention two or three 
That never should be paid for by the average M.P. 


Imprimis, hats, and ties, and books, and ‘‘ bags,” and vests, and coats, 

Should be given to each member who “‘ hear, hears,”’ and speaks and 
votes ; 

And when they honour theatres with their presence, then the ‘‘ boss ” 

Should decline to take their cash, and should feel glad of such a loss, 

And when they hire a cabman, he should feel they ‘‘do him proud,” 

And should bow and say, “No, gentlemen, no fare from you's al- 
lowed ; ' 

And the programme-girl, and barmaid, too, from them should take no 
fee, 

But exclaim in rev’rent accents, ‘' There’s no charge to an M.P. !” 


When they drop in at some music-hall (as even M.P.s do), 

Free stalls should all be given them—and drinks all gratis, too ; 
And the “‘ tip ”-demanding waiter, who for backsheesh always waits, 
Should whisper, ‘‘ Sir, there ain’t no charge for gents as legislates !”’ 
Free ‘‘ orders” should be sent to them for picture-shows at will, 
And no tradesman who supplieth them should ask them for his bill. 
Why even Fun (which every week is offered for one ‘‘ dee”), 
Should without a charge be shed on men who say, ‘‘ I’m an M.P.!” 


Their luncheons, dinners, suppers, and their spirits and their wine, 
Should be free to all who in the House imagine that they shine ; 
No club subscription e’er should be expected of the men 

Who by senatorial wisdom startle England—now and then. 

They ought never to be asked for e’en necessities to pay, 

In fact, mo charge for anything should M.P.s e’er defray, 

Yea, though their blunders often cost our land much /. s. d@., 

All things (hints Mr. Shirley) should be free toan M.P. 











BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY Our BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom, 
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*“*A SWEEP OF VANITY COMES THIS WAY,"—TZimon of Athens, 
Act 1. Scene 2. 


KNICKNACKS, 


Tue Great White Czar is now being praised up to the skies by some 
folk for his ‘‘ mercy” in commuting many of the death sentences on the 
wretched Nihilists to imprison- 
ment for life. But the ‘‘ tenderly 
treated” Nihilists wince when 
they hear they are not to be exe- 
cuted straight off. The Emperor 
of barbarous Russia is artful, 
hence hisleniency. The process 
of hanging or shooting in Muscovy 
seldom entails more than fifteen 
minutes’ suffering to the con- 
demned one; but imprisonment 
for life signifies at least three 
weeks’ brutal torture — torture 
that people living in a fairly civi- 
lized country have no comprehen- 
sion of. Tied to pine poles, the 
starved culprits slowly drag their 
way towardsSiberia. One by one 
they die on the route, wounded 
by the bayonet-thrusts, and bat- 
tered by the butt-ends of rifles. 
We can hardly blame the Little 
Father for revenging himself on 
his deadly enemies, but where does the ‘‘ mercy” come in? 














A GAY old gambler recently *‘ pegged out” in Detroit, U.S. He 
was a coloured man, and rejoiced in the name of Flowers, He began 
his little games at the age of six and never ceased playing till bogey 
claimed him. Flowers was frequently known to win 20,000 dols, at 
one sitting. His friends opine that the venerable Nicholas will come 
off second best when playing ‘‘ poker” with him, 


THE report that certain well-known auctioneers have received orders 
to put up the throne of Bavaria for sale by public auction, in London, 
turns out to be untrue, 





Ir is calculated that the beer brewed in Germany last year might 
have formed a lake a mile square and six and a half feet deep, This is 
a terrible fact for bitter ‘‘ totes” to brood over, 


A Muscovite Ananias states that asparagus six feet high and fifty 
inches in circumference has been found growing wild in the steppes of 
Achal-Tekiz, Central Asia. He has not discovered any boiling geysers 
spurting out piping-hot melted butter as yet, neither has he found 
crisply-roasted lambkins frisking about in the sand, 


A WRITER asks ‘* How shall we utilize our convicts?” Why, kill 
and embalm ’em, of course, and then sell them slowly and artfully, as 
Egyptian mummies. A well-wrapped mummy fetches a big price in the 
market at present. 


THe Swedish Government has decreed that henceforth every ad/e- 
bodied Swede of the male persuasion will have to serve two years in the 
army, but at Swedy-weedy hobbledehoys they ¢urn up their noses. 


A “RESPECTABLE man” recently applied to a magistrate for a 
summons against a party who annoyed him by persistently knocking at 
his door. In answer to questions put, he admitted that the knockist 
was acreditor, Impudence balloons pretty high now-a-days ! 


A SPIRITUALISTIC séance was recently interrupted by constables, 
and a couple of spirits were run in ona charge of obtaining money | 
under false pretences, The wily sellists did not manage to float out of | 
the cells in which they were incarcerated, 





A DIETIST writes to a contemporary deprecating the free use of fruit, 
fish, milk, salt, sugar, and drugs. He believes the true staff of life to 
be ‘‘ port wine.” It is quite evident the dietist has never suffered from 
chalky gout. Any nephew who has expectations from a wealthy relative 
cannot do better than send him, or her, hampers of *‘ generous old tawny.” 


Tue King of Bonny, after being deposed for some six years, bas been 
reinstated on the throne; the strict understanding being that he will 
restrain a somewhat laudable practice he was wont to induge in, viz., 
poisoning his mothers-in-law whenever they became troublesome. 





Tue fines inflicted on London publicans, within a few weeks, for 
selling adulterated beer have amounted to over £7,600. The defence 
| the licensed victuallers usually make is that the fluids they sell absolutely 
| require fining. 
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THE UNOFFENDABLE ONE. 














class of fellow who w7// stand on the narrow bits of pavement, and let you go in the mud to get by. You at once rush to the most erroneous conclusions 
about that fellow. You mutter, ‘‘ A rough !—a curmudgeon !—a bully who takes advantage of his brute-strength !"—and thirst for his blood. 























After you have been at it sometime perhaps his mate happens to notice you. ‘‘ Why don't yer git out o' the way, Bill: there's a gen'i'mun a-waitin’ to git by.” 


“‘ Beg pardon, guv'nor,” says the obstructor politely. 
remorse. You can’t offend that fellow ; we have frequent 


him a drink. 


‘Didn't know as I was io the way ;” and he gets intothe mud to make room. Then you sneak away filied with 
ly thrown hand-grenades at him ; now we've learned to love him for his beautiful stolidity, and always stand 
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THE SECRET OUT. 


How comes it that we Britishers are so very far behind the Americans? 
That—and not the guilt or innocence 
of Parnell, or Dillon, or Dick, or Tom, 
or Harry—is the real serious question 
of the day. 

Look at Rotten Row in the season, 
the best thing we can do in the line: 
what a tame and feeble show it is! 
Fancy a people who pride themselves 
on their pluck and nerve letting them- 
selves stagnate into the paltry custom 
of riding poor, tame, well-broken hacks 
and hunters, and driving spiritless vic- 
torias, when bucking mustangs, and 
mad buffaloes, and wild stage-coaches 
surrounded by yelling savages are to be 
obtained! 7Zhafs the sort of thing 
Americans habitually use for purposes 
of locomotion. We have seen them at 
it with our own eyes. 

Thus reflecting, and filled with a 
crushing sense of shame, we set our- 
selves a task—to find out how they do 
it. That was our reason for going 
round West Kensington way to see. 

For hours we wandered around in 
search of the secret. We tried a ride 
on ademented mustang suffering from 
homicidal mania, intensified by strych- 
nine-convulsions ; but we didn’t take to 
it. Then we tried the drinks, and part 
of the secret was ours. 

It isthe American drinks that do it 
all. 

It is an integral part of American 
religion, and the most sacred duty of 
every American to have a special drink 
for every dayin the year. We sat with 
the list of those drinks before us, and 
we chose a Gin Daisy, a Rattlesnake, 
and a Denver Sour ; mingled them, and 
swallowed the mixture. The instant 
we had done so, by very intuition we 
made straight for the ‘‘ Automatic Switchback Railway,” and embarked ; 
and as we sped onward we knew that the second half of the secret was 
ours ! 

For the sensation of riding on the Switchback Railway is as the sen- 
sation of riding on a hysterical thunderbolt with an exaggerated hiccough : 
the thing combines the buck of the mustang with the speed of a Scotch 
express coming down from the Shap ridge, and results in an earthquaky 
curliness under the diaphragm; and we knew that it was the rigid 
observance of American drinks, followed by Switchback, that had given 
the Americans their taste in riding. 

So we returned to the bar and mingled a Bengal Oyster and a Corker 
with a Sam Ward, a Coaxer, and a Fixer; then we took another 
Switchback ; then we called for a Settler, a Black Stripe, a Locomotive, 
a Loo-Loo, a Yard of Flannel, and a Corpse Reviver; then another 
turn on the Switchback. 

We felt we were reaching the desired goal ; we had already sna'ched 
up a tomahawk and cloven three cowboys to the chine. We knew that 
to persevere was to win; so back we flew to the bar, and consumed a 
Stone Fence, a Maiden’s Blush, a Leave it to Me, a Thunder, a Fisher- 
man’s Prayer, a Flash of Lightning, a Square Meal, and a Tickler. 
Striding to the stables, we requested an ostler to place a few fireworks 
under the saddle of ‘' Suicide,” and girth him up; then we mounted, 
and had the most enjoyable ride imaginable, 

A Jackson's Fancy, some White Tiger’s Milk, a Parson's Delight, a 
Sudden Death, a Maniac’s Gasp, a Vampire's Bride, a Snowdrop, a 
Down East Eye-Fiattener, and an Eclipse Scorcher, finished the busi- 
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ness. Mad buffaloes? Pooh! We have ordered an eruption of Etna 
to be saddled for our special use. 
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WANTED TO KNOW.—If the Cow-boy chief who is Buffalo Bill-eted 
at Wild West Brompton wears a Wild West-coat ? 





| an unusually rocky, ripe Stilton-cheesy piece of painting. Poor Pan is 
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A SLIP OF THE TONGUE. 
Miss Scragg'es.—‘* There’s hardly anything original on the Stage 
now, Mr. Kandide. I’ve seen something like this years ago.”’ 
Mr. K.—“* Just so. It seemsto me that Playwrights go rooting 
out old pieces that haven’t been played for fifty years or so, and re- 
dress ‘em up, and ‘ 





[Zt occurs to him that he's putting his foot in tt, 








THE GROSVENOR GALLERY. 
[SEconD Notice. ] 
‘*‘ Tue Garden of Pan,” from the easel of E. Burne-Jones, A.R.A., is 


perched on a very rough, cold stone, and the unfortunate piper’s eyes 
are bolting out of his head through pain ; but still he manfully struggles 
to discourse Punch and Judy music from his Pandean pipes. ‘* The 
Baleful Head,” by the same eccentric artist, is anything but a healthy 





| drawn atrocity, which he is pleased to call ‘‘Amarillis.” Why a 


} 
inviting, has most unexpectedly popped his head through a first-floor 


| annoyed at the intrusion. Yet at the same time he méditates making 
| for the saintly burglar, and chancing which will get the best of it ina 


and to Alfred W. Hunt for ‘A Rose-red Village in the Twilight 


production. Perseus and Andromeda, who are evidently both afflicted 
with alarmingly congested livers, are gazing ina sickly way into an 
ornamental water-tank wherein the Baleful Head of Medusa is mirrored. 
It is quite refreshing to turn from such morbidly-conceived monstrosities 
to the bright, strong, fresh work by Hamilton Macallum, entitled 
**Crossing the Bar. Hamilton does not depict a “chucker out” 
bounding over a public-house counter, as the title somewhat suggests ; 
he gives a seascape, that seems to fill our lungs with ozone as we 
stand before it. 

Philip H. Calderon, R.A., exhibits a remarkably pretty young lady, 
who has divested herself of her raiment and contemplates having a 
plunge into a rather unsavoury-looking pool, that in all probability con- 
tains a vast number of leeches. Daring as the damsel is, she looks a 
wee bit doubtful as she dabs her dainty toes in the water. 

W. Holman Hunt has done nothing worse for years than his ill- 


damsel with goggle-eyes, hair resembling hanks of rusty wire, and 
fingers like uncooked pork sausages should be exhibited as ‘‘ Amarillis,” 
is a mystery that only W. Holman Hunt and his friends can solve. We 
thoroughly congratulate the Hon. John Collier on his excellent 
** Portrait of J. L. Toole, Esq.” The genial, kindly player’s most 
amiable expression has been cleverly caught by Collier, C. W. 
Mitchell contributes ‘‘ Through Death unto Life.” There is a deal of 
dry humour in this picture. A saint, whose appearance is hardly 


window, and a naughty old tenant of the said first-floor is alarmed and 
rough-and-tumble fight. We are indebted to J. Forbes Robertson for 
“*A Highland Hebe,” who is a decidedly toothsome Scotch bunny ; 


Time.” The only defect we detect in Hunt’s picture is a tendency to 
foxy colour in parts. 





- 





Ovcr Consul at New Orleans warns British farmers, who contemplate 
leaving the Old Country, and seeking greener pastures, against the fairy 
tales that are circulated anent the wealth and fertility of the Southern 
States of America. Men can accumulate more lead than gold out there. 
The lead comes in the form of bullets. 
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A Change for the Better. 











We looked forward, O Spring, to your i 
ee a 
e got y for frisking and hummi 
Expecting the skies to be blue. 
And we looked for the Sun to be shining— 
But Winter still o’er us held thrall, 
And we found, to our bitter repining, 
That you weren't like the Spring-time at all. 


Through March and through April, yea also 
For a fairly sized fragment of May, 
Your gloom did our spirits appal so, 
That we hadn’t a chance to be gay. 
East winds, leaden skies, fog and freezing, 
Made our chances of cheerfulness small ; 
In fact, you were wholly displeasing, 
And not like the Spring-time at all. 


But now, in the midst of the May-time, 
Repentance you suddenly show, 
To give us some chance of a gay time, 
Before from our presence you go. 
By the Sun is the sombreness riven— 
And the fog fiend has fled with his pall— 
So, consider yourself as forgiven. 
For you’re something like Spring, after all. 











THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
[THrrRD Notice. ] 


GALLERY No. 4.—Frederick Goodall, R.A., exhibits 
‘* Misery and Mercy.” Herein we see a fairly good piece 
of tea-board painting, which covers an enormous amount 
of wall-space. Frederick might show a little more mercy 
to young artists by reducing the size of the gigantic pot- 
boilers he sends to Burlington House. Luke Fildes, R.A., 
portrays with force and clearness, ‘‘Mrs. W. L. Agnew.” 
This unusually attractive lady is gracefully seated on a bank; 
of course we mean a bank whereon the wild thyme grows, 
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and not a limited liability establishment that might quake, 

and ‘‘bust” at any moment. A. Moore gives us ‘‘ Mid- | 
summer.” We opine this picture was painted with a brush | 
steeped in a steaming curry, after the painter had suffered | 
from a Midsummer-night’s nightmare. 
GALLERY No. 5.—Herman G. Herkomer shows ‘‘ Hubert 

Herkomer, A.R.A.” Hubert is attired in the acedemic | 
costume of an Oxford professor, and apparently is defying | rew 
the mob during a “‘town and gown” riot. Visitors to 


Captain Jack Finks (to his pet cousin).—“* AW, AWFULLY GLAD TO HAVE 
MET you, Netrigz. I’M JusT OFF TO THE ‘ YANK&RIES,’ YOU MIGHT 
TAKE A JAUNT OVER THERE WITH ME!” 

Pet Cousin.—‘‘Ou, Yes! TLL GO WITH PLEASURE, JACK—ER—THAT 
IS IF YOU'LL BUY ME SOME REAL INDIAN SCALPS. I SHOULD SO LIKE A 
DOZEN. FAcT Is, I WANT TO GET A THOROUGHLY UNIQUE 


ANOTHER SWEET LITTLE SOUL! 











the exhibition are kindly requested to observe the golden | 
knuckle-duster the professor wears on his left hand. 

E. Crofts, A., invites attention to a theatrical representation of that 
well-worn subject, ‘‘ Napoleon leaving Moscow.” This canvas is 
extremely suggestive of the sensational productions that do excellent 
duty at country fairs, and brings 
such as—‘* Walk hup,'my little dears! Walk hup? Plank yer pennies 
down, and don’t breathe hon the glarses! Tords the left centier 


drop of ‘short’ fur thirty-nine hours! Marchin in colliums you will 
notiss the French hinfantry castin’ hungry heyes on the hosses as the 


hinfantry, the hinfantry don’t care a darn for the stafft-hofficiers! 


contributes ‘* Corin and Touchstone,” from ‘‘ As You Like It.” As we 
like it our readers ought to pause before this dexterously - handled 
work, By-the-way, several baa, baa, Barnardy-sheep in the foreground 
wear wool suggestive of reckless ramps through thickets. 

GALLERY No. 6.—Andrew C. Gow, A., forwards ‘‘ The Garrison 
Marching Out with the Honours of War; Lille, A.p. 1708.” There is 
very little force in this picture, and the besieged wear the attenuated 
appearance of men who have been fed on the waste of dry scientific 
papers for some months. Laslett J. Pott gives ‘‘ News of a Victory.” 
Pott has potted the bull’s-eye this time. Robert W. Macbeth, A., is 
represented by ‘‘ Ambrosia.” A rubicund red-haired girl is trying her 
level best to get out of Robert’s canvas, ‘‘ Ginger for Pluck” might 


together. 
GALLERY No, 7.—J. C. Hook, R.A., comes up to the seratch in 





TRIMMING FOR THE FIRST JACKRT I INTEND TO WEAR NEXT WINTER.” 


| “*Tickling Trout,” but Hook’s manipulative power is becoming flabby- 
to our mind showman’s “patter,” | ; : : ontri s , 0 
_ though painfully tight, is lacking in spirit. P. R. Morris, R.A., bits 


hof the picter you will hobserve Bonneyparte on his celebrated white | 
charger, lookin ’aggard and worn, ’avin bin without a bit of ‘toke’ ora | 


hofficiers of the stafft isa ridin bon! Dissypline hav to a slight hextent | . ‘ ~ i 
been lost! And while the stafft-hofficiers don’t care a darn for the | Lucas, A., contributes ‘“‘ The Latest Scandal.” Lucas’s scandal is full 


Sech is ’uman natur doorin the ’orrors of war!” Frederick Barnard | 


| Leighton, P.R.A., exhibits ‘ The Profile of a Fair-haired Girl,” with a 





| Thames backwater after a champagne luncheon. 


have been a more appropriate title. Lionel J. Cowen invites our atten- | 
tion to ** The Interior of a Soup Kitchen.” The strength of thesavoury | 
decoction dispensed is possibly the cause of all the figures sticking | 


— = : = 


fishy. Not to put too fine a point on it, the sooner this much-esteemed 
old painter takes his hook and retires on his well-earned laurels, the 
better. E. Blair Leighton contributes ‘‘ Romola.” This conception, 


‘* The Last Brief Voyage.” May it be his last on this tack! We only 
say so for his reputation’s sake. 

GALLERY No. 8.—Edwin Long, R.A., shows “‘ His Eminence Car- 
dinal Manning” pulling a long face after a protracted fast. Alfred T. 
Porter sends an important work entitled ‘‘ Christening Sunday,” which 
is remarkable for its dauby, yet effective technical qualities. J. Seymour 


of talent, and reflects great credit on him. 

GALLERY No. 9.— William sdail shows ‘‘ The Bank,” a notable 
picture that ought to bring the artist a fair amount of hard cash. Her- 
bert Dalziel blossoms forth in “‘ Roses” which do not smell of paint. H. 
Stacey Marks, R.A., trots out ‘‘ The Old Tortoise,” a quaint picture, in 
which a beautiful moral, viz., kindness to reptiles, is taught us, Sir F. 


quote from Robert Browning, #.¢., ‘* Yellow and pale as ripened corn.” 
In this case the quote is particularly appropriate—the poor lass _— 
a deal of browning, in the sun ; and Edward T. Gregory, A., contributes 
‘* Marooned.” It is not a claret-coloured picture, as some people might 
suspect from the title, but is replete with prismatic tints. A pair of 
charming girls enjoying themselves more or less by the margin of a 
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The Last Shift. 
“So poor old Tribach’s gone to the workhouse, eh?" 








“Yes; and when I saw him last month he hadn't a shirt to his back!” 
‘* Ah !—be always was a shiftless fellow !” 
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Mors Jubilees! 


JUBILEE; OR, ’TIS FIFTY YEARS SINCE. 


A Phonography Jubilee is to be celebrated now, for, as a contemporary : 
that happened re ews ago is to have a fuss made about it, we shan’t have time for anything but fussing accordingly. Just look below. Here are a few samples of 
re-fy. 


other ‘hines to Ju 


says, “tis fifty years since” shorthand came into use. But if everything 
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"Tis fifty years since Slashemal! first “found ‘a six- 
(like all the good boys who make their for.une). 


If ey, 


he ape 
Hy) ay 


























hold the vision of his youthful days ! 





Tis fifty years since Tippitot implored Alicia 
to be his own. 


He saw her not again till yesterday. He knew that 
form, spite of Time’s wasting hand. Time bad healed 
his wound. He grieved not that she was not his. 


Bat she wouldn't. 











siren. 
we should say. 
hear of them soon, no doubt.) 


tan mug 7 
/ i | ; 
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‘Tis fifty years” since the birthday of this 


No—a little mistake 


Twenty-five, 


(Half.a-jubilee. We shall 


f 





'Tis fifty years since Sir Guzzler McSponge laid down a 
cellar-ful of '37 port. But, alas! there’s not a bottle left for 


its jabilee. 
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brought hup hon Toos day 
Sir Guizler 
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And ‘tis fifty years since Ananias Tweek tasted 
alcohol in any form. (What do you think 7) 








A Mountin’ Dhu-leep. 


chance.) 


IF Singh will sting then let us fling 


All care for him aside, 


Let love for Singh at once take wing, 


Yea, let him be defied. 


Concern for him let no one bring, 
Then soon, no doubt, quite small he'll Singh. 


NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


{A weekly paper opines that the Maharajah Dhu-leep Singh will sting usif he getsa | TWO CHARMS ° A HAND IN THE CLOUDS. 


| By ARTHUR T. PASK. 


“JACHK’S JOURNAL,” 
LATE “JACK AND JILL,” 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
PRICE ONE PENNY. 


OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Of all Chemists. 


SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


POINTEDPLNG 


Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch | 
Hor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample | 


Box, or send 


Pen Worx< 





7 stamps 
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C.BRANDAUER & 4s Cadbury's 


‘GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 


ne” Gocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 
HAM; or to their Wholesale 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ju HE PRINCE OF WALES’S.— 


We are growing almost satiated 
with Jubilee matters—and that, 
too, before the date for legiti- 
mate Jubilee arrives ; but if they 
were all as satisfactory as the 
new first piece (by Mr. Richard 
Henry) just put on here, we 
should have some cause for jubi- 
lation. By-the-way, that’s the 
title— Frebilation. 


Like here and there a thing 
in this sublunary sphere, the 
musical farce under notice (it is 
a musical farce) is not altogether 
faultless ——- much of its humour 
is the arbitrary humour of such 
things as winkles and the humbler 
industries (there is a loyal tripe- 
vendor therein), and, except that 
to the first song, the music will 
not electrify the community, I 
should say. By-the-way, I don’t 
Tue Prince or WatEs's.—Mr. Williams, Suppose even the first song will 
in Fubilation, “‘Hgaven sizssit!” do that, The piece is of the 
‘‘unpretending” order, how- 












































ever ; the dialogue is always bright, 
and, at times, genuinely funny ; 
the songs are smartly written, ap- 
propriate, and not overdone; and 
the acting is Al. 





THE complacently pat humour 
of Mr. Arthur Williams gains its 
meed of laughter every time he 
° his mouth; and Miss 
Flarriet Coveney plays with amaz- 
ing “‘go.” Mr. Le Hay merits 
praise for an easy, unexaggerated 


manner of playing an exaggerated lit 
part very funnily. The gentleman | 
who plays the baker-boy (they’ve iit 


one back to the dark ages and the 
fee system at this house, so I have 
no programme), has a sense of fun 
of a demure kind, I believe, but 
the part is not | enough to 
enable me to judge with certainty. 
Miss Birdie Irving, Miss T. Roma, 
and Mr. Griffen, are quite up to 
the requirements of three subor- 
dinate parts—as this comprises the 
entire cast, you can form your own 
conclusions as to whether the 





Tue Paince or Watres's. — Miss 
Birdie Irving, *‘ WHAT DOES LITTTE 
Birvik say?” 


author is well served. 





THE author’s appearance was 
demanded by the concourse at 
the conclusion of the piece, and 
after an interval a gentleman (it 
may have been Mr. Leslie, or it 
may have been Mr, Sedger, or it 
may even have been neither of 
those gentlemen — opinion was 
divided) came forward, and with- 
out preface or warning, made the 
following remarkable speech :— 
“*The authors are not in the 
house.” Whereupon a minority 
of one, with ual unceremony, 
replied, ‘‘ We don’t want ’em.” 
And ‘‘the incident terminated.” 
Dorothy is still going strong. The 
music is prettier than ever ! 


Tur Lyceum.—Revival number 
2 of the series which precedes the 
departure of Mr. Irving and Co. 
rovince-and-America-wards is now 
in process of being ‘‘ worked off.”’ 
The Merchant of Venice always 








WaLess. — Tue 
**sLavRY.” 


Tus Prince or 
ENTHUSIASTIC 





shows both Mr. Irving and his illustrious ‘‘ leading lady” at their best, 


and on this Monday night they were both in uncommonly good a 
played with close grip both of the characters’in their charge and of the 
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Tue Lyceum.—"Tuis is THe Jew THAT ‘ Ngstor’ DREW” 


audience. Mr, Irving’s Shylock is a complete absorbing study, of con- 
stant interest, while there never was such a Portia as Miss Terry’s for 
grace, tenderness, mischievous intelligence end charming personality. 


Tue beauty of the scenery, the movement and ‘‘ life” of the whole 
lay, as well as the richness and variety of the costumes go without say- 
ing at this house, but are none the less noticeable on that account. 
Thursday is the last night of this revival, which gives way, after the 
weekly intervening Faust, to Louis XZ, on Saturday. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The veteran actor, manager, dramatist, and I 
don’t know what all, besides genuine good fellow, Mr. Arnold Cave is 
to be the recipient, as shortly after Whitsuntide as may be, of a compli- 
mentary benefit. Messrs. Gatti have set the Adelphi at the disposal of 
the committee, which includes every er of importance in London 
(beginning with Mr. Ilenry Irving and ending with Miss ‘Grace 
Hawthorne) as well as numerous = 
good men (and women) and true 
well known to fame, but the pro- 
gramme has not yet been settled. 
—Mr. Wilson Barrett is home 
again—‘‘ welcome little stranger!” 
—On the afternoon of the 16th 
prox. a ‘new and original drama” 
called Dawn, by Messrs. George 
Thomas and Frank Oswald, will 
be produced at the Vaudeville. 
—On the same afternoon Mr. E. 
C. Stafford will give a matinde at 
the Prince of Wales’s, when Mr. 
W. Sapte, Jr.’s three-act psycho- | 
logical farce, Uncle’s Ghost, will | |!|/!)) 
be played for the first time.—A | 
benefit perfermance, a/so on the 
same afternoon, will be given 
at the Princess’s for Messrs. A. 
and E. Swanborough, to which, . 
“Success” is what / say.—June ©& 
11th is at present tke stated time i 
for reopening the Olympic with = SS 
The Golden Band.—Mrs. James 
Brown-Potter will commence an 
engagement at the Gaiety about 
the 20th of June in Malic. de Bressier—rather a depressing 
as I can make out. 





Tue Lyceum.—A WISE YOUNG DOCTOR, 
SCARLET-ROBED, WELL RED. 


lay as far 
ESTOR. 





Stare-ceotyped. 
[An evening paper has a long article about people staring ‘at the Queen.) 


Wy scribble thus, so unserene, 
About folks staring at the Queen? 
We always knew ‘twas not a rare case ; 
That evening paper, many think, 

In thus so largely shedding ink, 
Was simply getting up a Stare-case. 
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28th. This day Earl Russell died ; not great, 


29th. King Charles’s Restoration-day, 


30th, Whit-Monday—to the million dear ; 


A QOheerful Companion to the 
Oalendar., 


May—(SEcOND HALF). 


a7th, BirTHDAY of Dr. Jenner, who 
First taught the use of vaccination ; 
Tis pitiful, but fools—a few— 
Are shrieking for its abrogation. 
18th, This day Napoleon, call’d the Great, 
As Emperor first pos’d ; 
To what small ends he trusted Fate 
Was very soon disclos’d. 


igth. St. Dunstan’s Day; brave saint, whose 
courage shows 
How much of worth to Christian 
pluck belongs ; 
Satan to quell, he took him by the nose, 
And wrung it with a pair of red-hot 
tongs. 


20th, Great a sual Columbus died this 
ay; 
You mayn’t, like him, a continent 
discover ; 
But make an egg stand up on end you 
may 
If you’re of ingenuity a lover, 


21st. Maria Edgeworth this day died ; 
Her books, although not over frolic, 
Are far too bright to be decried 
Her *‘ Irish bulls” is sot bucolic). 


22nd, This day, in eighteen-seventy-one, 
The Commune—its great *‘ lights” 
inspir’d it— 
Conceiv’d ‘‘ the best thing to be done” 
Was Paris to consume—so fir’d it. 


23rd. This day died Dr. Paley, churchman 
deep— 
Of that he’s left some ‘* Evidences ;” 
He could not, he once said, ‘‘ afford to 
keep 
A conscience,” swelling his expenses, 


24th. To-day’s the Queen’s, birthday; why, 
then 
Here’s, with a bumper of wine, a 
Toast to all true English men— 
** Victoria !— Vivat Regina!” 


25th. A light of science this day died— 
Sir Humphrey Davy, who invented 
A safety lamp which fools defied, 
And ever since have circumvented. 


26th. The Day of St. Augustine ; pray— 
That is, if you are pious, very— 
A visit to his death-place pay, 
In very pleasant Canterbury. 


27th. John Calvin died this day; a tyrant- 
priest, 
To whom the world owes nothing that 
is cheerful ; 
To make religion grim he tried, at least, 
And on opponents call’d down 
suff rings fearful. 


But earnest when reforms were 
needed ; 
A little man, but of much weight, 
A Whig who Whig-orously pleaded. 


For which the bells are ringing : 
But—need I hesitate to say 7?— 
Whose praise is not worth singing. 


Best of the year’sgreat days of outing— 
So long as fun’s preferr’d to beer, 

And gaiety to senseless shouting, 
31st. Burning of Joan of Arc this day, 

In fourteen-thirty-one ; 
A ee example of the way 
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ANOTHER NOBLEMAN GOING WRONG. 


Wealthy Bookmaker.—‘{GOING TO THE Hossgs, MY Lord?” 
Lord Plunger.—‘* HORSES BE DEMNED, JACOBS! I’M—ER—GOING TO THE Dawes!” 


THH GROSVENOR GALLERY. 


{CONCLUDING NOTICE, ] 


Epwarp H, Fauey sends ** A Sea Fog Blowing o’er Oulton Broad.” Sufferers from ague will 
halt before this moist-looking work. W. Holman Hunt exhibits ‘‘ Master Hilary, the Tracer,” 
and quotes, ‘' Be sure before painting to make a correct outline.—Old-tashioned Manual of Art.” 
Holman, however, has carefully neglected the good old-fashioned advice given by the manual. 
Master Hilary’s relatives ought to read up another small book, entitled, “‘ Hunt on the Skin,” 
and treat the youthful subject according to i¢s directions. The “* tracer’s ” cuticle requires lookin 
to, We deduct the pocr boy is suffering from rn perhaps induced by sucking his pencil 
perpetually. ‘*A Back Street in Venice,” by J. W. Waterhouse, A.R.A., is a little gem of the 
first water, wickedly set in a very bad place on the walls, Walter Crane exhibits ‘‘ The Chariots 
of the Hours.” Wild-eyed charioteers, each of whom is the tortures of de/irium tre- 
mens, are driving atrociously ill-formed horses in a careless way, calculated to produce an awful 
catastrophe. And Miss Blanche Jenkins contributes ‘‘ A Primrose Dame,” a sweet little ~ ges 
without the faintest tinge of Gocovence-Gallery- chip eoeeeeeeany about it. Long-haired poets 
and tangled-haired poetesses will shudder as they drift past this refreshing work. 








Latest from Tattersall’s. 
A TRUCE to misconceptions about the betting for the Derby. There is all the difference in 





things should not be done, 








the world between “‘ Two to one, bar one,” and ‘‘ Two to one, Bar-on,” 
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A BRITISH PECULIARITY. 
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And, oh! the work he gave himself in bringing her to book ! 


It was a certain Johnny Bull, than whom you never saw 
A party more intolerant of breaches of the law: He swore he couldn't pardon such a shocking case of theft— 
The money he would lavish, and the pains he wouldn't spare, For long-protracted periods she'd robbed him right and left. 
To track an evil doer were a thing to make you stare. Then, rigidly determined, and, assisted and advised 

By competent detectives very artfally disguised, 


He suddenly discovered he was swindled by his cook 


















































"-* ~~ 








To jurors, who conv'cted her, and sent her off to jail. 
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Then Johnny—if you'll credit it—began to weep and wail And said.'twas wrong that prison-doors wese so absurdly stout. ° 
And talk about the cruelty of putting her in jail ! Yet, bless you! up to present date youl bear bins ssevaly vow Hy 
And kicked against the prisoa-door, and shouted, " Let her out !" That British laws must be upheld! You'd better ask him “ How?” . 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpitTor or “ Fun.” 


S1Rr,—I have an unconquerable feeling that the eyes of Europe—to 
say nothing of America and the Colonies—are upon me at this moenene. 








A Dersy “ CRACK.’ 


So strong is the feeling, indeed, that nothing but my superhuman 
powers of self-command could prevent my exclaiming, with some heat, 
‘* What’re you staring at?” or observing, with sarcasm, that they will 
‘know me next time.” Under the inspiring influence of this sensa- 
tion, I am upon my mettle, and, with something like confidence, I pen 
the following 

TIP FOR THE JUBILEE Derpy, 


IT may rain, it may pour, it may freeze if it likes, 
Or the sun may shine out in his glee ; 
The course may be crossed by men, women, and tykes— 
But what does it matter to me? 
Though the thunder shuld roar, and though lightning should flash, 
Though people should scorch in the sun, 
Though horses run short of a bolus or mash, 
Still the Derby is sure to be run. 


So make your game, gentles, as spry as you may, 
There are pienty of counters to move ; 

And Enterprise takes the reward of the day, 
If the Baron no speedier prove ; 

To give Cayenne Pepper were startling enough, 
Though such were a favourite warm ; 

And Lovegold might take it, or Grandison, tough, — 
The la ter should be in *‘ good form.” 


Aintree may be cut with the cheerfullest face, 
And Blanchland aside may be laid, 


Wi! You THERE ! Let my 
O NIECE ALONE: 





== hues 
<A} JOURMAL 


An Aunt’'s SALLY. 


Merry Hampton you'll probably find in ‘a place” 
Though of Martley I’m martly afraid. 





Still, taking it this way and taking it that, 
And noting with noticing eyes— 
I'd go for the Baron at once, and that’s flat, 
I didn’t prefer Enterprise. 


_ I have not yet decided how I shall go down, but the probabilities are 
in favour of a coach-and-six with fellows and ‘‘ gals ”—lots of ‘* gals "— 
and lunch. Whether the “gals” will get the consent of their mas or 
aunts is a matter of some doubt, and it is just possible that some of the 
aunts may Sally forth at inopportune moments as depicted by the 
talented artist attached to this journal. I hope the lunch, however, will 
result in no ** Derby cracks,” such as he hints at in his first sketch. 
However that may be, after lunch I shall give myself entirely up 
to basking in the smiles of loveliness, with my head in the lap of one 
charming companion and my boots in that of another, I shall whisper 
softly into her shelly ear the following :— 


Tip FOR THE JUBILER OAKs, 


Let the day dawn as bright as it likes, sweetheart, 
And so forth, as per previous tip ; 

Far away from the haunts of Bill sykes, sweetheart, 
Of the nectar of hope we will sip. 


Our dreams may be golden and fair, sweetheart, 
Or we'll hope for a feminine rank ; 

If you make something out of the pair, sweetheart, 
The prophet, I hope, you will thank. 


The dream or the rank it will be, sweetheart — 
The dream, / consider, will pay ; 

But what will provide No 3, sweetheart, 
Is more than I’m ready to say. 


Then I shall fall gently to sleep—I shall probably snore ; and when 
I wake up, I shall be cross, and they will tease me. ‘* And so home, 
to bed.” Yours, &c, TROPHONIUS., 














A Genuine Grievance. 


I HAVE to complain of the weather again, 
It changes about in so fickle a way, 
That a poet like me is entirely at sea 
As to what he, in verse, ’bout the weather can say. 
I of late dared to greet the young Maytime, so sweet, 
Rejoicing that Spring had at last made a star, 
When, my fancy to clog, May turned on a thick fog, 
Bidding pleasure depart. 


’Tis always the way—if I scribble a lay 
Concerning the weather—I always am sold ; 
If I say ‘twill be hot, then straightway ‘tis not, 
But, on purpose to spite me, turns sucidenly cold ; 
If the sighs I veh old, and predict twill be cold 
Then tropical weather soon rages, pro fem. ; 
’Tis always amiss—such perverseness as this 
You can’t but condemn, 


This fickleness, lo, doth much childishness show, 

The Clerk of the weather ne’er kuows his own mind ; 
Such a clerk, you'll admit, should be ordered tu quit, 

Then a chance of success perhaps poets would find ; 
For, year after year, doth that Clerk our pitch queer, 

Whenever to write on the weather we try ; 
Determined he seems to upset all our schemes, 

So confound him, say I, 





New Leaves. 


Tue keen interest awakened by ‘‘ Thackeray’s Unpublished Letters” 
in Sc: tbner’s, will be sustained by this month's instalment. Evidences 
of great literary and artistic superiority are manifest throughout.—In 
Tne Manx Note Book there are many notable things peculiarly interest- 
ing.— !he number of Parodies opens with chuice imitation» of ** God 
Save the Queen,” but is principally filled with parovies of the songs in 
Gilbert & Sullivan’s operas, which are very choice —Lord Brabazon’s 
**To the West,” in Zhe Young Man, will be of interest to many pro- 
specting youths, and the contents generally wiil be all fur their — 

he inventors of varieties in dress provide the patrons of Le Fodlet with 
new and elegant fittings for the female form. The usual amount of 
admiration is excited by examining the pages of Zhe Leisure Hour, The 
Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's Own Paper, 











A BILLy Jew.—Why should the British public be expected to be at 
the expense of keeping the Queen’s Jew, Billy? Can't she afford to 
keep bim herself ? 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCE TOWER. 
Monpay, May 16th.—The peers and the peelers. Harrowby pleads 
—p’lice give Rotert, il gue f aime, the Franchise, and fill his be 
breast with pride. Privi- 
—_——— a lege accorded, and Lords 
a = Gat) 0 into Committee on Irish 












W777 nd Bill. In fact, legis- 
Y/" lative energies still con- 
centrated on — 
the Land Law to Pat, 
Pat to the law of the 
land, 

Commons.—Army Esti- 
mates— Military members 
contend that if Horse 
Artillery is reduced, the 
Service will lose its 
strongest arm, and be on 
Vy in v its last legs. Parnellites 
“pss ep f W.¥| pitch into Irish Secretary, 


Yi Mw, Wie : wg | and profess they don’t 
poy 7 C24,» _) understand his Under- 
,, aan’ “ad i - Le Secretary. 












Says Dillon to King-Harman, 


———— ‘ed wo a Ss 4 Your conduct’s most alarmin’ ; 
a ——— = Quoth Harman unto Dillon, 











. ’ . . . 
I'm no rack-renting villain. 
“Hetp BY THE Enumy,” ox The CHAnCeLLOR Tuesday. — Lords 
or THe Ducny hors de combat. rapidly going to the dogs, 


Mount-Temple, forwards little Bill 
The ee like babies ; 
But C , apprehensive siill, 
Moves for Committee as to rabies. 
Commons.—Crimes Bill.—Sir William Vernon Boycourt Harcott 
stubbornly opposes clause intended to clip the claws of boycotting ; 
Gladstone breaks a lance in the general tourney with Attorney-General. 
Glad Parnellites—having dropped Morley’s old song (but why? it was 
much more catching than the new one), sing in chorus— 
This we intend, 
Despite the Jimes, 
To mend or end 


Matthews the envied hero of the hour. Just received a deputation of 
pit lasses from Wigan; and though himself a Tory’un, has assured 
them that he will prevent the too good people from taking the honestly 
earned bread out of their mouths, Certainly the bonny stalwart pit 
lasses evoke more admiration than pit-y. 

Members drink, with full-brimming glasses, 
To the South Wales and Lancashire lasses ; 
And their hopes of the future to sweeten, 
Vow they shail not be pit-brow-beaten. 

Wednesday.—Lucky Lords—off till Friday 

Commons.—House can’t afford to lose what still remains to it of 
Manners; but ‘*‘ Lord John of Lancaster” Held the Enemy, and 
rendered by the t as Gaunt as the other L. J. of L. In fact, 
history repeats itself and Shakespeare -— 

St fixed is the (Chancellor) of Lancaster, 
Aad, a not to be removed. 


Thursday.—Mr, Rider Haggard quite right—‘“‘ Ex Africa semper 
aliguid novi.” Holland announces annexation of Zululand to Britain, 
Closure—Crimes. 

Friday.—Lucky Lords off to enjoy their Whitsuntide. 

Commons still bound by Crimes, with only their wits untied. 
Crimes—Closure. 











The Queen Dlectrified. 


Her Most Gracious Majesty, being a peaceable matron, has a rooted 
aversion to batteries, as a rule; but while passing through Oxford 
Street, on her route to the People’s Palace, she received a volley of 
applause from “‘The Medical Battery Company” that positively 
electrified her with delight. Victoria ina has felt better ever since 
receiving this powerful yet pleasant , and deducts that she will 
soon get fairly into harness in consequence. 








A THOMAS cat recently had a stately funeral on Staten Island, U.S., 
a big whisky wake having been held over his body the night before the 
obsequies took place. Tommy’s claims to this distinction were great, for 
he was eighteen years of age when he departed this life, and had 
wwitpessed many executions. It is known that he watched with much 
the last moments of at least fifteen murderers. Aeguiescat in 









' man is of little account. 





































































ENIOKNAOKS, 


A nice old monthly nurse, who was fined five shillings for “‘ fruiti- 
ness ” the other day, threw down one shilling, stating that that was all 
she intended to pay. She then 
proceeded to meander out of 
court. On being stopped, the 
old lady bounded on to a table 
in front of the magistrate, and 
seizing a walking-stick, made 
vigorous cuts and thrusts all 
round, The dispenser of jus- 
tice turned pale, and retired 
from the bench with amazing 
celerity, whereat the venerable 
a surprise, and 
exclaimed, ‘* Why, I wouldn’t 
do ’im no’urt; bless me, I 
dandlet ’im in my harms when 
he was as hinnercent as a 
suckin’ dove.” 


Herr Most, the Anarchist, 
has been relating some of his 
experiences of prison life to 
his admirers. During one of 
his latest harangues he said, 
** Dey pud glothes on me lik 
a skearcrow. Dey trofe me to vork. Dey shafed me vunce a veek mit 
a plunt raser. Dey put me in a monkey’s cage, and feedt me mit piy 
shvill, und they efen gompel me to vash ven I not vantto. Vy did: 
they do this ven I haf gommit no grime? Boot my revengets vill gome. 
I blow ze noze of zociety zum day or odther,” 





THE Municipality of Stockton, Kansas, is entirely composed of 
women. Even a London alderman would be amazed at the quantity of 
turtle the little turtle-doves manage to consume at their banquets. 


A vir” party, who was obliging enough to show a magistrate how 
the ‘* purse-trick” is performed, was complimented on his dexterity by 
the beak, and sentenced to six months’ hard labour as a rogue and a 
vagabond. Serve him right! The good-natured “ fly” party who will 
eng in showing outsiders the tricks of his trade always comes a 

eavy cropper—and deservedly so. 





A MEXICAN wedding feast held lately terminated in a free fight, 
during which the bridegroom and six guests departed rapidly from our 
> The bride’s false teeth must be held responsible for the little 
shindy. 


THe Government of Chili now employ women as scavengers, and it 
is said that the streets of the cities and towns are always as clean in the 
morning as a dairy floor. When a daughter of Eve once starts cleaning 
up, she generally means business. Let a tidy little housemaid have ten 
minutes’ ramp round in your sanctum, and if you can find any—well, we'll 


dry up! 


A DOLL manufactory near Luneville, which was conducted by Germans, 
has been suppressed by the French Government ; whereat the Teutons 
have waxed ‘‘ waxy.” Odds, scissors and sawdust, this is a fact! 
Depend upon it, a big war is impending. 








THE president of a pie-baking company in New York, who owns 
stocks and real estate representing 5.000,000 dollars, makes it a rule 
never to spend more than ten doilars a week on board, lodging. and 
washing. His relatives, who look anxiously and piously forward to the 
— decease, are rejoiced to know that he is thoroughly case- 

ardened, and is never likely to suffer much when exposed to the most 
baking heat below. 


““ WHERE have you been residing lately?” said a barrister to a 
candid witness last week, ‘‘In the country, sir, for the benefit of my 
health,” replied the ingenuous one. ‘‘ Perhaps you would not mind 
giving the address of your lodgings?” suggested the lawyer. ‘‘ Cer- 
tainly, sir; I will do so with pleasure, ye give me your word of 
honour not to ask any rude questions as to the management of the ex- 
ceedingly comfortable provincial prison I patronized.’ 


A BOY rejoicing in the suggestive name of M’Cracken threw a stone 
at an aged watchman recently. The missile struck the caretaker on 
one of eyes, and destroyed the optic. A magistrate admonished 
Master M’Cracken for his conduct, and fined him 15s. This magistrate 
evidently thinks that justice being blind, the loss of an eye to a waich- 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 





I.—AN AMBITION AT WEST KENSINGTON. 


Jones, Can’t make out what’s come tuo that Robinson! He’s been 
so offensively uppish lately there’s no bearing him ; and yesterday, when 
I met him, he lifted his 
nose high in the air, 
snorted three loud snorts 
of insufferable conceit, and 
cut me dead! Can’t make 
out—— 

BROWN. By Jingo! you 
raise the most disquieting 
apprehensions in my 
bosom. If there’s one fel- 
low in the world that I 
should hate to be beaten 
by in social position, and 
brilliancy of acquaintance- 
ships, that fellow is Robin- 
son. 

J. Precisely. If I fan- 
cied he knew anybody 
sweller than 7 do—— 

B. Or got tickets for re- 
ceptions / couldn’t go to— 








J. Or cut more of a dash than / can 


B. I'd cut my—— 

J. And take a dose of 

B. And hang myself with my braces! Well, that’s just what I fear. 
Suppose the creature has succeeded in getting that lord I’ve been trying 
to get at so long to come to dinner ! 

J. Orhas gone and bought that magnificent drawing-room suite I 
can’t afford! Brown! I’ve made up my mind to solve this mystery, 
and cut short this intolerable suspense. I wz//. I will sneak round his 
house, and peep into the back window, and find out the fearful truth at 
once, if it crushes me. 

B. Yes—yes. It’s the braver course. I will hold your boots. Break 
the news to me gently when you return, if he Aas beaten us. 

* * ° * 7 . 

J. Brown, I have seen the worst. It is even more crushing than our 
wildest imagination can paint. I sneaked right up to the window, and 
peeped in; and, O Brown, that Kobinson has, indeed, distanced us. 
He will be the leader of West Kensington society. He has a dinner- 
party or, Brown ; and whom do you think he has succeeded in getting 
toattend? Eh? ‘*Lord Swollertale?” Pooh! Brown, he has got 
a Cownoy. There he sits, at Kobinson’s right hand, with his mocassins 
on the edge of the salad-bowl, eating truffled guinea-pig with his bowie- 
knife. All the other guests are in raptures. O Brown, Brown, he has 
cut us out! IHlenceforth we are nobodies in West Kensington. 


—— 


II.—VALUABLE EVIDENCE, 


( The following conversation has been prepared specially in the interest: 
of Socialist demagogues, and will be found most useful as a proundwork 
on which to build a refutation of the theory that the People’s Palace can, 
by any possibility, benefit the masses, or was ever intended todoso. In 
Jact, this conversation distinctly proves that the whole undertaking is a 
covert blow aimed by the moneyed classes against the welfare of the people.) 








Our INQuirRER. Now, here’s a grocer, He’s not exactly a repre- 
sentative of the masses, but 
all opinions are valuable. 
Pray, Mr. Moker, what is 
your opinion of the new 
People's Palace? 

THe Grocer. Well, 
my ’umble opinion is as it 
won't do much good, 
Anyhow, I put up an in- 
scniption, when the Queen 
came by, with the words, 
‘Bless the (Queen, and 
Try Moker’s Cofice ;” and, 
if you'll believe it, I ‘aven’t 
sold a ounce more than 
usual since, and it’s a week 
ago; so / don’t see what 
they want the Palace for. 

or In. Thank you; I 
will make a note of your 
objection. Ha!—here is 
a pickpocket. 

MR. SNEEKTICKER. Eh? Wot do I think ov the People’s Pallis 











Well, I dunno as I kin mble at my luck on the hopenin’ day; but 
wot I ses is, I don’t see ‘ow it’s a-goin’ to benefite me onless they ’as a 
hopenin’ day pritty orfen. On the ’ole, I dunno as it'll do enny more 
good than the or’nery Lord Mayor’s Show does; I in generally does 
pritty well there. 

Our IN. Now, here is a matron of the poorer classes. No doubt she 
will appreciate any benefits that may accrue from the undertaking. _ 

Mrs. UppacorT. Don’t tork to me about the blessed People’s Pallis ! 
I went to ’ave a squint at em a-goin’ to hopen the place, an’ took the 
baby ; an’ blest if it didn’t git its nose squeezed quite flat in the crowd 
as ain’t never come right since, let alone eightinpence for all manner o’ 
doctorin’, an’ me a-losin’ three days’ chairin’ to look arter it; so I ses 
‘ang the Pallis, as they’ll never make me believe is enny use to enny- 
body ; so now I’ve told yer straight. 

Our In. Ah !—just so. Here comes a habitual drunkard. 

HABITUAL DRUNKARD. Peep’s Pallis? Itsh a swin’le, ¢hass wor- 
ritizz. They said—intended—benefirrer people. Where’s benefit people ? 
They wouldn’t let me ’ave quartin gin there f’nothin’ t’other day, so 
they wouldn’t. Wass use Peel’s Pallis fyer carn giddrunk there f’nothin’? 
Garnout !—saulafraud ! 

Our In. Thank you—a most valuable piece of evidence. Ah!—I 
beg pardon, Mr. Publican, but touching the People’s Palace 

Mr. UNDAPROOF. Don’t you speak to me about the People’s Palace! 
It’s the curse of the neighbourhood, I tell yer, It'll be the ruin of the 
workin’ class—you mark my word if it isn’t. Why, there’s Jim Thirty- 
bobb, and Joe Tenbrats, as used to spend their evenin’s at the ‘* Penny 
Buster’s Arms”—that’s my ’ouse—reg’ler, week’s end to week’s end ; 
and blest if I’ve seen a blessed ’air o’ their ’eads since that there Palace 
was opened a week ago! TZha?’sa pretty sort o’ benefit to the East- 
end, aint it? 

(So, as the Socialist will be pleased to perceive, the popular judgment 
unhesitatinely condemns, and the popular feeling indignantly revolts at, 
an undertaking which, under the guise of benevolence but the Socialist 
well finish the par better than we could.) 














A Trill for the Twenty-Fourth. 


N.B. O Victoria, Queen of this nation, 
And several places besides, 
To-day is your birthday, and much jubilation 
Among all your subjects abides ; 
So your trusty and well-beloved “us wakes his muse up, 
To write you a nice little lay, 
And he’ll loyally wish you, while taking his cues up, 
‘‘ Many Happy Returns of the Day.” 


You have reigned fifty years, and you taught us to love you 
Almost ere you started to reign, 

No sov’reign in all the wide world is above you, 
Then to visit us oftener deign ; 

From the gaze of your subjects why thus remain hidden ? 
When we see you we all shout, ** Hooray!” 

Regarding your visits to say we feel bidden, 
‘*Many Happy Returns of the Day.” 


You have reared a large family, like a true mother, 
Your womanly heart Fu reveres, 

Well we know that our Sovereign can feel for another, 
Who's driven to shed sorrow’s tears ; 

For a solid half century you have o’er Britain 
And all her possessions held sway, 

So with joy we repeat what above we have written, 
‘* Many Happy Keturns of the Day.” 


The Jubilee craze, with its Jubilee-ation, 
Is carried by some to excess, 

So much so, that many their utter vexation 
In somewhat strong language express ; 

But it isn’t your fault that mad schemes are propounded 
By thirsters for ad’s or for pay, 

So with blessings and joys may you e’er be surrounded ; 
‘‘Many Happy Returns of the Day.” 








Most Unfortunate. 

PooR Mr. Smith seems to have put his foot in it again. Just because 
the Leader of the House of Commons has proposed that it should begin 
its Whitsuntide holidays after a morning sitting on Tuesday, the 24th 
inst., certain irreconcilables are annoyed that he did not name Thursday, 
the 26th, instead, so that they might enjoy the gratification of opposing 
the customary motion that the House should adjourn over Wednesday, 
the Derby Day. However, they need not despair. Let them go down 
to Epsom, and there deliver the speeches they have been so carefully 
preparing for the reform of the House: there will certainly be more than 
enough of their fellow-members in the Grand Stand to form a quorum. 
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STUDIES AT THE PAINTERS’ MASQUE (MAY 16th, 1887). 


DEDICATED TO H.R.H. THE PRINCE OF WALES AND THE PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN WATER-COLOURS. 
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Fcw bas thought them worthy of being placed on 


DERBY DAY.—SOME SINGULAR REVELATIONS. 
Tue adventures of a young man of the abnormal name of Jones, on the Derby Day, being of so unusual a character compared with those generally chronicled, 
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To begin with, the course of true love was act 
imperil'ed by bis going. He hac no quarrel with 
his beloved on the subjecs. 


He did ot write to the office, alleging iilr ess as the 
cause of his absence, but simply chartered a hansom 
and went. 


Eccountering ‘‘the Guv nor’ at Epsom, he was vf 
at all confusec, but accepted the proffered drink like a 
bird. 





SAAD S A 























He did not get swindled out cf al! his cash, so as 
to be unable to return to town. 


Nor was be run in (in mistake or other- 
wise) by the police. In fact, Ar was most 
obliging. 


Above all, his rich aunt, from whom he had expectations, 
did met cut him off with a shilling for going. On the con- 
trary, she presented him with a couple of ‘‘ ponies.” 








John Bull’s Nightmare. 
(Sez CARTOON.) | 


IN matters of racing those people who bet, 
From the best to the worst, 
Love “ straight tips,” for which they all man- | 
age to get 

A curious thirst ; 
And even non-gamblers feel eager to spot 
Which courser is like to prove last of the lot, | 
And which will be first. 


And just as the Derby induces a host 
Of spectators to trace | 


The prospects of animals bound for the post 
And running apace ; 

So we, in the midst of the flutter and din, 

All wonder which entry is going to win 
The Jubilee Race, 


One cries up his fancy, the next cries it down 
With unfeign’d disrespect, 

And many cross-purposes puzzle the town 
Which wants to select 

A favourite ; till it at length has grown hard 

To learn where we are, or to find out which 

card 

Is truly correct. 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling. 


TWO CHARMS: A Hand in the Clouds. 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 


'“JACK’S JOURNAL,” 
(LATE “F¥ACK AND FILL”) 
AnDlustrated Weekly Miscellany for Every body. 
PRICE ONE PENNY. 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. it requires a centre of interest, requires also perspective—they bore after 
awhile. It is aggravating, when you expect to see a f/ay, to be treated 


THe Opera Comique.—There is a standing jocularity, which has | +, 4 Maccabe-like entertainment, with moods in place of ‘‘ characters,” 
for point the suggestion of a performance of Ham/et, with the part of 








Mrs. Begere’s performance is undoubtedly clever, extremely clever, 









cS — Yi) i a and as an intellectual effort it gives a great deal of intellectual pleasure 
‘Ns raat 2am bh OF OLED that she does so much with such a character ; playing as it were in the 
| , L teeth of her audience and yet commanding their admiration is evidence 









savin of no mean power. I am not, however, able to get my admiration up 


to the enthusiastic point some of my confréres have soared to, and as I 
am the least among critics and therefore least likely to do hurt, I am 
the more bold in expressing my opinion. Mrs. Beere plays with con- 
summate cleverness, she builds up her effects with unswerving skill and 
sense of proportion, and plays her cards with the deftness of a practised 
gamester, but—except at rare moments—the cleverness is too apparent ; 
we Say to ourselves ‘‘ how well that is being done” rather than interest 
ourselves in what is doing—in fact we see too much of the ‘‘ works” of 


the machine, 

















WITH wisdom Mrs. Beere has not allowed the name of the poison | 
with which Lena Despard finally disposes of herself to transpire, so that | 
her method of death escapes the possible criticism of carping toxicolo- | 
gists, I have seen it suggested that it is either strychnine or arsenic. 
Mrs. Beere, like the operatic hero, is “fa precious long time dying,” | 
and goes through some extraordinary gymnastic performances before she 
consents to ‘‘ dissolute ” (the wonder is that she does not emulate the 
‘* catherine-wheel”’ of Misses Kate James, Fannie Leslie, Xc.), so I 
think the first-named poison—the first effect of which is to stretch the 


Se ee rere 





THe Grove.—“ THe Private SECRETARY.” 





the Prince of Denmark omitted. The absurdity of the proposition 
seems to have driven the lesson well home to the consciousness of the 
modern actor—and actress, and in consequence (shall I say) we see, 
ever and anon, some actor—or actress—“‘ going into management,” and 
(in a metaphorical sense) producing a version of Ham/et, from which a// 
the parts, excep/ that of the Prince, have been eliminated with thoughtful 
care and loving reverence, 





ee 


Mrs. B&eRNAKD-BEERE is the latest exponent of this lesson over- 
learnt. As ina Looking-Glass is a one-part novel, it may be argued, 
and could by consequence be nothing but a one-part piece. But why 
As in a Lookine-Glass at all? If an insidious demon whispers that 
Mrs, Beere—or Mr, Groves—has not forgotten the success of her imitation 
of the great Sara in /¢dora, shall I dismiss that demon with the scornful 
contumely of unbelief? Well, no—I shall not. }And even if the whisper 
be true, there is small harm in it, perhaps: it is but a question (as 
concerning financial results) whether the majority of playgoers desire an 
interesting play, or an interesting piece of acting in a bad play, as their 
evening's amusement, or—to narrow it—whether there is a sufficient 
number of persons with the latter preference to ‘‘ keep the pot a-boiling.” 


~~ 
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ARTISTICALLY there can be no two opinions about it—and the best J On 

of it is, ‘fart is just what these one-part performers pride themselves Tue Grovg.—“ Arter MANY Days. 

upon! They call them ‘‘ studies,” I believe, and scorn proportion. 

Well, Japan has had its turn of fashion, and India, so why not Egypt— | subject to full length with the unbending rigidity of a board—is scarcely M 

implicated. Arsenic it may be, for there is a case on record of an elderly 

yy We lady taking a couple of years to die of that particular poison, The If 
‘. wy aN symptoms suggest oxalic acid as much as anything—perhaps the easiest 
we poison to purchase, for reasons I don’t think it necessary to mention. Ve 






I venture to think, however, that neither authors nor actress have 
specified any particular drug to themselves. A more profitable specu- 
lation is, would such a knowing party as Lena Despard indulge in such B ; 
a painful method of “‘shuffling off the mortal coil,” when the gentle . 
prussic and other rapid poisons are to be had for the asking ? 

















1 és Mrs. BRERE so overtops everything in considering this piece, that I | -™ 
B had almost forgotten other things. I think Mr, Groves has done his | , 
a | work with exceptional cleverness, hn 

: ‘‘ As the novel, so the play is, ev'ry point is noted down, | 

4 And the grossness in its nature, may, most likely, please the town, 1 
i} (please take ‘‘grossness” in a mild sense), and the acting is very good, | As 
e too, taking it all round. M. Marius has a chance which he makes the | y 
4 most of; he is very popular as the one light spot in a rather gloomy Yet 

aa | / Ys waste ; and Messrs. Standing aud Balfour come well up as the coarse 
me Mis villain and beardless lover respectively. Miss Eva Sothern might be \ 

XS TR; ” — i ' od stronger, but she’s nice to look at ; and Messrs. A. Denison and Compton 
ad - Coutts—the latter particularly—act small parts with character. Wh 

Orgra Comioug.—“ As in a Looxinc-GLass.” igen ; 

Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Clifford Cooper's farewell benefit, of which T 
ancient Egypt—where all the artists made their ‘‘ good ” people colossal | Mr. E. Ledger is the hon. treasurer, and Mr. Harrington Baily the hon. Anc 
and their *‘ wicked” ones puny? Only in the /ookimg-Glass instance | sec., will take place at the Princess’s Theatre on the 23rd inst. Among 
it is the wicked character that is drawn “‘ very fine and large’—thus we | the numerous friends who will ‘‘assist” are Messrs. Henry Irving, C. | Ir 
progress. The long and the short of it is that these ‘* studies” do well, | Warner, Willard, Fernandez, Brookfield, Herman Vezin, Mr. and Mrs. We 
and better than well, enough in novels, but in plays—for the simple | Kendal, and Miss Ada Ward, The luck I wish him is thus et 

NESTOR. T) 


reason that aplay partakes largely of the pictorial character, and while 
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Second Masher.—**OuH, THAT BIG ONE! 
First Masher.—** YA-AS, AS HALF-BACK.” 


MAKING GAMES. 


First Masher.—** WHO's THAT TALL GIRL OVER THERE WITH THE VERY LOW Dress?” 
I DON’T KNOW—LOOKS AS IF SHE COULD PLAY FOOTIALL, Eli?” 








A “Billee-Jew” for the Editor. 
A REMONSTRANCE, 


Mr. EpiTor,—Sir, shall I rumple your “‘ fur” 
By stroking your back the wrong way, 

If I venture to hint that you never in print 
Should mention a near-coming day? 

You guess, I’ve no doubt, what this note is 

about, 

Although I make use of no name ; 

But it’s costing us ‘‘ tin,” and we think it a sin 
Not to speak of it’s being a shame! 


There are thousands of pounds being flung to 
the—hounds, 
To make ‘‘a good time”’ for the ‘‘ swells ; ” 
And a part has to come from the pockets of 
some 
Who think it most foolish of ‘‘ sells !” 
A saint rained, we know, forty days at a ‘‘ go,” 
And bother it gives us each year ; 
Yet if Queen, or if King, does this same sort of 
thing, 
We’re asked to ‘stump up ” for it dear, 


When a person has done fifty years, like this 
one, 
They humbly should thanks give where due ; 
And not put their hands, over all their broad 
lands, 
In the purses of persons who do. 
We all, there’s no doubt, feel most thankful 
about 
The length of a certain great life, 











Which has shown us so well that a feminine 
** swell” 
Can make a good mother and wife ! 


She has saved up a lot—no one says she has 
not— 
And surely should pay for herself ; 
And to take, not connive what would keep well 
alive 
The poor who are wanting for pelf. 
If she gave of her wealth what would keep them 
in health, 
And helped them to fire and food, 
’'Twere better, we know, than to spend upon 
show 
What won’t do an atom of good, 


But if spent in that way, once again we will say | 


Let her do it herself from her purse, 

Nor come upon folks who are driven, like 

‘© mokes,” 

To give—and to call it a curse. 

So why pay again for a fifty years’ reign, 
Which cost fifty millions of pounds— 

Ev'ry one from a tax that is heavy on backs 
Where burden already abounds ? 


’Tis all done for show, and for titles that go 
To people who pay for these things ;_ 

And who feel that to paya great person this way, 
A grandeur in recompense brings. 

But we humble folk feel it more than a joke, 
And will not give even a ‘‘ brown,” 

Nor to willingly add—what is really too bad— 
A sovereign tax to a crown ! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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The Tory Bank Holiday. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


To cure the pains of weariness 

The House has taken a recess— 

Or rather, as plain folk would say, 
Has got a little holiday ; 

And those who’ve sat up very late 
Engaged in troublesome debate, 

And voted nigh unnumber’d times 
On details as to Irish crimes, 

Now seek the rest so long denied 

By revelling at Whitsuntide. 

But howsoever they prepare 

To free their minds from irksome care, 
From memory of Ireland’s woes 

And Ireland's grievances and blows 
They find they cannot quite escape ; 
And still, in some or other shape, 
Repeated ‘‘ goes of Irish” tell 

A tale which sounds not passing well. 
Strange that an isle whose name, I ween, 
We all associate with ‘‘ green,” 
Should e’er be thus allied, alack ! 
With stains of red and eyes of black, 
And call for intervention too 

From certain stalwart men in blue ! 


A HEDGE-SPARROW has hatched a brood of 
young birds in a country letter-box, The only 
nestling that died was one who was injudiciously 
fed on a libellous post-card by the anxious 
mother. The tiny chirpers fed on post-office 
orders give forth beautiful notes, 
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THE HEARTH-RUG M.P. 
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Talking about colliery girls, there was a most worthy and philanthropic M.P. who sat with his toes on his fender, and wove grievances for his and other people’ 
With the best intentions, he would choose the name of a locality from the map, and imagine about it until his heart bled for the hardships of the inhabi- 


constituents. 
tants, and he paced the room in righteous indignation. 


But when our M.P. had passed all the Bills he could think of to make things more comfortable for them, the inhabitants of that spot ha 


; 


skeletons. And the first time that M.}. paid a visit to the district, the inhabitants took the opportunity to strangle him, aud inter hin 


petitioned for disfranchisement, and gradually recovered its 5 rosperity 
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THE TORY BANK HOLIDAY. 


“IT IS THE INTENTION OF THE GOVERNMENT TO HOLD ALL-NIGHT SITTINGS IF 

















NECESSARY.” —A/forning Pater. 
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AS TO BRIOKBATS. 


BEING anxious to interview the Irish Patriot, and make ourselves 
really acquainted with his true sentiments (for one hears such garbled 
accounts of per- 
sons, and even 
the truest nobil- 
ity of character 
suffers from 
hearsay evi- 
dence) before 
his departure on 
that errand of 
his, we deter- 
mined to look 
him up. 

The thing was, 
however, to so 
insinuate our- 
selves into his 
good graces that 
he would un- 
reservedly pour 
forth into our 
ear his true feel- 











ha , »icWo, 2BNU purp. $s. 
| So we lieulied ourselves as the Spirit of Violence, and obtained 
admission to his presence ; and he no sooner set eyes on us than he 
| sprang up and clasped us in a fervent embrace. 

He was toying with a brickbat while he composed a poem in praise 



















| of physical force. All around him was ranged a perfect museum of 
| interesting articles; there were shillelaghs, surgical knives, rifles and 
ammunition, black masks, models of stone walls arranged for ambuscade, 
| shears for cutting off hair, hot pitch, drawings of skulls and crossbones, 
infernal machines, samples of dynamite, and illuminated addresses of 
| sympathy from the American people. 
| ‘* You regard as a justifiable factor in practical politics,’ 
to inquire, ** the appeal to physical force by the mob ?” 
** Mfob, sorr?”’ he shouted. ‘* Did ye happen to mane the Sov’run 


’ 


we ventured 


People?” 

We repeated our question with the Patriot’s amendment; and, in 
reply, the Patriot leapt into the air with a loud yell, and then proceeded 
|} to open a favourite drawer filled with specimens of half-bricks, flint 
stones, and whisky bottles. 
| ‘*The darlints !” he said, stroking the articles witha caressing hand. 
| ‘* The best argument of an insulted people, sorr! A glorious and con- 
clusive substitute for worrds, sorr—worrds, the weapon of the political 
charlatan, sorr! Who shall blame the Sov’run People for resistin’ insult 
by such means, sorr? Hooroo?” 

- es . * * * 

He started on his patriotic errand to a colony across the ocean, and 

landed on the distant soil of Ithecanada. He visited its principal towns. 
We followed his progress in the newspapers ; and read of hootings, and 
stormings of hotels, and counter-demonstrations, and flights for life, and 
a general chorus of the National Anthem, and finally of a hasty retreat 
across the borders into a more sympathetic land ; we also secured photo- 
| graphs of the Irish Patriot, taken at various points of his progress. 
The first of these was taken as he landed on the Colonial soil: the 
visage is bright with triumphant anticipations ; the air is jaunty; there 
is a bright ‘* button-hole” in the lappel of the coat ; and the corners of 
the mouth are turned upward. 

The second was taken about a week later, The visage is less cheer- 

ful, and clouded with something of uneasiness and unpleasant surprise ; 
there are several rents in the coat, and the bright ‘‘button-hole”’ is 
gone. The mouth isa little puckered. 
The third was taken just before the hasty retreat over the frontier. 
| The visage—where the expression is not obliterated by contusions—is 
decidedly downcast. The eyes are blackened. There is sticking-plaster 
in various positions. The clothes are in shreds. The corners of the 
mouth appear as though pound weights were suspended from them. 

s * s * * s 
On the return of the Patriot to this country, we again called upon 
him, We walked straight in, disguised as before as the Spirit of Violence; 
and we bore in our hand a richly-illuminated brickbat as a complimentary 
offering. Would you believe it?—the moment his eye fell upon us he 
uttered a wild yell of fear and despair, and fainted on the bearthrug. 
When we had succeeded in bringing him to, we gently produced a 
manuscript on vellum, 

** Bedad, what's that?” he asked, nervously. 

**It's only a humble address—the address ot the Spirit of Violence 
to—”’ 

** What ts yer address?” asked the unhappy Patriot. 

** Well,” we said, ‘it used to be ‘ Ireland,’ but we have lately moved 

Jon'tseemasifyou Canada, where——” 














But, with a yell more awful than before, the unhappy Patriot had 
leapt high toward the ceiling, and fallen back into the coal-scuttle. So 
we gently rubbed him down with the illuminated brickbat, and so left 


him. 








A Cracksman’s Oarol. 


[A burglar, who was recently arrested, was proved to have a yacht of his own, on 
which he went sailing when not on burgling bent. Doubtless, in the fulness of time, 
the noble army of cracksmen will thus caro in a Gilbertian strain.) 


Air—Policemen’s Chorus (** Pirates of Penzance”). 


WHEN the window-“ prising” burglar’s not a-burgling—not a-burgling, 
He doesn’t rush to some mere rural spot, 
And listen to the rivulet a-gurgling—’let a-gurgling, 
But skims along the ocean in his yacht. ; 
When his ‘‘lay” has been of ‘‘ Ooftish” most productive—most pro- 
ductive, 
And he finds the land is getting rather ‘* hot,” 
Then he tries a pastime soothing and instructive—and instructive, 
For he bounds across the billows in his yacht. 
When no ‘‘ swag” is for the present to be got—to be got, 
He loves to go and navigate his yacht—’gate his yacht. 


When the cracksman rests awhile from his employment—his employ- 
ment, 
With his ** jemmy” and his skeletonian key, 
Then he feels as how he ought to seek enjoyment—seek enjoyment, 
3y inhaling of the breezes of the sea. ; 
When officious ‘‘slops” and ‘*’tecs” would dare pursue him—dare 
pursue him, 
And his whereabouts they’re likely for to ‘‘ spot,” 
Then in search of recreation you may view him—yes, you'll view him, 
Large as life enjoying ofzzm in his yacht. 
For a-lurking on the land is ‘‘ Tommy-Rot ”—‘* Tommy-Rot,” 
So off he goes a-sailin’ in his yacht—in his yacht. 


ce 


FATHER M’GLYNN says that he does not justify assassination, but at 
the same time he is ready to do honour to the man who finds it his duty 
to kill the Czar. Isn’t the sweet pastor somewhat illogical? Never 
mind, we'll excuse him if the Pope doesn’t. He’s Oirish, begorra ! 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESOUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM. 




















—Zempest, Act V. Scene tl. 
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The Judge and the Buttercup. 
( Founded on a Little Inctdent at the recent Leeds Assizes. ) 


THE judge took his seat 
on the bench one day 

° With dignified, serious 
mien, 

Two neat little posies 
flanking his desk, 

Put there by the sheriff, 

I ween. 


A counsel then rose and 
opened the case 
Against the accused in 
the dock ; 
The tale hetold of iniquity 
black 
Would the ears of a 
Titan shock. 


The evidence of the wit- 
nesses 
Was clear as the noon- 
day sun ; 
And the cross-examining 
counsel failed 
To disprove e’en a single 
one, 


The judge he commenced 
now his summing up 
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With usual painstaking care, 
And he made the case look extremely black 
For the prisoner that’s standing there. 


When, just at the close he was winding up 
In a grand rhetorical style, 

The prisoner he raised his head from his breast, 
And smiled a sweet saint-looking smile, 


And, taking a bright little buttercup 
From a pocket deep hid in his clothes, 
He gazed at the flower in ecstasy, 
Then gently raised it to his nose. 


The judge he beheld this heart-touching scene 
With a slightly moistening eye, 

And, glancing round at his bouquets so bright, 
He bowed his head with a sigh. 


‘* Of course,” said he to the jurymen there, 
‘If you’ve got the faintest doubt 

Of the pris’ner’s guilt, he must be set free, 
As I ought to have pointed out.” 


So after making the case look all black, 
He made it extremely white ; 

The jury, then taking the judge’s tip, 
Acquitted the man outright. 

And as the prisoner was leaving the dock, 
The judge, in a voice quite kind, 

Said, ‘* Take these flowers, my worthy friend, 
And solace your ‘cultured mind.’” 

MORAL. 


Now Criminals all, both great ones and small, 
Whatever your crimes may be, 

If you only study a judge’s fads 
You’re safe to get off scot-free. 








“Qui va Piano, va Sano!” 
(A High Art Piano has been designed by Messrs. Alma-Tadema and E. J. Poynter 
for an American millionaire.) 
Messrs. Tadema and Poynter have been ordered to design 
A piano for a man in New York State ; 
Neither artist is a person in the dissa- Poynter line, 
So they’re sure to have it ready up to date. 
And a good piano-forte may be reckoned on, anon, 
From these artists who so often have among the ‘‘ Fort(e)y ” shone. 





THAT energetic lady-doctor and lecturess, Mrs. Longshore Potts, 
urges the bachelors and widowers of London to form themselves into an 
Anti-Corset League, and swear grim vows never to marry girls who go 
in for lacing. She ought also to advise men not to lace the girls after 


marriage. 

















New Leaves. 

**KiING Solomon’s Wives,” by Hyder Ragged (Vizetelli & Co.) 
This is a clever and amusing skit, which will probably be as popular 
as the original work, and be best appreciated by those who know the 
original.—‘* The Secret of Sinclair's Farm,” by Harry Blyth (The 
North British Publishing Company). We are glad to see that the 
novels of this clever and popular author are to have extended circulation 
by being published in volume form, for they are ‘‘ Blyth and they’re 
bonny.” ‘* Philanthropy,” by Edward Saint John Fairshaw (published 
by the author). Ofthis, by Saint John! we speak fair, when we say 
that the purpose is vastly superior to the poetry. 

The fourth volume of ** Lady Burton's Edition” ot her husband's 
** Arabian Nights” carries us on through a maze of amazing stories, 
which the fascinated reader will freely follow, to the 761st night. —*‘ The 
Great Hesper,” by Frank Barrett (Ward & Downey). This is a story 
of a great diamond, and is of exciting interest from beginning to end. 
The author exerts a magic power over his readers, which will make them 
eager for forthcoming works from his pen.—‘‘ A Bag of Diamonds,” 
by George Manville Fenn (same publishers). This is a gem of a story, 
with a sombre strain of sensationalism throughout.—‘* The Last Man 
in London,” by Delaval North (Hodder & Stoughton). The best part 
of this book is perhaps at the last; readers must arrive at the author's 
conclusion before they draw their own.—‘‘()ueer Stories from 7yuth,” 
by kX. C. Grenville Murray (Swan Sonnenschein, Lowrey, & Co.), 3rd 
Series. The pleasure we derived from reading the first series of these 
** Queer Stories” has been greatly renewed on reading the third, 


A Cursory ExPLANATION.—When Mr. Poole was asked what was 
meant by a man being ‘clothed with curses as with a garment,” the 
eminent tailor at once explained that it only means that he has on his 
(s)wearing apparel, 























UNKNOWINGLY UNDER HER THUMB, 


Aged Benedict.—"* Now, my Pet, you know how difficult it is some- 
times to get home from the Races—how terribly uncertain race- 
trains are ; so if I'ma bit latedon’t be alarmed! Don’t be alarmed !” 

Cheerful Younpe Wife.—**1I shan’t be at all nervous, Peter, I assure 
you, because Cousin Harry dines here to-night. Ta, ta, darling! 
Don’t hurry back on my account!” [A. B. gets home sharp. 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
[ConcLupDING NoTIcg.] 


GALLERY No, 10.—Weedon Grossmith sends a capital portrait of 
“* George Grossmith, Esq.,” the talented actor, vocalist, song-writer, 
music-composer, pianist, and jokist. George wears oo See of a 
hard-worked family doctor who has been entertaining himself by playing 
the ‘‘ Dead March” preparatory to attending the funeral of a late patient. 
T. B. Kennington exbibits ‘I .” Here we see a lazy child, whose 


flesh looks most unhealthily le, gazing at gold-fish, and wondering 
whether they would taste ing like red mullet if nicely cooked. 
Suthers gives a broad, forcible piece of brush-work in ‘‘La 


Mascotte.” We particularly commend the artist’s plucky treatment of 
some unplucked turkeys a country e-fed maiden is tending. 


William Small contributes ‘* The Last ” a comic picture, wherein 
‘‘the gintleman that pays the rint ” is doing his best to prevent an Irish 


peasant from lighting his pipe of cho pigtail. 

GALLERY Ne, te William Sr arts ** Bushrangers, Victoria, 
Australia, 1852,” a clever composition, painted with much dexterity. 
A gang of booted robbers have secured a large quantity of booty from a 
number of travellers. They have tied the unfortunate victims together 
in couples, and compelled them to squat on the ground, All the squat- 
ters seem to be more or less on thorns. Herbert Schmalz is represented 
by ‘* Widowed,” a composition played on that favourite old theme of 
the dead warrior being carried home by his comrades, and the widow 
coming forward to meet the melancholy procession, In this case the 
bereaved lady is palpably suspicious that the whole thing is a hoax, and 
that her knight has merely been dining too heavily at the ‘‘Gar and 
Starter.” 

Water-CoLour Room.—Walter F. Stocks contributes ‘‘ Michael- 
mas Moonrise,’ a drawing worth taking stock of, Herbert A. Olivier 
gives an ‘‘ An A/-fresco Barber’s Shop, Rome.” The production is well 
washed in, and is vigorously brushed, A. F. Grace exhibits ‘‘On the 
Hills in May,” a graceful and refined landscape ; while ‘* Raspberries,” 
** Peonies,” ** Azaleas,” ‘‘ White Pinks,” ‘‘ Pink Roses,” *‘ Chrysanthe- 
mums,” ** Lilies,” ‘* Mushrooms,” flourish on the walls in larger num- 
bers than ever. 

Want of space forbids us to expatiate on the mellowness of miniatures, 
the brilliancy of black and white works, and the stiff simplicity of sculp- 
ture exhibited in various other rooms, 

In our third notice, through two uncommonly slippery slips of the 
pen, we attributed H. H. Bartlett’s picture, ‘‘ The Last Brief Voyage,” 
to P, R. Morris, R.A. ; and J. Charles's contribution, ‘‘ Christening 
Sunday,” to Alfred T, Porter, We tender our tenderest apologies to 
the artists in question. But should they wrangle among themselves over 
the matter, and elect to fight a quadrangular duel on Calais sands, we 
are perfectly willing to brave the billows, and act as umpire at the 
meeting. 








AN oratress commenced a speech a few nights back by saying, ‘‘ Ladies 
and gentlemen, I’ve worn a combination costume for ten years every- 
where, and have made my living » it,” 
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SERVE HIM RIGHT. 

Husband (has been “' detained on business” ),—‘‘ Sorry to have kept 
dinner walling, my dear.” 
Wife.—** Ob, I didn't wait, love! I had my dinner two hours 


J you ring, you'll find Jarvis has kept something for you, I 
thin 











KNICKNAOKS, 


A HASTY massage that beats record took place lately. It ap 
that a gentleman who had entered a restaurant for the purpose of pro- 
curing a “pick-me-up” was 
chaffed by one of the barmaids 
at being a lonely bachelor. He 
promptly proposed marriage ; 
she accepted; they strolled 
round to an adjacent registrar’s 
office and were made man and 
wife. All this happened in one 
short half-hour, The bride 
thinks that this is one of the 
marriages made in the regions 
of bliss, but the bridegroom’s 
relatives hold a directly opposite 
opinion on the subject. 


Mr. ANDREW CARNEGIE, the 
Scotch - American millionaire, 
has just settled an income of 
20,000 dollars a year on his 
wife, and has become a director 
of the United States’ Cremation 
Company. Andrew and his 
wife are great believers in burns. 





AT a meeting recently held by a fairly respectable School Board a 
clerical member remarked, ‘‘ I am sorry that it is impossible to get any- 
thing into the head of our friend opposite.” ‘‘ Sir!” retorted the 
assailed member—“‘ Sir, my head is not so soft as yours, Yours isa 
boiled turnip.” For a moment it looked as if a rough-and-tumble fight 
was fairly on the apis ; but adiplomatic member warbled that beautiful 
effusion :— 

** Little children you should never let your angry passions rise, 
Your little hands were never made to tear each others’ eyes.” 


Then a calm followed the storm and all went nice and smoothly, 


BRIDGEPORT, Ohio, has been visited by a tornado that swept through 
the town with such force that it blew horses about like chaff, skinned a 
lawyer's face, and snapped off all the tombstones in the churchyard. 


PRINCE BISMARCK has taken to playing on the barrel-organ, The 
German Deputies who consider the Iron Chancellor is too strong in his 
manner of urging the consideration of great questions are astonished at 
the mild way he grinds out ‘‘ Rock me in my little cot.” 


A VERY ancient Benedictine monastery located some eight miles from 
Bergamo will be sold by auction shortly. The laws of penance in this 
establishment used to be very severe. Any monk caught playing cards 
was severely scourged, and compelled to fast for a period ranging from 
six to thirty days. One found guilty of dilatoriness in going to the 
barber to be shaved was obliged to atone his fault by kissing the feet 
of certain unwashed brothers, Terrible, terrible ! 


An American paper finds it necessary to state that Senator John 
Sherman isa light man on liquor. We presume from this that Sherman 
is as effervescent as sherbet in the Tribune, when under the influence 
of whisky. Would that we could say the same of one or two of our 
Irish legislators. We won’t mention names. Can’t afford to be pulled 
before the bar of the House at present. 


A pocTor believes in huge doses of adsinthe as a cure for cholera, 
and advises people who may perchance be attacked by the deadly 
complaint, to “‘go a buster” on this narcotic. This just reminds us 
that prussic acid rapidly checks measles, gout, and dimness of sight. 


A BEAMISH party charged with “‘ boskiness” denied that he was at 
all “* fluffy” when the constable arrested him. He further stated that 
he repeated Lord Tennyson’s Jubilee Ode quite correctly after being 
taken into custody ; this feat, he maintained, was a distinct proof of his 
sobriety. On being cross-examined, the policeman pithily remarked, 
** He babbled a lot of rubbish, your washup !” 


“*I] NEARLY died with laughing” is an expression sternly condemned 
by precise people, as being unpleasantly and foolishly extravagant ; yet 
a young Sheffield woman recently proved that the saying is not at all 
outré, by dying through a wild indulgence in laughter. Here’s a chance 
for brilliant satirists to have a dig at the comic papers, by absolving us, 
one and all, of any criminal participation in her death. But probably 
the glorious opportunity has been seized by a hundred or so ere this 
paragraph is published, 
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| A “Proposing” Proposal. 
Mrs. Lon P the American i 
olarak dat *woal mas bentsting inesa nto 
Accept, O Mrs. Longshore Potts, 
The thanks of every bashful male ; 
That question—‘‘ popping,” worries lots, 
Lest in their ‘‘ popping” they should fail, 
Relief it to our minds doth bring 
Since you declare, with tongue and pen, 
That soon it will be quite the thing 
For women to propose to men ! 


Twill rid men of a trying task 
If fashion thus should quickly change ; 
‘* Wilt thou be mine?” is hard to ask, 
And makes a fellow feel so strange. 
P’r’aps then the gir/s will buy the ring, 
And fondly kneel at our feet, when 
The mode decrees ’twill be the thing 
For women to propose to men, 


And then ’twill be our turn to say, 
**Oh, ask mamma !” in manner coy ; 
And we can blush, and turn away, 
And various ‘*‘ fetching ” wiles employ. 
* # 


* * 

And yet, on second thoughts, we cling 
To seeing damsels modest then ; 

So ’twill, let’s hope, be s##// the thing 
For ‘* popping ” to be done by men. 





A SAYING not followed in France just now.—‘ Pas aujourd' hut, 
Boulanger !” —(‘‘ Not to-day, Baker !”’) 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT Knows NOTHING ABooT IT.) 
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‘* Past RACING,” 





Abbey, there are twelve spare tickets of admission to be given away. 
Consequently, there is joy in the Lord Chamberlain’s office—and 
gnashing of teeth outside it ! 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


SUNDAY, 22nd.—Clang of Clock Tower mi 
bells of St. Margaret’s over the road. Pretty sight, the slow procession 




















TANNER THE TRUCULENT.—" You're | TANNP@R THE SuBMiIsstIvE,—“ Apologise ? 
a set of scoundrels |” Why, certainly, if you wish it.” 


of gentlemen—most of them elderly, all respectable—headed by the First 
Commoner, along the paths between the flower beds, under the shadow 
of the most venerable pile in the land. Not picturesque, perhaps, in 
the eyes of intelligent foreigners, but dignified and imposing—although 
Dr. Tanner is not present. Quite a pleasant change to see the once 
Grand One again in respectable company, and melancholy reflection that 
’tis ‘fon this occasion only.” Commons get what they want, #.¢., a 
sound sermon from Dr. Boyd Carpenter—a flame speaking man, 
Carpenter ; no see-saw style about him; eng(u)aging manner ; just the 
man for the bench; hits the right nail on the head, as a rule; in fact, 
Boyd Carpenter a carpenter buoyed up with the work in hand, 

Monday.—Salisbury tells Rosebery that agreement arrived at 'twixt 
England and the Porte (the Port(e) therefore no longer crusty), but 
telegrams too confused to be published. Business-like, this ! 

Commons.—Leaders on both sides ask House to express its thanks 
(which House does forthwith) to Bishop of Ripon for yesterday's Rippin’ 
sermon, Pleasant to hear from Chancellor of the Exchequer that silver 
not at all scarce ; lots of people seem to find it not at all superabundant. 
Certainly House to-night quite prepared to chuck away one Tanner— 
the Doctor, member for Mid-Cork, being more than usually offensive. 
Obstruction in excelsis. 

Tuesday.—House goes home with the milk at half-past five. Re- 
spectable working-man on his way to shop shakes his head significantly 
and remarks to his mate, ‘‘ Werry disrepitable, Jack; so many ole 
parties a sneakin’ home at this time o’ mornin’, Afraid these swells is 
a queer lot.” Back again at 2.15 P.M. ; thank goodness, last time this 
side of Whitsun. On welcome motion for adjournment certain hon 
mems., who have been mainly conspicuous by consistency of their 
opposition to progress of business, suddenly discover what a heap of 
work remains undone, Among these Lawson, not H. L. W., but the 
watery Wilfrid, whose wheezes have helped to earn for teetotalers the 
brand of “a melancholy race” is to the fore. Ultimately House ad- 
journs after the series of sittings which have disgraced its records, 








Ir is no doubt a pretty idea, that of lighting bonfires on all the high 
hills in the country, from one end of England to the other, in honour of 
the Queen’s Jubilee ; but how about Her Majesty’s faithful subjects in 
those respective neighbourhoods—will they all be expected to go to 
blazes ? 





Ow1nc to the singular refusal of the Lord Mayor and Corporation of 
Dublin to attend the great Jubilee Thanksgiving Service at Westminster 





BARREN Hopges.—Those of the backers of the Derby favourite. 
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BANK-’OLIDAYING IT. 








A True Friend to Erin. NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
(Mrs. Ernest Harts work for the improvement of Irish industries has already 
resulted in the Donegal Industrial Fund, which has benefited many women who were J A © KK q) “-H" EL 3 A. Ee — Ss. 


well-nigh starving.) 
Bravo, Mrs. Hart, By H, T. JOHNSON, 


You have played a brave part, 
Which proveth that you’re a brave party ; “JACK’S JOURNAL,” 


In the cause of distress, 
LAT hd ” 
Everyone must confess, E “JACK AND JILL, 


That your work has been Ernest and Harty. AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
| PRICE ONE PENNY. 











STUDENTS IN FReg-HAND DRAWING,—Pickpockets who draw your | 
purses from you. | OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 














SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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T venter and Manufacturers, ALFRED BIRD @ SONB, Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BranDaverR and C 
Devonshire Works, BIRMINGHAM Pan Works, Wceerteatnane t oye ‘aa Wholecgls BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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TINKER DOESN'T CARE Much FOR politics AND ENOEAVOURS To Avoio BIAS. 
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His pLaN is To READ GOVERNMENT ORGANS only , Whicheve 
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“Wot GoVER’ MENT S WE AVE!” HE SAYS, M hanceLs' NoThi nk SHORT OF hinrerLeckshal hanceLls ! Lor, 
‘ow Them FURRINEERING COVES mUST HENWy us! ” 


MORE DEFIANCE OF INFLUENCE. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HE LYCEUM.—Zouis X/., the 


> AS; third play of the revival series 
a wy J |, with which Mr. Irving is ‘* work- 

ev A) ing off” the concluding weeks of 

> his present season, labours under 

the disadvantage of not being a 
Wy play at all in the strictest signifi- 
| Ai cance of the word ; but it labours 
ft f under the advantage of providing 
Kis N Mr, Irvin + oom Me a 
De eh » peculiarly adapt th to 
zy Ee eotiecee and his defects. 

His complete mastery of every 
turn, suggestion, and mood of 
this complex character, is as 
itt satisfying as it is remarkable— 
| there’s not a jarring note in it 
_c» from start to finish, The 
ee, part of the crafty, cruel, but 
childishly superstitious King, is 

A not moulded on heroic lines; it 
WMG is “dashed in” in bold outline, 
and with little subtlety; but 
this is far from destroying its 
effect—is,‘ in fact, an element 
which insures ita large popularity. 
Even the dullest can see what is driven at ; while for those who desire 
subtlety, let them note the suggestive eye, the expressive tone, the 
pregnant gesture of the actor, From the moment the pale-faced, wizened, 
toothless old tyrant (what a capital ‘‘ make up” it is !) makes his appear- 
ance, with his jockey hat and Derby dolls complete, till he sinks upon 





Tue Lyceum —Sue 1s Comminas, 
SISTER MARKIE. 





— —— ne =a a . 
Tue Lyceum.— Louis Tug Jockgy; HOW H® HANDLES THE RispoNs, AND 
JOCKEVS THEM ALL, 


the stage in the last act, a blue-robed corpse, interest and admiration 
are kept unceasingly alive. 





Mr. ALEXANDER, with a tendency to pose and elocute over-much, 
yet makes an interesting Nemours; and Miss Emery leaves no cause 
for complaint. Mrs. Chippendale’s efforts are also very acceptable ; so 
are Mr, Johnson’s, and Mr. Harvey is at times a satisfactory Dauphin 
—though at times he isn’t. But there is not a part in the play which 
the individual members of the Lyceum company concerned could not 
do “on his (or her) head,” 


PRINCE OF WALEs's (Morning).—Miss Sophie Scotti produced here, on 
Tuesday in last week, a translation, by herself and Mr. pold Wagner, 
from the German, called Peaceful War, It would be rash, perhaps, to 
speculate as to the object of presenting the piece, which is from the 
same original as Our Xegiment; but there can be little rashness in 
ees that it will not attain that object. The dialogue consists 
mainly o irritating “‘catch words.” It was, on the whole, well cast, 
but apparently ill-rehearsed. A quaint performance of a German with 
fan uncertain accent by Mr. Richard Purdon deserves note, Miss 
}Scotti’s own performance lacked distinction, 


St. GeorGe’s HALL.—Lady Deane, by Mr. A. A. Wilmot, and 





Misled, a farce by the same author, were ene rps here on the 26th 
mee thing that struck me most in the first piece was, that the 
as engaged to the Dean—I mean the Lady Deane, of course. 


ne 


programmes, but not either show up to now; I may report ‘later on.” 





Mr, Wilmot’s play is not so bad but that he may be encouraged to try 
again, but it is useless and unnecessary to disguise the fact that Lady 
Deane itself won’t do, The farce 
was very bad and very noisy. The 
actors and actresses, with the 
exception of Messrs. A. E. Drink- 
water and R, Sweetman, were 
not, in ability, of higher class than 
the work they to interpret. 
Miss Blackwood’s part was over- 
done—Mlle. Gratienne’s was con- 
siderably under-done ; quite raw, 
in fact. 


Tue Lyceum (Morning).—It 
was satisfactory to see this house so 
well packed last Wednesday on 
the occasion of the ‘‘ Marston 
Testimonial Benefit,” and to sub- 
sequently learn that a goodly sum 
had been realized in a goodly 
cause, This was the main point, 
though, perhaps, amid the more 
youthful members of the audience, 
this graceful recognition of the 
services of one who has left no 
mean mark upon dramatic history, 
was at least balanced by the 
interest felt in the impersonation 
of a new character by Mr. Irving. Lord (so christened to distinguish 
him from H, J.) Byron’s Werner has a history and an interest which 
makes one willing and pleased to see it revived and handled by our 
leading actor, but it is not a piece in the least likely to repay a manager 
for the trouble of producing it, or in itself capable of yielding much 
pleasure to modern audiences; it was therefore an apt and happy 
thought to present it upon the occasion under notice. The author’s 
expressed opinion was that it was unfitted, as it was unintended, for the 
stage, and, in spite of the lapse of a generation or so, and the altera- 
tions (one a decidedly neat dramatic stroke) of Mr. Frank Marshall, 
nothing has yet occurred to disturb the opinion that he knew very much 
the best in the matter. 





Tua Apevpui.—J. Arnotp Cave, Esa. 
—ARN-OLD FRIEND. 





Mr. IRVING'S was a fine performance from beginning to end, a feast 
of intelligence and power; no more or less can be said of it. Attention 
was held and satisfied at all points, and over all the feverish unrest of 
the character—first of apprehension and later of tortured affection and 
remorse—there was an absence of fidget, not always observable in the 
Lyceum lessee’s efforts, and the calm of assured grasp. Miss Terry 
refreshed herself and pleased everybody by playing a part of, to her in 
these days, unaccustomed ,brevity and pointlessness. Mr, Alexander 
was more at home as the grim Ulric—who is probably the champion 
monster and cad of ‘‘the drama’’—than in some of the rather affected 
romantic heroes he has obliged us with lately, and Messrs, Glenny and 
Wenman acquitted themselves admirably. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Both the PAVILION and the OXFORD put on 
extra fine programmes for the Whitsuntide holidays. I’ve seen the 
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Meantime, you can’t make much of a mistake if you go to both. 
NESTOR. 
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Halibut’s Hardships, 


** Hope springs eternal in the human breast, 
Man never is, but always to be, blest.” 


SURELY there never so grim a curmudgeon was 
Anywhere living as Halibut Gudgeon was, 
Britons, however, with national burliness 
Freely admitted he’d reasons for surliness. 


: For, while compelled to endure (with all stolidness) 
Life ornamented with every squalidness 

} Limited money-resources could bring to it, 

TOO LATE ATTAINMENT had added her sting to it. 


Thus, when a child he had childish proclivities— 
Lollipops ranking as lordly festivities ; 

: But he’d (however his soul might be fired for them) 
¥ None of the pennies the vendors required for them. 


Then, when a lad, and when pennies were getable, 
ss Lollipops palled on him (which was regrettable), 
Pocket-knives then it became his ambition to 
Purchase, though nothing like in a position to. 


Coming to youth with remarkable activeness, 
Pocket-knives steadily lost their attractiveness 
(Just when the money to buy them was gainable)— 
Jewellery now was his ‘‘ quite unattainable.” 


Jewellery long having grown unendurable, 
Manhood (and salary) made them procurable ; 
Therefore a wife for his life (as a sun for it) 
Gudgeon desired ; but it wouldn’t quite run to it. 


Here, with all emphasis decently usable, 

Gudgeon’s behaviour I call inexcusable 

He, with scant income (small chance of advancing it), 
Went to the lady and married her—chancing it. 


Thus, he will see who has reasoning’s benditure, 
Gudgeon’s career grew a fight with expenditure. 

Think you his income could get in advance of it ? 
Not any fear !—not the ghost of a chance of it ! 


He’d make some small gain, p’r’aps, by labouring 
drudgingly 

(Fortune supplied him with /adour ungrudgingly), 

But, while he thought of the pleasure to follow it, 

Came a ‘‘new baby,” or something, to swallow it. 


Say, can you wonder these troubles, devouring him, 
Should have succeeded in thoroughly souring him, 
Turning a possibly cheery and trusty one 

Into a most undeniably crusty one ? 


From this recital it’s bound to appear to you 

This is the moral that ought to be clear to you— 
Don’t go and long for a thing till you're sick for it, 
If you can’t pay for it—bless us !—go tick for it, 


Say that you yearn for a carriage—then go for it ; 
Have what you want, and persistently owe for it. 
Thus you may live in a decently jolly way, 
Though you wé// probably finish in Holloway. 
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The Ballade of Indelible Ink. 


WE talk about writing on sand, 
But paper is nearly as fleeting ; 
4 Time’s tide rubs them out with a hand 
As soon as it gives them a greeting! 
So names on our shirts and our sheeting— 
Although of perfection the pink— 
Will fade, e’en when darkened by heating, 
Though writ with Indelible Ink ! 


The lovers—a fanciful band— 
Who talk about hearts, and their beating 
Of writing their names on them, and 
How permanent there is their seating ! 
Whenever such people we’re meeting, 
We quietly laugh, with a wink— 
’T will fade, tho’ it’s had — heating, 
Though writ with Indelible Ink ! 


ENVOY. 


This ballade in justly completing, 
Will say of this matter, I think, ' 
Names on hearts will rub off with rough treating, 
Though writ with Indelible Ink ! 
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“WINNING WAYS.” 


Miss Racimere.—“‘Ou, UNCLE, WHICH IS THE Best Horse IN THIS 


Race?” ss 
Uncle, —“* Ou, THE ONE THAT WINS, MY DEAR. ; ? 
Miss Racimere.—“ THEN WR’LL HAVE A Bet, AND I'LL HAVE THE Bast 


Horse. My size 1s FIve AND THREE-QUARTERS,” 
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Sapiency. 


as recently charged with stealing £1. It appeared that after annexin the 
Pn oy ouaiae sacha invited two small companions to have a merry ‘ eld. 
day” with him, and enjoy the sweets of jam-tarts, tobacco, ginger-beer, and a 
The sapient magistrate happened to be in a remarkabl good ag uring 
the hearing, and, addressing the small prisoner, said, ‘ ow many hai [= 
were in that pound, my young friend?” ‘* Dunno, sir, replied the , ow 
many pipes were in it?” continued the magistrate. ‘* More than hall three - 4 
wanted,” sighed the boy, turning green at the very recollection of cut caven ish. 
‘‘Umph,” continued the gentle justice, ‘I am glad to find that Satan has se ota 
hold of you altogether, You are not greedy, for you divided the spoil wit ot ae. 
I now dismiss you with a caution.” The boy, who had been pondering = the 
terrible thickness and toughness of birch-rods, and the tendency of ae - 
cuticle to assume the colour of bad pickled cabbage at times, skipped out of the doc 


and went home to a nice shrimp tea. 
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“A POOTY KIND O’ WESTRY!” 
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Oar Speculative-luilder-Vestryman indignantly writes :—‘‘ Mr. Fun, Sir, 1 want your valuble assistence in holdin that there Richmond Westry up to exercration 
as ‘as been and robbed the builder of his rights, and bought the gardin of Bucclugh House for the public. ‘A regler blot on the westry trade!’ as I ses to my feller- 
westryman, Dummidrane. ‘When here am I bin and laid in al! these slack bricks cheap, ready for to build on that werry site, and now they're all a-meltin away with 
the rain!" 








**So I ca'ls a westry meetin, and I ses, ‘Gentlemun, the ony thing to do is to sign a monster petition of all the inabitants of this parish, askin to ‘ave the Bucclugh 
site let on bildin leases. There's four of us ‘ere, as ought to be able to manage ten thousand signetures all wrote pritty different ; and it don’t matter if we puts in 
Jack Sheperd, and Tom Thum, and sich like, becos the member won't examin um.’ 
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% Wo yond age ty it, it wasnt no use. So the ony way =e to charge — ay wor Aegean oO’ mine on to the rates. ‘Wot? Ain't fair?’ I ses to a ratepayer 
as grumbled. ‘ Wot’'s the use o' ratepayers except as a sauce o' profit to westrymen ?' ¢ smiled feeble, and sposed it in’ illy ’ 
ratepayers is, or they wouldn't ‘ave builders for westrymen.” it was 40, bein’ a silly ‘elpless feller, as all 
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SHUTTING THEM UP. 


The Speaker.—“ CLO’, CLO’, CLO-SURE.” 





























FUN. 





June 8, 1887. 








TOO AWFUL TO BH TRUE, 


, = apt OU CHING the present state 
x. = - co oa 
ran the recent proposal to 
hibit altogether the oat 
intoxicating liquors within 
the Uni 


Ringtone we 
cannot refrain from men- 


, tioning a most curious 

|| case which has 
om ately come under our no- 
tice, 

A short time ago we re- 
ceived a curious letter, 
written in a hurried and 
nervous hand, as one 

. ~  wnder the influence of some 
———~. strong excitement, It ran 
thus :— 

“Dear Mr. Foun,—I 
cannot bring myself to be- 
lieve that the recent atrociously tyrannous proposal can ever be seriously 
entertained by the inhabitants of a free and enlightened country, nor 
even have been ever intended as more than a joke, unless its author be 
an absolute madman, 

** I for one utterly deny the right of one citizen to decide what is good 
or bad for another in the matter of ordinary food and drink. I repeat, 
Sir—repeat, even if I have not said it before—that the very notion of 
this pr is disgraceful, ghastly, unnatural, fiendish, opposed to all 
the traditions of liberty of body and soul, and worthy only of a com- 
munity plunged in the miasmatic abysm of the most pestilentially tene- 
brous ignorance and barbarism ! 

** Sir, I call upon you to crush it at its birth—you, Sir, the enlightened 
and powerful! Down with it, Sir! As for me, I will fight against so 
flagitious an innovation to the last drop of my life’s blood ; and you may 
tell the would-be oppressors that I shall at once hurry into the back- 
kitchen and sharpen the carving-knife—the one designed for poultry— 
on the sink. —Yours indignantly, 





** MODERATE DRINKER.” 

Murmuring to ourself, *‘ An opponent of the Universal Prohibition 
Proposals ; a little violent, but undoubtedly on the right side,” we put 
down the letter and forgot it. 

But by the next day’s post came another letter in the same hand, but 
still more hurried and distorted than the first. It said :— 
** Dear Six,—They are at it, thet nical villains! Look at their 
atrocious manifesto, and their disgraceful deputation to the Home Secre- 
tary! To begin with, I deny that by far ‘the greater portion of the 
crimes committed within the United Kingdom are due to the weakening 
and irritating effect produced upon the nerves oe the habitual consump- 
tion of tea; by the over-stimulating effect of coffee upon systems under- 
mined by the use of the former beverage ; by the lowering of the phy- 
sical tone and the enfeeblement of the will ht about by soda-water, 
lemonade, and other such drinks; by the indigestion, developing into 
a mo melancholia, and homicidal hysteria due to the use of beve- 
rages heavily charged with sugar.’ 
t .‘‘I deny it, Sir, in toto; and, even if it be so, I deny even more 
strenuously the right of my neighbour who believes in alcohol to pro- 
hibit my consuming the drinks above referred to, If, Sir, crime és 
actually caused in part by the use of teetotal drinks, the remedy lies in 
means other than the right of the majority to tyrannise over the mino- 
rity ; and I, Sir, as one of 
the teetotal minority, in- 
—" repudiate such 
right. am still sharpen- 
ing the poultry-knife. 

** Yours truly, 

**THE MODERATE 
DRINKER,” 

We had not heard of the 
proposal mentioned, but 
waited tolearn more. Next 
day we received the follow- 


ing :— 

: Si FI yon — 
and crimi roposal 
absolutely beseane law ! 
Ah! you may well stare. 
But IJ, Sir, and a band of 
teetotal patriots equally 
opposed to the abolition of 
British liberty, have made 
Having all sharpened our carving- 








up our minds. We will fight, Sir. 
hives to the finest edge, we meet, Sir, every day, and drink strong tea 





until we work ourselves into a state of mind conducive to running 
amuck among the Prohibitionist tyrants. 

** Such teetotalers as-are not poepenee to join us in our plans we take 
in hand and treat with stron -water until they are ina state to 
allow themselves to be ed and ruled by us. Those addicted to 
saccharine drinks are our most useful allies, and absolutely (and most 
justly) scream for the blood of the oppressor. Such men as these, Sir, 
are made of the stuff which secures the eternal liberties of a people ! 
We have given our poultry-knives a final touch, and are standing on 
our door-mats, ready to rush out at a given si ; 

Here the letter broke off abruptly ; and at that very moment a mes- 
senger, covered with foam and mire, rushed into our office and begged 
us to come at once and see a sufferer. 

**He k a-mutterin’ your name, Sir; so we thought you might 
be able to relieve him, p’r’aps,” said the messenger. 

We dashed to the spot. Ina disordered bed-chamber, where a flat 
candlestick, several corn-plasters, and other signs of the sick-room told 
too piteous a tale, a figure was wildly waving the bed-clothes to and fro. 
We knew at a glance the sufferer’s terrible malady—nightmare. We 
knew him from the name marked upon his socks—‘‘The Moderate 
Drinker.” There was but one hope, one remedy. Taking him firmly by 
both ears, we banged his head forcibly against the bedstead for several 
minutes; then, with what a pang of joy we saw him open his eyes. 

‘Did you get my letters?” he said ina dazed way. ‘‘The tyrants! 
Fancy such odious oppression in a free and enlightened ——” 

Then he rubbed his eyes, and murmured, ‘‘ But perhaps it was al a 
dream, eh? There couldn’t really be such tyranny, of course. I must 
have taken too much boiled tea last night.” 

Who was he? We inquired. He was the Party who Proposed to 
Prohibit the Sale of Intoxicants within the United Kingdom, 











R.A, R.A.-ngements, 


Hoox’s picture, ‘‘ Tickling Trout,” at the R.A., 
Much merit doth (as you’d expect) display ; 

And yet ’twould seem that he the plan mistook, 
For éickling trout you do not need a Hook, 





AN ingenuous witness in a divorce suit heard lately, naively remarked 
that he had often seen the co-respondent kiss the plaintiff's wife—in 
fact, he had several times kissed her himself, more as a matter of 
accommodation than anything else. What a kindly adaptable man ! 





THE City of Waterford is a trifle overcrowded, In four small houses 

a sanitary officer found 131 humans and a horse. The gee-gee seemed 

leased at being removed to cleanly quarters, but the bipeds were 
indignant at being disturbed. 

















PUTTING IT DELICATELY 


Nephew.—“* What’s the matter, Uncle? You look most con- 
foundedly depressed.”’ 
Uncle, —** Fact is, my boy, I’ve missed my morning headache for 
at least a week, and it’s—er—like losing an old friend,” 
(NV.B.— The state of Uncle's internal arrangements had rendered 
him incapable of taking alcoholic stimulants for seven days. 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 


AN energetic working man lost his spouse lately. On the morning of 
the funeral the mourners arrived, but no bereaved husband was in the 


parlour to receive consolation, 














hard labour. The L.P.’s offence was cruelty toa horse. During a fit of 


About two minutes before the 
time appointed for the sorrow- 
ful procession to leave the 
house the afflicted man strode 
in, his black suit looking as 
though he had played football 
in it round a chalk pit. ‘‘ I ax 
parding for a-keepin’ yer a- 
waitin’, ladies and gentlemen 
hall,” said the energetic work- 
ing man ; ‘* but this ’ere bein’ 
a broken day, I thort as ’ow 
as I’d jest whitewash the roof 
of the ’ouse afore the ’ot 
weather sets in, I likes a cool 
place, I does. If any hon yer 
ull give me a dust down, we'll 
just hev the least as is o’ short 
and be horf in a jiff.” 





A LOCAL preacher has been 
sent to gaol for two months’ 


ungovernable rage he beat the animal to death with a stick four feet long 
and six inches in circumference, at the end of which a four-inch nail 
projected, Had this minister of the gospel been guilty of such an offence 
in Texas, he would have been tied to a tree and flogged within an inch 
of his life by indignant cowboys. But then, you see, Texas is not 
thoroughly civilized as yet. 


A CURIOSITY-HUNTER has found a rural policeman in France who 
never meanders into a public-house except when stern duty compels 
him to do so, This novelty is also a non-smoker, and has no big hank 
after cold meat. William Holland, the people’s caterer, should import 
the gentle gendarme. He would draw as an exhibit. 


THE members of the Queen’s household have subscribed about 44,000 
for the purpose of buying a Jubilee present. The money is to be planked 
down to purchase plate for Her Majesty, which she by no means requires. 
Now that the plate of the poor is so direfully empty, the money would 
be better invested in starting a permanent soup kitchen for Victoria’s 
starving subjects. 


Mrs. Louisa KNAppP, the wideawake editress of a Philadelphia 
paper, receives an annual salary of £2,000, Our chartered driveller 
says her husband ought to be a 4nappy man. Possibly he is, Perhaps 
he isn’t, He-women who write are apt to have tempers of their 
own, 





A CORRESPONDENT says :—‘‘In the richest German households the 
mistress lends a hand to the cook.” This possibly accounts for the 
poverty of Teuton fofage in the richest households, ‘*Too many 
cooks,” &c, 


Mr. Henry GEORGE, the red-headed Social Democrat, while 
making a long address to an audience largely composed of elderly 
ladies and flighty young girls, remarked, ‘‘ Charity is incapable of 
supplying the wants of the needy, It is not charity that mankind 
requires, but justice.” A few minutes after giving vent to these beautiful 
aphorisms, Henry ordered a collection to be made, and after sorting 
over the cash pulled in, remarked, in a mournful tone, “ I’m afraid the 
collectors have not given everybody a chance to contribute. Now 
then, friends, whatever you have to give, put it right down on the 
stage,” Nice disinterested boy, isn’t he? 


Da. DoNnNeT calculates that there are more deaths from apoplexy 
in Bordeaux than in any other town in the world, The worthy doctor 
mildly opines that no townsman or visitor should consume more than 
two pints and a half of the rich red Bordeaux wine at dinner, because, 
though not a rapid intoxicant, it is apt to fly to the head, and cause don 


vivants to ail off this planet with undue abruptness. 





I is astounding how diverse folk are in opinion as to what constitutes 


beam, ‘This is all a joke.” 





a piece of genuine humour. The other night a man made two un- 
sacceeatel cttedtipne to cut his throat, He then did his level best to 
hang himself. On being cut down he remarked, with a pleasant 


with the would-be suicide dolefully remarked that there was not 
sufficient *‘ catch-on” in the so-called jest. 


A party sleeping in the same room 


NHW LEAVSS. 


““LONDON IN 1887,” by Herbert Fry (W. H. Allen and Co.). 
London of '87 is very like the ‘‘ London” of former years, only it is 
finer, larger, and more extensive, and has all its references written up 
to date.—Messrs, Forman and Sons, of Nottingham, have issued a large 
coloured lithograph portrait of the Queen, which ought to meet with 
admiration, and become very popular, as it is one of the best things of 
the kind out ; and it is not only good, but cheap. 

“‘ Australian Sketches,” by Overlander (City of London Publishing 
Company). These are passably good as sketches—few of them (too few 
to have made a book of), and soon finished.—“ Sir Richard’s Revenge,” 
and other Poems, by J. G. Holmes (same publishers), Faulty measures 
seem to be the rule throughout this book, Much imperfect rhyme and 
rhythm completely mar some sweet thoughts and ideas. There is a 
vein of possibly unintentional comic seriousness in it, too.—‘‘ Clare 
Beresford,” by Ingma Lansdowne (same publishers). The one prominent 
feature of this story is that the telling of it is simple and unaffected, and 
a very good feature now-a-days. —‘‘ The Phonographic Teacher,” by Isaac 
Pitman. Jubilee Edition (Isaac Pitman & Sons). The value of this 
work, as a “teacher and guide to practical acquaintance with the art,” 
is evidenced by the fact that over one million copies of it have been 
sold. Comment is needless,—‘‘ The Pictures of 1587,” published as a 
Pall Mall Gazette *‘ Extra,” and containing, as it does, examples from 
all the principal exhibitions of the year, forms a very complete collection 
to remember them by, 

** Radical Rhymes,” by W. C. Bennett (Hart & Co.), These rhymes 
are written in the author’s well-known vigorous and energetic manner, 
and will shed their influence on these ‘* Radical” times,—** The Death 
of Chatterton” and other rhymes and pieces for recitation, by Ernest 
Aye Williams (H. Vickers). Mr. Williams’ recitations are probably, 
and had need be, more perfect than his rhymes ; otherwise they may be 

picked to pieces.—** A Denial of Justice.” This is issued by the com- 
mittee of the Civil Service Writers Association to put their case before 
the public—we freely help it to publicity—but it is not uncivil to say we 
fear that comments of ours would be of no service. 

** Sketched at Sandown Park” is the underline to a most dex- 
terously-painted coloured sketch entitled the ‘‘ Jubilee Juggins.” It is 
beautifully reproduced by lithography, and is now on sale at all print 
shops and newsagents, 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom, 
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‘SAND HERE IS WRIT.” —Zwo Gentlemen of Verona, Act I, Scene 2, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or * Fon.” 
518,—Being uninclined to boast of what’s good fortune at the 


trumpeted, where’er I went, upon my private instrument; — 
but less than human I should be, as you will readily 
agree, if just a touch of pride should not accumulate 
around the spot within my bosom where, they tell, the | 
heart will generally dwell, whenever to my mind there 

slips my recent Oaks and Derby tips. It’s very true 
Revé D'Or was such a moral for the Oaks that much 
increase of credit does not lie with those she was 
‘* selected” by, but Merry Hampton, you'll not fail to 
notice, is another tale. The tippist who could give you 
pat a mere outsider such as that (and that / did it is the 
case—at least I gave it for ‘a place”—a thing, I think 
you'll find it true, no other tipster chose to do) deserves 
a high-class monument, a purse of gold, a case of scent, a 
brimming gless of what he takes, and faith implicit 
while he makes this 


Tir Avour THE ASCOT STAKES, 


SOME hossy parties, on the job, 
Appear inclined to back the Cob ; 
Nor would the Prophet say them neigh. 
Such eccentricities as these 
Do not so much annoy as please, 
For we can always make them pay, 


And let them back with all their might. 
But don’t you go and do the same ; 

No, no, ll find my little pets, 

(The while they back) to /ake their bets, 
A more remunerative game, 


As for the rest, I’m bound to say, 0 
I think St. Michael cannot “stay ;” J 
Eurasian might obtain a place ; , 

And, furthermore, I rather think 

You'll find the winner in Stone Clink, 
Or, 1, 2, 3 in any case, 

The Agitator is no gem ; WL 

What can the Wavelet overwhelm ? 
When Stonchead isn’t to the fore. 

Let he who'd claim a foremost place 

Cock up his Beaver in the race, 
And he who wouid claim all, Claymore. 


That tip worked off, I did intend to tell a little tale, my 
friend, which I consider rather fun, about my precious | 
self and one who tried her level best, my lad, to ** have” 
me—but I wasn’t had. Thougk such, however, my | 
intent, I find a slight impediment to my narration in this | 
place—in point of fact, I haven't space. And so the 
merry story I'm reserving for another time, when, if your 
sense of fun abides, it’s sure to make you crack your | 
sides. Meantime your artist chap has sent a picture of | 
an incident connected with the tale, which I explained to 
him—I thought he'd die !—-and he bas illustrated thus.— 





I’m yours, the same, TROPHONIUS, 
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“LONDON CHILDREN’S JUBILEE FUND.” 
FACSIMILE OF LETTER FROM THE INFANT CONTRIBUTOR. 


| that inveterate brayer, Dr. Tanner. He might spend his le 


' Goodness knows, he’s frank enough. 


' pleaded that he had merely asked the publican to give him a noggin of 
| ** mountain dew,” and that Boniface had immediately acquiesced. Un- 


HOTOH POTOH. 


Some armed Irish “ pathriots” have been bold enough to cut off 
the ears of a donkey belonging to a small farmer named Ryle, who 
lives near Ballyeigne. We trust the ears will be sent asa nese to 

e time 
in making a couple of purses out of them. 


Tue following unique advertisement appears in a contemporary :— 
‘*A maker of amtigue armour wishes to sell his lucrative business. 
Apply,” &c. This open-hearted manufacturer of Wardour Street 
helmets, breastplates, Xc., evidently does not intend being introduced 
to the prison warder through obtaining money under false pretences, 


A SOMEWHAT unreliable correspondent tells us that a Russian peasant 
was lately taken to task by the police for sparing the life of a wolf that 
he might easily have dispatched with his axe. ‘* Gentlemen!” said the 
humble peasant, with tears in his eyes, ** Gentlemen, you do not know 
all, I am under a great obligation to that wolf—he ate my mother- 
in-law six months ago!” 





A CANNY Scot was recently sentenced to ten days’ hard for ‘* shoot- 
ing the crow ”—i.e., ordering half-a-quartern of whisky, drinking it 
rapidly, and neglecting to pay for the cool, refreshing moisture. He 


doubtedly the C.S. got both his dew—and his due. 
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THH BAFFLED DEVASTATOR, 


A RICHMOND TRAGEDY. 


A VERY painful story reaches us from Richmond-on-Thames, A 
correspondent, an eye- 
witness, sends us the 
following account :— 

“*I was enjoying a cigar, 
after the festivities of the 
day, on the Terrace, when, 
amid the closing shades of 
evening, my very blood 
was curdled by a faint yet 
heartrending wail, suc- 
ceeded by a string of sobs. 
Gazing in the direction of 
the sound, I could just 
faintly discern a drooping 
form creeping slowly to- 
ward the gate of the new 
Terrace Gardens. It 
entered, and proceeded 
with drooping shoulders, 
and face buried in its 
hands, slowly down toward 
the cold and misty river: 
ever and anon the despair- 
ing sobs broke forth afresh ; 
and, as I silently ap- 
proached the gloomy form, I heard it mutter in sepulchral and dis- 
jointed sentences such words as :—‘ This eligible site—building purposes 
—detached villas—let or sold—improved ground rent—gone! gone for 
ever!’ Then with a wild wail that caused the heart to stand still with 
horror, the form fell upon the gardens and impotently strove to tear 
down the trees and uproot the flowers. Now it produced a brick and 
tried therewith to crush a flower; now it took a spade and sought to 
dig the lawns up for extensive and convenient cellarage ; until, at length, 
waving its gaunt arms madly in the night air, it gave forth one last great 
sob and vanished in the thickening mists of the mournful river, It was 
the Speculative Builder.” 














Not a Dead Heat. 


{ ‘' The latest excuse for the language used by the Parnellite members of Parliament 


i i - he heat of the moment they occasionally express 
themesives ro'ench orhar’ yond loudly than they would in the drawing-oom.") 
SuRE, we're foine fiery Oirish M. Pays, 
Av ye plaze, 
And the divil’s own shindy we raise, 
’Cos it pays. 
To further our views 
Vi'lent language we use, 
An we say, when excuses we'd saze, 
That’s our ways 
In the hate av the moment to blaze. 


Whin we christen the Spaker a cad, 
(Sure, it’s sad, 
An’ be some moight be reckoned as bad), 
’Tis our ‘* fad,” 
We don’t mane any harm, 
Or to cause an alarm, 
For to say we are aftherwards glad, 
** We were mad 
In the hate av the moment, bedad !” 


If we crave for Lord Salisbury’s gore, 
Ay, an’ more, 
That cravin’ ye need not deplore 
To the core, 
An’ if we’d all gloat 
Jist to thred on his coat 
(As we’ve tried to serve Gladstone’s before), 
Rage we pour 
In the hate av the moment, asthore ! 


If, led on by Parnell and Co., we 
Seem to be 
itatin’ to gain £. s. d. 
ere i ’Tis a spree ; 
This, an’ Plans ay Campaign, 
We don’t follow for gain, 
Wid such vi’lence we simply agree, 


Don’t you see, 
In the hate av the moment, achree ! 





If, when filled up wid greed and wid gall, 
To appal, 
For Yankee donations we call, 
Great an’ small ; 
In short, if our plan 
Seems to cadge what we can, 
Sure, our brag and our bluster so tall 
We but bawl 
In the hate av the moment, that’s all ! 
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Making Light of it. 


Tue Duke of Westminster suggests that the simplest and best way of 
illuminating the town on the night of the 21st, will be by placing a 
candle in every pane in every window of every house, Now, at a 
most moderate computation, there are at least 400,000 houses in London, 
containing on an average, say, ten windows apiece, each window havi 
four panes. Multiply these together, and you will find that it will take 
sixteen millions m candles to illuminate the metropolis alone, Oh, 
what a chance for the tallow trade ! 








It is announced that the Queen has been graciously pleased to take 
the Royal box at Drury Lane for Mr. Augustus Harris’s season of 
Italian opera ; but even if, in return, Mr, Augustus Harris were graciously 
pleased to take a Royal room at Buckingham Palace for Her Majesty's 
season, we fear they would not be likely to see very much of each other. 





Oricket News. 


AT last Surrey has succeeded in defeating Notts, after a splendidly 
contested match ; the result of this is, that Notts is survy, while Surrey 
is mott(s). 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNows NOTHING ABooT IT.) 
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THE LATEST “SWEET THING” IN THE FASHIONS. 
Pasisian ladies, it seems, for gentlemen’s attire. Will the English fair adopt this,‘as they usually do 


ri 
| 




















other French ? so, men, of course, will have to play tit for tat. Our Prophet assures us that the above is a facsimile of a 
Plate of Costumes which will be published two hundred years hence to illustrate the garb of the Victorian Era. 
Shutting Them Up. | _ "Tis time for him to turn the table, Now Ready, Price One Shilling. 
(Sez CaRtoon.) Sete “ee eee JACK OF HEARITS. 
Tue Crimes Bill drags its weary length, By H. T. JOHNSON. 
On which the Government is wholly — £ wey his word, 
Engaged to and Members’ strep e Bill's enemies goes bagging, ’ ” 
EbbS slowly. » Who've thus the penalty incenr'é “JACKS JOUR NA L, 
Hard its opponents strive to stay Of gagging. (LATE “$¥ACK AND FILL") 
Its i (which they'd fain be baulking), | 4.4 should you ask what is the cry An Illustrated Weekly Miscellany for Everybody. 
And do a good deal in that way That he vents forth with such composure, PRICE ONE PENNY. 
By talking. The answer follows readily— 
But then the House’s Leader thinks Why, ‘‘Clo”-sure. 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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META eefterememos «| GUARANTEED | BR LI 'S 
5. CENTURY. «| OREEN af \ibL th PURE AND 0C04a, | 
THE BEST LINEN BUTTON SOLUBLE. See that you Set it! 


mw, CapauRY & Co., | - ——y “_aele | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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EFUN. JUNE 15, 1887. 
SLASHES AND PUFFS, Who hold it honourable to annex 
Seqeenmnnenne Another's thought—if, in the taking, they 
THE LYCEUM. ogee wo fume modestly : 
WHEN June strake warm and threatened from the sky suamaenees mae 
To splash hot rain upon the panting pave oe eerie Revere _— a eden 


a | 


Tuz Lycaum.—Says she has ust “’wakened from adream.” So she has, you 
can see it she hasn't had time to dress herself or brush her hair 


And yet withheld its hand—if June have hands— 
In ruth, for summer gown of tender tint 

And beetling height of fragile structured hat, 
Which, rained upon, might sink, a pulpy mass, 
Confusing to its owner, as to others now ; 

White ticket armed, where, printed all in red, 
The legend ran ‘* Row H, Stall 23,” 

Forth went I, called to con Zhe Amber Heart. 


AND I was pleased. Not with Zhe Amler Heart ; 
For, truth to tell, ’tis but a feeble thing, 
Which, of its own poor self, could scarcely beat 
Save in its proper compass of one act, 
And pulsates only with a life-blood drawn 
In copious streams from bodies of a build 
9 and full of health, 1 te have I seen 
creatures, panting at latest gasp, 
With blood anand rom some more generous stream, 
Live on, a borrowed life. . . . , 


bee I ce dgere a cae opm a 
or, on the whole, I m ts 
Of Sahaenoeninan’ the oll daca 

Se Oe ere ee resort, 
And not mixed up and all together churned 


2 a Cit hie ee a 
a Ps, « ON 
v 1" \ . ’ 
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Tus Comapy.—‘Tasz Rep Lamp.” 


To frothy nothingness. There are some men— 
Good men—and women too, alas the day ! 








was pleased. Not with The Amber Heart, 
Although some merit of its own it has. 

The central notion ms etty ~ 3 

And the conception tw 

Would turn and comfort pe as ae he has wronged— 
If that his verse “‘ were not his life” (see play 

For explanation more in full), is one 

Which is despicable in no degree, 

Though ill wrought out. But more—much more—thanall 
The merit of the play, and his wise tact 

Who wrote the play, lies palpably in this :— 

That he has watched Miss Ellen Terry’s moods, 

Has marked where all her talents show and shine 

To best advantage; seen what passions, thoughts 

And feelings most bring out her wealth of power, 

And with such truthful and unerring art 

Were they portrayed, that all the words were naught— 
And truly all the words were naught !—And I, 


< 
= 
Peal, 












































Tue Covurt.—" Dan pip ‘nc! 


And all, forgot all things but this sweet maid 
Of most poetic charm. So I was pleased. 


AND for this chance the gifted actress had, 

And for this maid the gifted actress was, 

And for this pleasure almost unalloyed, 

Our pinch-back poet might be pardoned much, 
Might be assoilized free and fairly, if 

** His verse were not his life’””—and others’ death ! 
But Justice, to whose honoured sway I bow, 
Locked in free vassalage an unfettered serf, 
Forbids to leave the subject thus, nor tell 

Of that pure dignity and sweet command 

Of verse, and ev’ry means that skilful art 

Calis to her aid, to give a perfect whole, 

Which Mr. Willard, as Coranto, showed. 

Nor should I fail to tell of Mr. Tree— 

H, Beerbohm Tree—as Poet Silvio ; 

He played with fervour an unthankful part ; 

Or Mr. Kemble in a stupid part, 

Not played, indeed, with great sincerity, 

But Pp withal ; of Mr. Tyars 

As firey, Lord of Stene ; A. Beaumont, too, 
As Ranulf, cheery Duke of Andradell. 

Of Miss C, Grahame also, Mirabelle— 

A handsome witch, and lusty-tempered, too— 
Who hitched her lengthy skirt unceasingly ; 

Of comely Miss Forsyth, a sprightly maid, 

And pun | Miss Giffard to complete the tale. 

So please you, gentles, twas a happy day, 

And one might worse enioy a better play. NESTOR, 
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THERE’S A REASON FOR EVERYTHING. 


Mr. Robinson.—‘* WHY, I DECLARE, Miss FANNY, YOUR MAMMA IS GETTING QUITE SToUT.” 
Miss Fanny.—“‘ AH! THAT IS BECAUSE WE ALL MAKE SO MUCH OF HER,” 











A Cheerful Companion to the 


Ist. 


2nd, 


3rd, 


4th, 


5th. 





Calendar. 
June—(First HALF.) 


Tuts day Charles Lever died, whose 
jocund vein 
Made pleasure for a generation ; 
Inmem’ry, read his ‘‘ Lorrequer” again— 
A Lever for good cachinnation. 


This day Giuseppe Garibaldi died— 
A type for ‘‘ sal’ried patriots” to study ; 
His country’s benefactor true and tried, 
Noble, where they are cowardly and 
bloody. 


This day died Dr. Harvey, he who found 


How evenly, and without haste or 


tedium, 
The busy blood our hearts goes through 
and round— 
The universal circulating medium. 
His Majesty King e the Third 
This day was born. He was not witty, 


And much in his long reign occurr’d 
To make the gods look on in pity. 
Carl Maria von Weber died this day, 
With whose Der Freischutz once the 
world was ringing ; 
Whose mem’ry yet has not quite pass’d 
away, 





6th. 


7th. 


Sth. 


oth. 


10th. 





Whose music may again be found 
worth singing. | 
Utilitarian Bentham this day died ; 
To social preiudices much objecting, _ 
Living, to cut up things he tried, | 
And, dying, left body for dis- 
secting. 
In thirty-two the first Reform Bill past, 
Grey, Melbourne, Russell, Brougham | 


pioneering ; 
But that we’re still a long way from the 
last, [fearing. 


There’s very ample room, indeed, for 


Toowitty Sie errold this day died, | 
Who spar’d sited eatiele as i foe; | 
Where others stung for hate, revenge, | 

His only motive was to launch a mot, | 


Charles Dickens died to-day, and man- 

Pipe ge Lara 
a as ever 

Let who will chatter at his wide fame’s 

cost, [hear it. 

Laugh at his gibe, or, better, do not 


This day, with ceremony great, — 
The Crystal Palace first set going ; 
And nobody saw through its fate, | 
Nor quite knows now to what ‘tis | 
owing. 








h. at 
Ast King John, at Runnymede, by 


11th, St. Barnabas was a converted Jew, 
Who duly on this day is celebrated ; : 


din C it may seem to 
H sintblp was not Few-ly 
ra 


12th. In thirteen-eight -one, Wat Tyler kill’a 
By 7, iisenth, Mover of Lon- 
on * 


Not the last time an advocate unskill’d 
A good and half-won cause has un- 


done. 
13th. Battle of Naseby fought, in which a 


Ruli “ right divine,” and in full 
‘Ge ae 


His subjects thought upon their kne¢s 


Tried the — and—got the 

worst of 

14th, Some of Wat Tyler’s famous “ Men of 
Kent” — 





ay 


Andan Archbishopslew 






sor [or ** better, 
his Barons fail’d to “‘ bounce ’ 
s d the leek this day, in twelve- 
That is, their Magna Charta, ev'sy 








« * 
OP TN ROA Ea BE oti 
















































252 FUN. 


J 


UNE 15, 1837 




















A ONREASONABLE WORLD.—(COMMUNICATED BY OUR CABMAN.) 
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‘Vou wouldn't hardly credit ‘ow onreasonabie people are! Now, jest to taxe it alter alone. I ‘ad a fare t uner day—a old lady. Ses she, 
carry my trunk downstairs? 
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must ha’ bin a nervous old lady! 








there « the pl-ece 
your ‘orse hike this,’ 


The 


‘Wy?’ ses I. 
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1 vit Ate: (? 








*‘Cabman, will you 
4 ’ " , + , ‘ ee . ae Sane ’ — . re 
Now I hates carryin’ trunks ; so I ses, very reasonable, ‘Well, mum,’ I ses, ‘I dussent leave my ‘orse, I ses, ‘he{might ran away. 


HM 





‘Well, it was the werry next week as I carried that old lady agea. ‘Ihis June it was. *Cabman,’ ses she, ‘ I would orfer you a drop of brandy to keep the snow 
out of you,’ she ses, ‘ only I know you can’t leave your ‘orse to come in an’ drink it.’ And she shets the door. As if pore old Jim would think o’ runnin’ away! She 
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1 was jest ‘avin a drain at the Growler's Arms—hadn't bin in there twenty minutes—when a constable ses, ‘ Now, then, you mustn't leas 
*'Cos he might run away,’ ses he. 1 did larf But there —there's no imagiain’ people's onreasonableniss ! 
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DRESSING FOR THE JUBILER 
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HOW THHY DO IT AT MANOHESTER, 


(By A STAUNCH LONDONER.) 


**Wuat cheek!” said I, when I heard of it. ‘‘A Grand Jubilee 
Exhibition at Manchester! I suppose every village is going to set itself 
up to have an exhibition 
now, just for all the world 
as if it were London!” 

**Manchester isn’t ex- 
actly a village,” said a fel- 
ay who gees about a good 





** Well, well—a provin- 
cial town—same thing,” 
saidI. ‘* 7 know all about 
it, You needn't try to 
teach a Londoner anything. 
A little provincial town, 
surrounded by cotton plan- 
tations—/ know.” (For I 
was determined to show 
him that a Londoner does 
know. ) 

** Perhaps you've never 
been there?” said the 
fellow. 

I couldn’t make out how he guessed that; but I replied that I was 
proud to say I never Aad been out of London, ‘* But I’m hanged if I 
don’t go to your precious Manchester Exhibition!” I added, *‘ just to 
prove I’m right. It isn’t worth the trouble, of course.” 

I entered a train, and travelled some hours; then I remarked to a 
porter, ** Look here, how is it I’ve got back to London? The train’s 
gone wrong !” 

**’ Tain't London ; it’s Manchester,” said the porter. 

It seems Manchester is mof a village ! 

Then I alighted at Old Trafford, and entered the Exhibition, ‘* Look 
here !” I said severely to an official, ‘‘don’t try to hoax me. This vast 
affair isn’t the Manchester Jubilee Exhibition, Manchester couldn’t do 
anything like ‘A¢és. Why, London can’t do better than this.” 

** Who said it could?” replied the official, And then I remembered 
that nobody Aad said it could, 

** 1’ll just have a look at your mere provincial picture gallery,” I re- 
marked pleasantly to the official. ‘* Very funny, no doubt—portraits of 
your village pump, and the beadle, and so forth, eh?” 

So I entered with a sniff, and I found Leighton’s ‘* Daphnephoria,” 
and Tadema’s ‘* Sculptor’s Studio,” and “ Artist’s Studio,” and the 
** Athlete and Python,” and ‘* The Token,” and *‘ February Fill-dike,”’ 
and ‘* With Verdure Clad,” and ‘* Venetians,” not unmixed with all the 
principal works of all the principal artists of Great Britain and Ireland. 

‘* Now, do you expect me to believe that this exhibition—far and 
away the finest collection of modern pictures ever seen within the British 
Isles—has been got together by Manchester?” I asked of the official, 
And he said I could do as I liked. 

Presently I firmly wedged that official in a corner, and spoke to him 
severely, ‘* Now, /ook here, once forall,” I said; ‘* you cannot humbug 
mé, 1am a Londoner, «I bave been round this so-called Manchester 
Exhibition. I have seen the model of ‘Old Manchester and Salford,’ 
and been up to the top of a wood-and-canvas church-tower as high as 
that of a small cathedral; I have seen a vast and wonderful collection 
of industrial machinery such as an ordinary Londoner never dreams of ; 
I have wandered among 
vistas of mechanical con- 
trivances which I’m con- 
vinced could talk and play 
chess if they chose ; I have 
had, for half-a-crown, a 
dinner consisting of so 
many courses that it fa- 
tigued me to read theitems, 
and it was eaten amid 
quiet, and scrupulous clean- 
liness, and polite and lovely 
waiters; and I have had, 
at a bar, a small and an- 
cient bun for twopence ; 
and I have toboganned, 
and would have switch- 
backed, only the switch 
back was not quite finished; 
and I have listened to two 
bands, and wandered in 
vast conservatories, and about large gardens, until I’m quite limp and 
bewildered, Now, do you intend to keep up this ridiculous farce of 
pretending that Manchester could do all this ?” 





























He replied that he did, while life remained. It appears to be a fact 
that Manchester can do all that. 

But I had not yet fired my last shot. I had a poser for him yet. 
Once more I wedged him in a corner, and said:—‘‘ Now! Now, I 
will bring the deception home to you, and cram it down your recreant 
throat! I have known from very childhood—known for certain, by 
hearsay—that the par of Manchester are very rough; that they— 
being all giants of fifteen stone—elbow one off the pavements, and 
shove, and drive one in the ribs, and never think of apologising. Now, 
I have not once been elbowed, or shoved, or driven. Vow, sirrah, will 
you still maintain that this is Manchester?’ 

He actually did : he was a most prejudiced and stubborn person. 5o 
I left him. 

But I afterwards discovered, by repeated inquiries, that it vas Man- 
chester ! 

I am coming to the humiliating conclusion that there are other big 
places besides London. It ought not to be allowed ! 


oe 


The Mysterious Member. 


{Lord Randolph, in bis speech the other day, said that he had a plan for dealing 
with the question (‘the proper defence of England,” ¢c.); but he thought he would 
keep himself. 

Lo! the long-hid Tory tipster 
With the variable views 

(Whom some call a puny whipster, 
And of sauciness accuse), 

Has been giving off discourses, 
In his old volcanic vein, 

As to Britain’s needs and forces, 
And co-members’ lack of brain. 

He declared his plan now handy, 
Would put stupids on the shelf ; 

** But just now,” exclaimed our Randy, 
‘* I shall keep it to myself!” 


Now, with all respect to Randy, 

This pronouncement seems unkind, 
Like a little sugar-candy, 

With much nasty stuff combined— 
He professes to be able 

To set everything to rights, 

And mix wisdom with the Babel 
Heard at Westminster o’ nights. 
Yet our hopes, so grand and pleasant, 

He upsets, eccentric elf, 
By deciding, for the present, 
That he'll keep it to himself. 


’Tis as though some skilled physician 
At our illnesses should gibe, 

And should mock our sad condition 
By refusing to prescribe. 

’Tis as though your cook, told plainly, 
That you long for dinner’s cheer, 

Should reply, ‘* You'll long, then, vainly, 
I shall give it you next year.” 

Thus, as clumsy slaveys, shatter 
All one’s crockery and delf, 

So R.’s plan our hopes doth batter 
While he keeps it to himself. 


But why worry? Wherefore languish ? 
Wherefore fidget, ill at ease ? 
Shall our bosoms suffer anguish, 
’Cause of Randy’s latest wheeze? 
Well we know he’s prone to prattle, 
Touching many themes and schemes 
He’s a parliamentary rattle 
With occasional comic gleams ; 
And ’tis clear (his habits show it), 
Re the plan of this cute elf, 
That he really doesn’t know tt— 
So he keeps it to himself, 


Music, 


Mr. H. E. Anpey’s morning concerts should, indeed, be a great 
success. To say that ‘‘ Adelina Patti sings,” is in itself enough to fill 
the vast auditorium of the Albert Hall, but when we also have such 
artistes as Madame Trebelli, Signor Albert Guille, Signor Del Puente, 
Signor Abramoff, Signor Bottesmi, Signor Novara, and a fully trained 
orchestra of one hundred performers, there is a combination such as will 
satisfy the demands of the most critical, and should bring golden results 
to the enterprise. 
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Nothing to Say. 


A NUISANCE it is to be shy, 

To not have the use of your tongue ; 
My sorrowful fortune, for I 

Flave suffered so since I was young, 
Years come, but no better my lot, 

I go on in just the same way ; 
I either say things I ought not, 

Or never know what I should say ! 


I fancy, when thinking alone, 
My talk full of fancy and force | 

That hardly have ever been known, 
Tis all a delusion, of course. 

For when amongst others I get, 
My shyness resumes its old sway ; 
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Dr 























I hesitate, stammer, and fret, aif, | 
And never know what I shall say SAY ME ER eR i iF) 
Bf hemes ies 
How can I get rid of this state ? go a | aesiictniins 
O what shall I do to be free? ht Sa Pra eel 
To talk without feeling the weight Wh Res Sa SRR 
That now lies so heavy on me? RN RS 7 ° eee 
I fear I must bear with my cross, Ws USER By 
And silently finish my day, WR SR WAR a ————_ 
When people will say, ‘‘ He’s no loss, SOY QEVSY SAV SEN i) RY s¢/ 
Poor fellow !—he’d nothing to say !” WAY gE tS Se RAR a A A‘ Gi 
AY ht? QQ INN SS! = SS AQ SRS Se \. eee 
MARS CRS SEG EINES Wer 
A Very Grand Piano SMX GSR RS ESSE 
® SS SAO VS < So . a" ~— ‘ 


(Mr. Alma-Tadema, R.A., has designed for Mr. Marquand, an 
American millionaire, a superb piano, the groundwork of which is 
ebony and the decorative part ivory, mother-o’-pearl, coral, &c , &c.] 

O, ALMA-TADEMA, my ancient Rum-un, 
Whate’er you do is grand and most uncommon ; 
With fancy rare you play in classic manner, 
And ‘‘lick creation” with your Grand Pianner. 














WITH OR WITHOUT. 


Literary Lodger (to new Servant).—“*OH! YOU ARE THE NEW SERVANT; 
AND WHAT MIGHT your NAME BE?” 


Servant,—**’ANNER, SIR.” 
S.—’TAINT NEITHER, SIR; IT’S ’ANNER, WITH Two Ausrcuvess 


lL. L.—** HANNAH, OR ANNA?” 








THE Duc d’Alencon has declined the Bulgarian throne, Sensible 
man! By-the-way, we hear that several inmates of Colney-Hatch 
Asylum are ready to accept the Bulgarian crown straight off. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 


























‘““WARBLE, CHILD; MAKE PASSIONAT& MY SENSE OF HEARING.” — 
Love's Labour's Lost, Act III, Scene i. 








New Leaves. 


IN Scridner’s this month appears the third part of ‘‘ Thackeray’s Un- 
published Letters.” There is also an admirable sketch called ‘* Mrs. 
Pringle’s neighbours,” by Mrs. Robert Louis Stevenson, and much 
other matter of equal interest.—In Longman'’s Mr. Rider Haggard’s 
story will be eagerly read, and there is a poem by Miss May Kendall in 
** At the Sign of the Ship,” that should not be missed.—Besides the 
pleasure derived from the literary portion of 7he Lnglish Jilustrated, 
Hugh Thomson’s clever drawings always add a charm, which is this 
time increased by Mr. David Murray’s tender and truthful landscapes in 
‘* Picturesque Picardy.” — Zhe Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The 
Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's Own Paper are all as good as 
usual, with nothing specially noticeable, except a coloured print of 
‘*England’s Kings and Queens,” from a water-colour drawing by Mr. 
Chasemore, in 7%e Boy's Own Paper. 

** Academy Sketches,” edited by Henry Blackburn (W, H. Allen & 
Co.) This includes various other exhibitions, and altogether forms a 
highly interesting collection to refresh the memory with when the 
original pictures have passed out of view.—*‘Sell’s Dictionary of the 
World’s Press” for 1887, by Henry Sell (H. Sell). The importance 
of this portly volume increases with its size from year to year, and t 
becomes cheaper and cheaper by the fixed price at which it ** Sells,” 








A COMMERCIAL deputation has interviewed the Chancellor of the 


Exchequer to urge upon him the desirability of the adoption of the 
| decimal coinage in this country. We believe there is no truth in the 
report that the Incorporated Law Society also ntends urging Mr. 
| Goschen to alter our standard coinage to guineas, thirteen-and-four- 


elena 


pences and six-and-cightpences. 


Ir appears that the projects for giving to thousands of the poor 
children of London treats in Hyde Park, the People’s Palace, and else- 
where on the 21st inst. will still leave a great number of deserving little 
ones out in the cold. The best plan would be simply to provide every 
child with a packet of sweets on that great occasion, which would 
thenceforward ever dwell in their memories as the Jujube-ilee Day. 


THERE are special attractions this year at the Military Tournament, 
Agricultural Hall, + which all lovers of the merry lobster should see. 
This ever popular annual show is for the Benefit of the Fund for Old 


and Disabled Soldiers, 
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The Bells. 
Mr. W. G. Wills, in a letter to the Daily Te/z , complains of the church bells, 
pA, © they males dap ent siake tideons oth chek duhaing clangour.”) 
HAR the clamorous church bells ! 
Noisy bells ! 


What a sound of Pandemonium their ding-ding-dong foretells ; 
How they jingle, jingle, jingle, 
Every morning, noon, and night, 
Till I’m sure their ge ee gpa 
Make my ears for ever tingle, 
And my peace of mind quite blight. 
Hear their rer grey, hie 
Like a cracked old Chi gong ! 
Oh, that tintinabulation’s worse than all the street-boys’ yells. 


Pid Oh, the bells, bells, bells, 
The jingling and the jangling of the bells ! 


Hear the Ritualistic bells, 
Ceaseless bells ! 
What a discord most distracting in their noisy clappers dwells, 
Ere has come the morning light, 
I awaken in a fright 
At their dong-dong-dong, 
For ’tis matins al] day long, 
Till they ring for evensong. 
Or tis Little Bethel’s bells 
That from opposition steeple 
Call the other kind of people. 
Oh, the bells, bells, bells, 
What a horror in me dwells 
While the ear distinctly tells, 
As the noise now ebbs, now swells, 
That there’s madness in the clangour of the bells, 
Bells, bells, bells, 
In the never-ending Babel of the bells ! 


A RUSSIAN lady recently ordered a medicine chest trom England, 
and on its arrival in Moscow was so pleased with the /oy that she tried 
its contents on her servants. The amateur practitioner gave each of her 
domestics a dose out of every bottle in the chest, saying, ‘‘ Now your com- 
plaints will have a fair chance of taking what they like best.” No 
expense was spared In burying the servants decently. 
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SWEET LITTLE EGOTIST. 


Blanche,—* Been to the Yankeries yet, Maude?” 

Maude.—*' No, Fred’s going to take me to-morrow ; but I shan’t 
see Buck Taylor. What a nuisance it is that the man has broken his 
leg. But, there, it’s just like my luck !” 








KNIOKNAOKS, 


A KNIGHT of the thimble was charged with disorderly conduct 
yesterday afternoon. ‘‘ Plase, yer Honour, I was only makin’ faces at 
the bobby when he took me 
up—faces like this, yer Hon- 
our,” exclaimed the prisoner, 
lolling his _— out, and 
squinting in a horrible man- 
ner at the Magistrate. ‘‘I 
sentence you to ten days’ im- 
prisonment for contempt of 
court,” growled His Honour. 
**I can do that on - head, 

orra,” chirped the tailor, 
bebese me heart is here,” and 
he strolled out of the dock 
rubbing his dumpling-depot 
heartily. The prison doctor 
will doubtless take an intense 
pleasure in giving Snip a 
lesson in anatomy. Officials 
delight in trying to improve 
the minds of folk under arrest 
now-a-days. 








AN American who thought 


| fit to shoot an Italian during a dispute, was recently arrested in Maine 
| and charged with murder. Two days after his capture he managed to 
| escape from gaol, and the police have received a flippant letter from 
| him, in which he politely requests them to forward his revolver to a 


very uncertain address in Canada. It is a curious fact to be noted in 
the history of crime that a vast number of homicides have established 
genuine claims to the possession of a grim sense of humour. 


No youth with more than one wife can become a member of ‘‘ The 
Young Men’s Christian Association ” in Salt Lake City ; whereat many 
elders are much pleased. 


WHEN a New York dude, with more money than brains, gives an 
order for 1,000 cigarettes, he stipulates that his monogram and the coat 
of arms of his family are stamped in gold upon his innocent smokes. 
The coats of arms generally must be a bit Zecooliar! Wooden nutmegs 
and bowie-knives are sure to figure in them largely. 


TWELVE thousand pounds have been paid for a six months’ licence to 
run a gaming-house at Spa. Rooks and pigeons are flying there rapidly. 
Some of the pigeons will bear their losses like Spartans; others will 
blow their substitute for cerebral matter out. 


PARCHMENT bills of fare are fashionable in America. Proprietors of 
restaurants find them cheaper than cardboard or paper. They boil 
down so nicely for stock-gravy. 


Last Sunday a civic authority seemed lost in thought while watching 
the movements of an ostrich in the Zoo. Suddenly, however, he roused 
himself, and warbled in sweet, unctuous tones, ‘‘I really believe that 
bird to be too tough for roasting. Yes, I feel sure he’d taste best 
boiled, and smothered over with celery sauce.” 


THE Queen Regent of Spain has broken down Spanish Court 
etiquette by handing cigars to her ministers, and insisting on the 
politicians smoking in her presence. Perhaps Her Majesty objects to 
the aroma of garlic and Spanish onions, 


SOME very sportive bipeds enjoyed a kangaroo hunt near Paisley 
recently, The kangaroo, though a very ‘‘amoosin’ little cuss,” did not 
appreciate the frolic. It fell down dead through sheer fright—a victim 


to sport ! 


DuRING the trial of a horse-thief in Iowa, the jury tried the contents 
of a three-gallon jar. There was whisky in that vessel. The spirit 
was drunk; so was the jury. Eventually the prisoner was found 
guilty of bigamy, with extremely extenuating circumstances, 


AT a meeting held by a Local Board a few days back, the medical 
officer of health remarked :—‘* Nothing whatever has occurred of 
medical interest in our district of late. Personally I may claim to join 
_ ce and general cry, ‘ Ah, yes, indeed, trade is very slack !’” 

ard lines 


THE following singular advertisement appeared in a contemporary 
the other day. ‘* Wanted a steady nurse to take care of a child—about 


| twenty-eight years old.—Apply,” etc. We trust the i#fant is harmless. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpDay, June 6th.—Revenons & nos moutons—let us return to our 
Parliamentary lambs. Said lambs return to St. Stephen’s fold quite 
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‘Never you mind, Mrs. Smith ; Master Parnell and I will see those naughty 
boys don’t molest you any more.” — 7 esday s Debate. 


frisky after their gambols in verdant pastures, and like those of Bo-Peep, 
bringing all sorts of ¢a/es, some of them of the tubby genus. 

According to present arrangements, members attending Jubilee service 
at the Abbey will be allowed to take their wives, but Gourley is 
solicitous for those members who don’t happen to have such an article. 
Hardly time for every hon, member to get one by date. Query, will 
widowers and bachelors be allowed to take a sister, or a cousin, or an 
aunt, or should there be 

‘* A nearer one 
Still, and a dearer one.’ 
Will marriage lines be insisted on? If so, lines rather hard. Smith 
good-naturedly says he’ll see what he can do for members and their 
mashes, 

Henniker Heaton pleads for the telegraphic postal order, 
find his money go quickly enough. FUN does. 

Tuesday.—Distinguished stranger in gallery—none other than one of 
‘‘ Buffalo Bill’s”’ braves come to see the pale faces ‘‘ talkee, talkee.” 
Goes away thanking Heaven he was born a savage. Chance declares 
preference for trial by a certain gentleman with a club foot rather than 
a landlord jury. Perhaps some day he’ll get his chance, 

Wednesday.—Crimes Bill going along at astonishing pace—actually 
in Clause 4 already. Manchester Ship Canal Bill read first time. 
Whatever canal may be, progress of Bill not as yet a short cut. 

Thursday. — Lords. — Grand attendance at Ascot. Not much at 
Westminster. 

Commons.—Smith sorry he can’t find room for ladies of bachelor and 
widower M.P.s on Jubilee Day at the Abbey. Fact is, such a crowd 
of German Princes to be provided for. Crimes variation in general 
programme. Government accepts an amendment, and catching 
W. H. S. on his legs— 


“* * Revenge !’ Timotheus cries, 


and moves *‘that question be now put.” Smith announces that on 


June 17th he means to stop the merry little game, 
Friday. —Lords consider the dog and his owner. 
Commons engaged with the Drummond Wolff. General Crimes 


Bill carryings-on. 


Doesn’t 








R.A. R.A.-ngements, 


IN Pettie’s bright picture, ‘‘ Two Strings to her Bow,” 

A petty mistake it were easy toshow; 

For that girl with two lovers is really a thing — 
That were better described as ‘*‘ Two Beaux to her String.’ 





A GENTLEMAN, writing from Ning-Po, China, is rather distressed 
‘hat the Celestials are slow to avail themselves of the benefits of Western 
civilization. It seems that they don’t appreciate matches that will not 
ight, soap that obstinately refuses to lather, umbrellas that wither up 
in a shower of rain, basins that crack to pieces directly hot water is 
poured into them, and wine that is made from potato-spirit, beetroot- 


sugar, and logwood chips. 





“Music Hath Charms.” 


“* Our chief musical curse is the concertina.”"— The Echo.) 


“* From harmony, from heavenly harmony, 
This universal frame began,” 
And musical man, 
From the far-distant eons, 
Has raised his proud pecans 
To the twang of the harp or the light guitar, 
The luscious lute and the silvery flute ; 
While the big drum’s bang resounds afar, 


And the piccolo’s squeak and the corne:’s toot 


Have ever been a 
Musical charm for ravished ears, 
But the amateur starts ’midst doubts and fears 


When the terrible form of ** Our ’Arry ” appears 


Waving a concertina ! 


We've heard street-organs with a heart resigned 


To the law of unmovable Fate ; 


As the German band’s foom-/a was borne on the wind, 
We have cried, we have moaned, ‘* We must wait ;” 
We've heard fiddle-learners with tranquil mind, 


Resolved we would not grow irate. 


We've danced to the *‘ See-saw ” waltz 
Nightly at parties and balls, 

Heard scores, with all the notes false, 
Of ‘* Over the Garden Walls ;”’ 

We've waited while young Mr. Scorcher 
Obliged with a violin solo, 

Our ears we let suffer the torture 
Of hearing Signor Smitherolo. 

We'd welcome these sounds altogether, 

Rather than evermore weather 

The storm raised by human hyenas— 

The fiends who ‘‘ affect” concertinas ! 





Se oo 


THE Noove Vremya, a Russian rag, while advocati 


i 


a prompt 


occupation of Herat by the soldiers of the Great White Czar, says :— 
**One bold stroke of our trusty Turkestan troops would be amply 
sufficient to convincs the Afghans of the impotency of English protection.” 
Let’s see; didn’t we do something or other in the Crimea some years 


ago? 





A YOUNG girl residing in Hoboken recently wrote to the Mayor 
begging him to introduce her to a marriageable young gentleman worth 


250,000 dollars, 


The Mayor politely replied that he hadn't a youth of 


that sort on hand, but could introduce her to several ex-convicts who 


might be worth that sum in a year or two. 
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NO FLAT. 


Marketrigger.—“ The Juggins has leased a balcony, 
asks £25 for a seat to view tLe Procession.” 





and 





actually 


Willowry.—** Well, you c:n easily give him 25 Ib., and a beating 


at anything.” 


ULEA) 








? . we — , : butions. 
G4 ‘lo Corkesronpents.—7he Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay Jor Contributie 
_~ 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 


Jn no case will they be returned unless 
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A SOCIAL PEST.—_THE DRE 


AMER. 























night. Awfuily real, you know! 


I say, you two fellows, | had such a d:eam last 


You koow, I dreemt | wa. a sort of king, wuh a crown 
and a jubilee, and all hat; «nd you chaps were a couple 
of slaves —beastly-looking cusses—just like life, it seemed ! 


on me. 


to you. Hullo, Brown. off? Well, ta-ta! 
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actly see how—or why. However— 





And you know, Jones, | thought, somehow, that 
you were your own father, and this girl was my 
grandmother, and so we were all related—don't ex- 


came upon a street arab there ; and who 


As real as life, ‘pon my word! 


We roamed about, you know, and went along the Strand, and 
should i 


it be but you! j§ Hullo! You off too! 


such a hurry? 








Dressing for the Jubilee. 
(See CARTOON.) 


THe wearer of the royal crown, 

Whose reign has reap'd so great renown 
From eighteen thirty-seven down 

To eighteen eighty-seven, 

On looking back through fifty years 
Confesses, ’mid her people’s cheers, 
That hopes fulfill’d and banish’'d fears 
Demand her thanks to heaven. 





Whilst tiring for her Jubilee, 
As in a glass our Queen may see 
The maiden, who, all anxiously, 


The British throne ascended, 
Resolv’d, through good or ill report, 
Whether her time were long or short, 
E’er to maintain an honoured Court, 

And grace with duty blended. 


Thenceforth change follow'd upon change, 
Things 
strange, 
But still, throughout her fortune’s range, 
She held the land’s affection ; 
And many thoughts must needs arise 
That urge her both to smiles and sighs, 
As thus, with retrospective eyes, 
She practises reflection. 


common grew which once were 


Now Ready. Price One Shilling. 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 





And then there was a beautiful girl awfully sweet 
Rut of course she would have nothing to say 
























And you were sweeping the crossing—— 
) - + +» Now, what 
the dickens makes those fellows slope in 
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(LATE “FACK AND FILL") 


PRICE ONE PENNY. 
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@ment of 
SHSTOReSe2OSOO046 Neuralgia. 
—Lancet. 
“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | 


proved effective in all those cases in which we 
vave prescribed it.'"—Afedical Press. 





Of all Chemiste. 
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PENS 


CE Se ee ee 


IRCULAR 
POINTED 


Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the pornts being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 


~_ 





Pex Worxs, BirminGuam; or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 


Cadbury’s 
“a” Cocoa, 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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JMR FUN WAS DETERMINED TO CELEBRATE THE E- 
VENT ,'N A,WORTHY & EFFECTUAL MANNER 








So HE BOUGHT HIMSELF A NEW WOUSE, 


CANCELLED ALL HIS 





/— ae, ~~ FF ss 
Hetialt oy ul JUBILEE TESTIMONIAL To mt FUN 
SCREW, MY ROY, © ——s 5) ee 
17 t$ SUGCESTED (By MA FUN ) THA 
A mOST FITTING METHOD OF CELEBRATIN’ 
Ors Ms $4- £ VUBILEZE WOULO OE THE PRESEN TA T#OF 
SPONTANEOUS TESTIMONIAL FROM. THE 
iSUTORS TO -mM& AUN, tT CANNOT BE 
Jo CLEARLY PNOFRSTOOD THAT SuBSsCA:. 
> HE LIST Wve WAS BEEN OPENEO 
) ARE, RAT RELY] UNTARY ) Te 
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‘INSTANT 


AL/ 


— | VOLUNTARY. F 
SUBSCY ff « 


PROPOSED A HANOSOME “TESTIMONIAL TO HIMSELF 
FROM THE CONTRIBUTORS 


"eo, 
AND STOOD HIMSELF A GOOD SQUARE 
“MEAL AT THE PROPRIETORS’ EXPENSE 





MR. FUN AND THE JUBILEE. 








VOL. XLV.—WO, 1154. 


- os ,- . — er 
RN A en NON newer ON tick, Ste — 





: 
; 
| 











260 


FUN. 





JUNE 22, 1887, 








— 


SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


their bill. Zhe Clandestine 
into the background at anyra 


up—or smuggled 
The Road to Ruin has been opened 


Lh 





‘a | 





Tue Comepy.—Tue Rep Lamp. 


up. This time-honoured road being naturally more generally attractive 
to the community than marriage of any kind whatever—though a clan- 
destine match were a pretty good start on that road, I should say—some 
good houses have been the result, though patronage might still be 
sturdier, too. The sudden arrival of the long-delayed warm weather 
may account for some luke-warmness (if the term is applicable) in this 
respect, and, good play as the one in question is, it is not altogether 
novel (if, again, the term is applicable) among the old comedies. How- 
ever, it is very heartily, honestly and cleverly played, and affordsa 
thoroughly good evening’s enjoyment. 


In Zhe Clandestine Marriage Mr. Farren, of the two managers, 
scored best, and it is but justice that in the present case Mr. Conway 
should take his turn and show up best—which he does, I don’t know 
that I’ve seen the latter gentleman play in a more well-balanced, well- 
judged, and thoroughly sympathetic manner than as young Dornton, 
Mr. Farren’s Dornton /ére is also a good mellow performance, but he 
gets off the line occasionally with his emotion, which is now and again 
too noisy for the dignity of grey hairs. Mr. Crisp would improve his 
very fair rendering of Sulky, I imagine, by representing that gentleman 
as morose in manner, rather than brusque. r, Righton is emphafsically 
(I mean no pun,) the right one (again mean no pun,) in the right place, 
though he allows his sense of humour to carry him too far when he 
represents the tremendous cropper he comes in the fourth act as having 
entirely removed the green lining from his hat-brim! Mr. John 
Tresahar is a fully competent Milford, and the same may be said of 
Mr. Soutar, if, for ** Milford,” you read ‘* Sulky.” Miss Fanny Coleman’s 
Widow Warren does ‘ excellent well” also, and is full of skittish 
humour not over-done. 


BuT not the least interesting point about the revival, perhaps, is the 
very engaging performance of Sophia by Miss Florence Sutherland, a 
young actress who gave striking signs of ability in the previous piece, 
but who takes a really remarkable step forward in this part. It is 
deliciously fresh and maive beyond the mere traditional waivetés of the 
character, and the young lady deserves very hearty congratulation. 

The Road to Ruin is preceded by Tom Noddy's Secret, and followed 
by a burlesque by Mr. Clement Scott, called Am Epilogue. I know it 
is a burlesque by the rhymes and puns, but I think it ought to finish up 
with a dance. It is perhaps necessary to explain that this is my fun—it 
is not a bad epilogue, 





Drury LANg.—Mr,. Harris opened his Italian Opera Season here 
on the 13th, with Aida. The startling novelty of Grand Opera illus- 
trated with decent scenery and appointments, ought to be attractive, 
and perhaps it will. Aida is something more than aida-quately repre- 
sented. The chorus is first-rate and the band is big. Madame Kupfer 
any us plenty of acting for our money. She knows how to sing, too, 
mut could evidently do it better once. M, Jean de Reszke was a real 
treat, though ; his Rhadames was fine to look at, sincere and strong in 
bearing, and lovely to listen to. The show in the second act was 
magnificent, the processions being neither more nor less than might be 
expected from Mr. Harris’s past-mastership in that line. 





Tue STRAND,—‘“‘ The s+ ae 7 wg ee wed ” have changed 
¢ u 


. 
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Nops AND WINKs.—The Olympic, repainted, redecorated, and re- 
drained, reopened under the management of Miss Agnes Hewett, on the 
14th inst. veral of the dramatic critics were left out in the cold on 
this occasion, receiving invitations for the second performance on account 
of the ‘‘small number of seats at the disposal” of the management. 
Have the alterations reduced the size of the house, I wonder ?—A new 
three-act comedy, 7hat Little Frenchman, by Messrs. George M. Fenn 
and R. Ganthony, goes on tour directly, with the new version of 7he 
Foreman of the Works, by the same authors.—Three matinées on 
Monday. Pupils of the Royal College of Music, at the Savoy, in Der 
Freischutz, under the stage direction of Mrs. Kendal; Miss Alice Yorke, 
at the Vaudeville, ina new piece called Comstance Frere ; and Miss 
Maude Elmore, a débutante, in New Men and Old Acres, at the Prince 
of Wales’s, Joy !—It issaid, with authority, that Mr. Beerbohm-Tree has 
taken the Haymarket, and before opening will restore the pit. More 


joy !—There is a rumour current that music-hall proprietors, having in 


their eye the immense drain on their ‘‘ artiste” resources at Christmas, 
caused by the engagement of most of the stars for the pantomimes, will 
this year make strenuous efforts, and offer huge salary-baits, to retain 
the said stars in their service at that ‘* season of the year.” Most joy! ! 
In fact, almost-too-good-to-be-true, and delicious rapture! At last we 
shall have a chance of a pantomime we can take our children to see— 
one that is something besides a series of vulgar music-hall ‘‘ turns,” 
Something /zke a Jubilee idea ! 


Tue Prince of Wales’s Theatre will anon be the scene of the produc- 
tion of a new comic and romantic ‘‘ Drama-Opera ” (shall I say) called 
Marjorie. It is written by Mr. Joseph Dilley and Mr. Lewis Clifton 
Lyne, is in three acts, and is ‘* set’’ by Mr. Walter Slaughter, whose 
tuneful muse has served him more than well for the occasion ; in fact, 
the muse-ic is lovely, and has moved rocks, melted ices, and, by skilful 
management, induced Mr. Sedger to give enormous terms—or ought 
to have done at anyrate—and has been Orph-use generally. Good luck 


to Marjorie! NESTOR, 








A PupDDLER was charged the other day with using a table knife on 
his wife. His delightfully ingenuous defence was that he had come 
home ‘‘ with a wee drap o’ drink,” and wanted broth made; but his 
partner for life objected to brewing the warm, reviving liquid, The 
poor, ill-treated invalid was absolutely fined 15s. by a compassionate 
magistrate, who, possibly, may have had some fellow-feeling towards 


the prisoner. 





PROFESSOR JAEGER advises all ladies suffering from insomnia to have 
their bed-pillows stuffed and covered with camel’s hair. He claims 
that the odour of the hirsute matter has a most beneficial effect. 
Another doctor recommends women afflicted with sleeplessness to eat 
a large braised onion every night. Neither of these physicians seem to 
take the olfactory nerves of husbands into account. 



































IN THE RIGHT WAY. 


Cousin Anné,—‘*I hope you enjoy your ride, Cousin Jane. 
is the way Royalty always goes.” 

Cousin Fane.—** Royalty cannot enjoyit more, Cousin Anne; and 
it is such a genuine pleasure to be going the same way as Royalty.” 


This 
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Love and Lucre, 


by “‘a well-known * offering to write 

verses to one’s swee for ss.""] 

THE maiden gazed with pensive eyes 
To where the stars were blinki 

She did not notice that the moon 
Was positively winking ; 


For she was lost in Lethe’s stream, 
In plain prose, she was thinking 
Of all th’ intoxicating draughts 
Of love her soul was drinking. 


The ‘‘cream laid” clasped within her hand, 
Had verses written on it, 

Full of her lover’s raptured vows. 
And, as the moon-beams shone, it 


Seemed just as if its rays were sent, 
To let the maiden con it. 

And so again and yet again, 

She read his precious sonnet. 


‘* Ah, how my Edwin’s passion burns ! ” 
She cried, ‘‘ Yes, now I know it, 

Here every sentence speaks his love, 

As all his actions show it.” 


But Venus sighed, and Eros grinned, 
And Cupid cried, ‘* Oh, blow it ! 
’T was written for five shillings by 
The lover’s ‘ well-known poet’ !” 





How to Do It. 
By AN ARTFUL TORY. 


[The Daiiy News considers that Conservatives 
seem to think that political problems can be solved 
“bya little tall talk mixed witha little soft sawder.”] 
I work on the lines of a capital plan, 
Long tested and found well to answer, 

I frown very fierce, look as stern as I can, 
For my way is to crush witha glance, sir. 
So I talk very big, suggest my foe may 

A straight-waistcoat need or a warder, 
For ridicule always is certain to pay, 

So I try tall talk first, then soft sawder. 


Then if my tall talk happens not to succeed, 
My tactics I quickly can vary, 

For he is a creature of poor soul indeed 
Who cannot change when necessary. 
Ithensmileand smirk, and wheedleand coax, 
Of my rival become an applauder, 

And so I attempt everybody to hoax 

By a little tall talk and soft sawder. 





(Ap advertisement has appeared in a daily paper 
; ines 


























JUBIL(H)EES AND SHES. 








A Tale of a Telephone, 


THE bonds of friendship never tied 
Two hearts in closer knots 
Than those which Damon Tubbs allied 


Unto young Pythias Potts. 


Their boyhood friendship, evergreen, 
Maturer manhood graced ; 
Betwixt the two there’d always been 
Community of taste. 


But kindred taste I’m much afraid, 

At times may go too far, 

For when those cronies /oved one maid, 
Well, jam led to a jar. 


By sharing ev'ry whim ; 

On this point the other cursed 
For thinking just like him. 
Virginia Green was young and sweet, 
And good as she was fair, 
Virginia Green lived in a street 
That led to Berkeley Square. 
And Potts felt love within his breast 
For sweet Virginia burn, 

Or rather boil, and she confessed 
She loved him in return. 





For though their friendship long they’d nursed 





And Damon Tubbs, who loved in vain 
The self-same damsel, lots 

Of times declared with racking brain 
He’d put the pot on Potts. 


When absent from the charming fair 
He fondly called his own, 

’Twas Potts’s habit to repair 
Unto the telephone. 


And those sweet secrets lovers tell 
In garden or in ball-room, | 

He'd breathe by ringing up his bell(e) 
In some adjacent call-room. 


Now, Tubbs’ mind on mischief bent, 
At last evolved a plan, 

By telephone to represent 
Himself as t’other man, 


And thus an assignation gain 


With Potts’ harming gul, 
Then ease his ext ’s pain, 
And all his hopes unfurl, 


The telephone, with eager feet, L 
He sought. ‘‘ Remorseless fate ! 

He cried, ‘‘ Give me Virginia sweet, 
Oh !——Give me 008.” 





He feels his bounding heart rejoice, 
He hears a sound come through ; 
She whispers in her silvern voice 
The sweet words, ‘‘ Who are you? ” 


‘’Tis I, your pet, your Potts, my sweet, 
I’ve just rung up to say, 

At nine p.m, IU hope to meet 
You in the Square to-day. 

‘¢ Our mutual love shall ever be 
Beyond decay or change, 

Like two twin blossoms on each tree 
(Don’t cut us off, Exchange) !” 


Alas! for Tubbs, before he’d bawled 
‘* Good-bye, Virginia fair,” 

Potts on the sweet young damsel called, 
Which made her rather stare. 


And when, at nine p.m., Tubbs sped 


To meet Virginia Green, 
Potts so completely punched his head, 
He wi he’d never been. 


MORAL. 
Don’t try to steal your chum’s sweetheart 
By fraud, or force, or flattery ; 


And ere you use galvanic art, 
Be careful—of the battery. 
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THE REAL CHILDREN’S JUBILEE. 
TO BE WITNESSED ANY Day IN OUR COURT, WITHOUT SUBSCRIPTION. 
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THE JVUBILEE. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


BANGING sound the cannons, with the trump and drum ; 
Festively the multitude is heard to hum ; 

Very long expected, it at last has come— 

| Hey ! for the Jubilee! Ho! for the Jubilee! 


Seats to view the pageantry can scarce be had ; 

All the world, or most of it, appears quite glad ; 

People wax ecstatical and shout like mad 
Hey ! for the Jubilee! Ho! for the Jubilee ! 


Up and down and here and there, it’s one big spree ; 

| Pleasures of all kinds and shapes are flowing free ; 

Can’t John Bull enjoy himself? Well, just you see. 
Hey ! for the Jubilee! Ho! for the Jubilee ! 
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Friskiness and merriment and vp an array 
Tend to make the dullest of Resa ¥ feel gay ; 
Ev’rybody ought to spend a happy day. 

Hey ! for the Fubilee ! Ho! for the Jubilee ! 


Then illuminations the night’s gloom defy ; 
Coruscating rockets take their flight on high ; 
Beacons blaze up cheerily and light the sky. 

Hey ! for the Jubilee! Ho! for the Jubilee! 





| Thrice ere now old England such a time has seen— 

| Never, though, on such a splendid scale, I ween. 

| Sing with all your might and main, God save the Queen ! 
Hey ! for her Jubilee! Ho! for her Jubilee ! 





A Gay Don Juan, who was to have been married a 
| few days back, absconded when he heard that seven 
ladies had entered actions against him for breach of 
promise ; and the much-loved man is cordially hated all 
round by the disconsolate daughters of Eve. 
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THE FLOWERY LANE, 


He lived in the workhouse. He lived quietly, and grumbled at the 
Australian meat and the quality of the cocoa. He thought that in the 
** House” a few bottles of champagne and a bit of truffled fowl, or some- 
thing of that sort, might now and again have been thrown in to vary the 
diet. He thought, too, that all the guardians lived entirely on the 
workhouse food, and always made a point of stealing the snuff from the 
paupers’ pockets when they lay asleep. 
Still he wasn’t a bad old man. if anyone troubled him by reading 
too many good books when he didn’t always like it, he did not storm. 
What he liked best, when he had a holiday, was to have a pipe of good 
stro , @ little something to make him comfortable, and a kind 
friend (for hi 5 |= was bad) to read to him some old bits from Bel/’s 
Life about how Conkey Bill ‘‘ tapped the claret ” of ‘* Marry-true Jack.” 
e¢ was a old worthy oubien. He had one cockney weakness. 
He really loved flowers. He didn’t shed tears because the chaplain 
wouldn’t let him grow mustard and cress in his blanket at the foot of 
the bed. He didn’t keep on the window-sill a wallflower in a blacking- 


“a of the sort. 

**T should like, Bill,” he said one day to an old friend who used to 
come and see him now and again, ‘‘I should like to see a bit of a 
country lane nigh outside the town, as we used to walk in and goa 
birds’-nestin’ in, and a-catchin’ of the butterflies, and stickin’ of ’em on 
pins, as we used to do when we was boys.”’ 


ether,” answered old Bill, ‘‘ We'll jest take a Metropolitan train on 
sunday afternoon, and have a sniff round the lanes.” 
**T should like,” said old Jack, meekly, ‘‘to pick a few wilets in the 
hedges, and to hear the birds a-bustin’ their little pipes with singin’ ; 
then I should like, if you’d stand it, to go to some quiet ’ouse, and doa 
tea and ’am and in the gardin — 

** So you shall, old mate,” said Bill, 

Then at last Sunday came round. The sun was hot, and the streets 
pre oe men ren out ee 4. eh ae gg pe <Aee ~ me 
osing time. They got into a third-class carriage. gentleman play 
“ The Maid of the Mill ” on the auntie, oan everyone joined in the 
chorus. And servant-maids were there, with hearts full of joy and heads 
full of pomatum. And under the tunnels it was as cool and pleasant as 
being in the stoke-hole of a Red Sea steamer. But they got into the 

country af Jas, 


¢y got into a quiet lane away from the crowd. 








bottle. He wasn't at all Charles Dickensy or George Simsy, or any- | 


**We rode the donks on ’Ampstead ’Eath when we was boys to- | 





** And now for the wilets,” said the old pauper. He peered about, 
but could find none, 

** Wilets—wild wood wilets,’”’ said his friend; ‘‘ why, the tramps 
ours pick ’em out by the routs; gents like ’em to make up in wood 

ets,” 

Old Jack looked about again, 

** I’m sure this here is the very lane as I used to come to with my 
father. It used to be chock-full o’ primroses and cowslips.” 

‘* He, he! old man,” said old Bill. ‘* Primrose Day settled all that. 
There ain’t a lane or a wood now nigh London but what hasn’t nary 
every primrose torn out by the roots by the tramps for the ‘ Leaguers.’” 

Old Jack sighed deeply. 

‘* But how about the pretty white trefoils? Surely {there must be 
some in that openin’ from the bank into the wood,” 

Old Bill laughed again. 

‘* Them trefoils is took by all the tramps, ’cos they sells them to the 
Paddies in London, ’cos they looks like shamrocks.” 

‘* But the ’oneysuckle ?” 

‘*’Oneysuckle be smothered,” was the answer; ‘‘ why, all that’s torn 
out long ago.” 

‘* And the ferns? I remember as how there was two kinds o’ ferns 
ere—’ard ferns and ’arts-tongues.”’ 

** Why, you hold idiot, ev'ry bloomin’ boy can make a penny or two 
by a-tearin’ them up. Ferns, indeed! P'raps you'll expect to find 
pots o’ six ale arranged in rows in the ditches next.” 

Old Jack sighed again. 

‘* And the lanes so quiet, too, I wonder what’s come to all the birds, 
There was a ‘ Hact o’ Parleyment’ to look arter them.”’ 

** Well, the ‘ Hact’ ain’t done anythink, anyhow. They’re now all 
gone.” 

‘* There ain’t no music, anyhow—no birds, no church bells.” 

But at that instant a frightful ringing sound was heard, Wild shrieks 
rent the air. An army of ‘‘ cyclers” came sweeping down, and old Jack 
was turned over into the ditch. 

** Give me,” he said that night, *‘ half a pint o’ beer and a pipe o’ 
"bacca, and a ‘orth of flowers from off a barrer, and I’ll have no 
more o’ your London lanes; they’re quite done for.” 
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SiR CHARLES WARREN proposes to prevent vehicular traffic from 


| going on during the night of the grand illuminations ; we wonder if he 
will allow Catherine whee/s to go off? 
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CONFLICTING STATISTICS. 


Ir is remarkable hc w great a difference exists between the amounts of loyalty possessed different individuals. A couple of tradesmen acquaintance 
bean cutlocthag cuatiotien of the Gonaet peaicasl te lack coeie vr, 7 _ 
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' He raled up s-me old canned goods previoesly condemned as bad, and la‘elled 


theu ‘’ Jubilee,’ at an advanced price, 











But he was greatly shocked to find that the loyalty of his customers was so small that they actually refused to have anytling to do with the goods. 

















































Sa ‘ —~ 
BUBBLER'S ik nS “fy SSAABILES —~ | p 
= Re 

; ¥ mi |} 


f 
NON - SMOKEABLE | \e. e Z Mixture " ime SNUFFS 
Eee | : : 


PIPE 
hitiall 
>e0 ~ 


wWitcr MOT DRaw Lae 
——— 








He tl | 
















i ‘ ° 





+ 
One ane Twe Toa 















Sei Shagts RANK-WN 
THREE Goo ™Eiee pa “A mesh FLOR ] 
. we: oe f 11M PaCKars 
oan Y Li BZ) UBILEE (i So 






= 


























(! \ 


| # a - | | || cer ay 5 — ‘ / ; - : , H 
i i ‘A j { . a v Z Z ; 4 , y [74 4 s A “s . 
. ( Vv oe i. y ; é “ 3 4 : : se 
cabbage leaves into ‘Colossal Jubilee Smokes,’ and presented them to my customers 


N the other hand, tobacconist writes :—'‘ I made up some magnificently fine ' 
td gratis. I was really touched to find how, in the fervent anxiety to do honour to Her Majesty's Jubilee, these smokes were snapped up like wildére | 
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THE JUBILEE. _IMPROVB | 


THE JUBILEE MINUET—?4AS DE FASCINATION BY HER JUBILEE MAJESTY, ASSISTED BY JUBILEE JOHN.—THE ond ip 
PATH WITH JUBILEE STATUES, JUBILEE STOCKINGS, AD JU) 
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OVD JUBILEE PROGRAMME. 


;RANDUBILEE PROCESSION AS IT MIGHT, COULD, AND SHOULD HAVE BEEN; WITH JUBILEE LASSES STREWING THE ROYAL 
INGS, AD JUBILEE HALF-PENCE—“ THE JUBILEE FOR EVER!” 
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WALTER KERNOCHAN, a 
phenomenal swimmer, aged 12 
years, jumped in the water and 
rescued a drowning maid-servant. 
The sweet damsel wei up- 
wards of 120 Ibs. Walter wasa 
spirited boy, and the domestic 
was a spirited woman, 





MosQuitors have put in an 
They have been imported in decayed bark ; 


but their bite is worse than their bark. 


Four grocers have been fined £2 apiece, for selling, without a licence, 
“* Temperance Black Currant Wine” which contained 20°6 per cent. of 
alcohol. ‘* Totes” who have enjoyed the fluid turn up their eyes as a 
matter of course, and say never was a grosser fraud perpetrated on 
guileless abstainers, 


A LaDy holds office as ‘‘ Mayor” in the small city of Argonia, 
Kansas. The male suffragists are charmed with her conduct, but the 
women now begin to think a male Mayor will be the hoss to go for 
at the next election. 





Mr, WHITE Mortimer, British Vice-Consul at Los Angelos, Cali- 
fornia, warns emigrants not to accept the glowing accounts certain 
nts give of iand in California, as much of it is rather less fertile than 

te Sands, Many credulous folk have been heavily landed by a 
pack of knaves, accordi 
to go out who haven't a lot of grit in their composition, 


to the V.C.’s account, and he advises no men 





idiots dragged a little girl to a private spiritual 


of us, 


s¢ance, the other night. Her nerves were so shaken that she is now a 
bigger imbecile than any of the lunatics that were present at the tricky 


A WONDERFUL reckonist calculates that 84,000,000 of pins are lost 
Unfortunately he does not tell us how many are 
-out. This little matter of detail might have been 





Tue two new war-ships now being built at Devonport Dockyard are 
to be respectively christened the Picasané and Partridge, Let's hope 
no little game will be played with public money during their construc- 





ANOTHER bloodless duel has been fought between French editors. 
The pens of the garrulous Gallic journalists are most decidedly mightier 


two sweeps, while engaged professionally on the 
roof of a house, crawled some little distance and dro ped pieces of tile 
down the kitchen chimney of an adjacent domicile. They then 
descended, informed a terrified cook that the chimney was badly on fire, 
and demanded money. 
burning soot, but he smelt a rat and gave the roguish ramoncurs into 


The proprietor of the house did not smell 





AN eminent doctor maintains that a human being has no more right 
to eat salt than he has to take hot rum and cayenne pepper. Dieting 
is gradually being reduced to a grim science. 


THE mother of a publican put an end to her existence lately, by 
a huge quantity of water out of a tap. Perhaps she was a 


a herself a hogshead of beer when imbibing 


how, nobody can deny that she came to her 





Another Victim. 


Dzar Fon,—This comes hoping you're = well and spry, 
I can’t say ‘‘as it leaves me at present,” for why? 

I’ve been vexed and lexed (7 the mild and the meek) 
Through a dread of eames efi ubllee week. 


Don’t ask me for copy on topics and such— 
Don’t ask for love-lyrics which deftly I touch. 
Nor for epics—in which I excel e’en the Greek— 
I am all of a jelly through Jubilee Week. 


I am hiding away in a far-away spot, 

And the name of that spot is—well, no matter what— 
For to tell you the truth (only truth do I speak) 
I've forgotten its name—all through Jubilee Week. 


A few days ago, I eg up a few things 

And berttal away from the town as on wings. : 
Thought I—“‘ I’ll escape from the town, which will reek 
With all sorts of terrors in Jubilee Week.” 


But on reaching this village from town so remote, 
And preparing all Jubilee-less there to float— 

I fell in a heap with a horrified shriek— 

For the natives had heard it was Jubilee Week ! 


For banners and bonfires I found they had planned, 

And they tried to play tunes on the local brass band. 
This was pleasant, you’ll own, for a man whose physique 
Had been shattered by thoughts of the Jubilee Week. 


To the neighbouring river I rushed, all inclined, 

To fish, and relief from the frenzy to find ; 

But the fish, from the barbel right down to the bleak, 
Seemed sadly upset, all through Jubilee Week. 


They dodged round my float, and they danced and they dashed, 
And there, in the sunlight, they sported and splashed. 

But my hook they ignored, with the greatest of cheek— 

As who should say *‘ Bah! 7%és is Jubilee Week !” 


In short, Fun, wherever I wander and stray, 
The Jubilee ey jumps up in my way— 
And all sorts of Jubilee fashion and freak, 
Will haunt me—ay, long after Jubilee Week ! 


I’ll not come back to town, to my dwelling so snug, 
Nor have glimmers of glee in my Jubilee ‘‘ mug,” 
Till all up in town have forgotten ot aay 

Of a// things that savour of Jubilee Week. 
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Tue Metropolitan Police have received orders to suppress ‘‘ welsh- 
ing” at the race-meetings they attend. They can easily effect this by 
neglecting to protect ‘‘ welshers” who are spotted by angry crowds. 
Simple, isn’t it, Sir Charles? 
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SIXTY YEARS SINCE. 


Miss Shortsight.—‘* Would you believe it, I have not seen Her 
Majesty since she and I were girls, and her with no more hope of 
being a Queen than I had.” | 
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A “Little Effusion.” 

My brain’s in a whirl of excitement to-day, 

I act in a totally imbecile way ; 

I’m turning back-summersaults up and down-stairs, 
And playing at leap-frog with tables and chairs ; 

I'm thrilling with joy to the'tips of my ears, 

And vent my emotion with rapturous cheers. 
What’s that you say, Mary? What, Bobby, my chum ! 
Precisely the fellow I wanted to come. 

I'll stand on my head just by way of salute, 

And greet him with cheers and a wave of my boot. 
Huzza! Hip, hooray! Ha! you open your eyes 
In a wildly unqualified state of surprise. 

Pray let me explain my exuberant joy, 

I’ve written ‘‘a little effusion,” my boy ! 

(You know how the spirit of poesy burns) 

I sent it to every paper by turns, 

And every paper, with obvious glee, 

Returned it, with perfect politeness, to me ! 

And now, oh, what rapture! My goodness! Oh, lor! 
I'll just take a tumble or two on the floor. 

Oh, no, I’m not mad, as you airily hint, 

I’ve just seen that “little effusion” in print ! 
Two guineas a column, the editor said— 

Excuse me a moment, I’ll stand on my head, 

You look at the letter, examine the cheque, 
While J tie my legs in a knot round my neck, 
It’s page forty-two, ‘* How I Coloured my Pipe,” 
Now, don’t it read awfully clever in type? 
And isn’t it rapture to write for a ‘‘ thruppenny ”?— 
Give us a back, Bob, and ‘‘ tuck in your ‘ tuppenny.’” 
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A DYNAMITER of French extraction has been ‘‘ saved,” 
and secured by the Salvationists. This amiable being was | 
any a riotous drunkard, and a violent smuggler. | 
Among his other claims to public notice may be added | 
one vigorous endeavour to murder his wife, and two at- | dh 
tempts to commit suicide. He tells his exploits with much | 
gusto, and is likely to draw much dross into the ** Ge- | 
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neral’s” money-bags. Neither Barnum nor Farini have | 
ever managed to lay salt on a bigger catch. 


JUBILEE JUBILATIONS, 








Poltwattle Jubilates. 


Your own Peter wanted to celebrate the Jubilee in a proper way, but 
was undecided how to do it, 

At one time I thought the correct thing to do, to pate the 
general rejoicing, was to set a tree in the back garden; but on a friend 
ge out in an unpleasant, slangy manner that such an affair would 

‘* only a plant,’ I rejected the idea as impracticable, at least as a 
very unwise proceeding under the circumstances. 
en came the inspiration that the only right way of showing one’s 


loyalty was 

‘To jamp, as Mr. Levi di 
Soon elt tad Ue 
as sagolaeey has it. Or off London Bridge. But when other Jubilee 
jumpers their little leaps cruelly interfered with by a member of the 
force, clad in a tunic, a helmet, and a little brief authority, it occurred 
to me that the powers that be did of look with a favouring eye upon 
that sort of thing. , 
Then it suggested itself to me that perhaps it might meet the case if I 
started a *‘ Jubilee Journalists’ Fund,” to give hard-working pressmen a 
week at Margate or Yarmouth ; but my brethren of the quill did not 
receive the idea with enthusiasm, unless such remarks as, ** Of all the 
nonsensical schemes that have been proposed in connection with the 
celebration, commend us to this ;” *‘ Amongst the many notions got up 
with interested motives, and flimsily hung upon the poor pretext of the 
Jubilee, surely none are so absurd as that of,” &c., &c., can be called 
enthusiasm, So I incontinently abandoned it. ee 
Then came the grand notion of a statue to myself in my native village ; 
but after privately com ing three fellows to go about hinting at it, 
and three more to solicit subscriptions towards that laudable object, and 
finding the statue idea was not taken up with any spirit at all, 
while the total amount of the subscription was 2s, 2}¢.—and you cannot 
sculp much of a statue, and erect it, too, at that price—I gave that up, 
ae eee ee subscriber of that sum was a very 
deaf old lady, who no doubt thought she was contributing to something 
else. ‘ 

At last that splendid idea of a candle in every window dawned in the 
brain of a a me I seized on it at once, and have emptied the 
Child’s night-light box, sent for two nds of short sixes, and am now 
prepared to jubilate with the best of If you are passing down our 
court look out for our illumination. 





Any Orders, Gente? 


As it is naturally expected that, on this great Jubilee occasion, all 
sorts of honours will be widely distributed favour, we have 
much pleasure in recommending the following persons to the following 
distinctions :— 

To anybody of the name of Richmond—the order of the Star and 
Garter, 

To any ass that likes to ask for it—the Order of the Thistle. 
. To every schoolboy in the United Kingdom—the Order of the Bath 

un, 
on every schoolgirl, ditto, ditto—the Order ot the St. Michael 
range. 

To every enthusiastic playgoer—an Order of Admission. 

To the Speaker of the House of Commons—as much Order as he can 


keep, 
To any who shall comport themselves badly towards Her Majesty— 
the Victoria Cross, 
ev * o . . + 
Mem.— Applicants are particularly requested not to stand upon the 
** Order of going " —it would look so very disrespectful. 





Tue only son of Sir Robert Peel was recently arrested by oupete 
tendent Head—head and front of the Oxford Peelers—for window 
smashing. While being run in the bold young son of a Bobby 
threatened to knock Mr. Head's cranium off his shoulders the next time 
they met in the High Street. The boy had to shell out a small fine, and 
the gallant Superintendent si!ll keeps not his head but his hair on. 
Peet junior did not appeal the con 3 but he refused to 
make an apology to the t and respected public-servant. 





ALDERMAN DOWLING, of New York, has brought in a Bill which, 
if passed, will make it a fineable offence for New York 
to allow any children under sixteen to enter their whether 
sccompasied by adults or not. Poor ‘‘uncle” has his faults; but it’s 
just barely possible he is not the dreadfully immoral, wicked character 


that some smug citizens are apt to assert him to be. Even English 
Dukes and Duc have found him useful and kindly at times, 
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CHARITY ; 

OR, THE BEST ADVERTISING MEDIUM, 
FUN’S _ charitable 
% notion—to give a 
® treat and field day 
to all - ed 
persons 0 on 
who have arrived 
at their second 
childhood—has 
been a great suc- 
cess, resulti in 
millions. Mr. Fun 
has, however, to 
confess that his 
first attempt to 
collect the dona- 
tions of the chari- 
table was mot a 
success. He began 
ie by binding himself 
that the names and addresses of the donors should be received in 
confidence and kept strictly private. The following were the results :— 


DoNATIONS TO Fun’s DOTARDS OF LONDON JUBILEE TREAT, 
(First attempt—names and address in strict confidence.) 








s. d. 

A. B.C, oi se ao 0 3 
Nemo ... fe sal ” as o 1 
Caritas (collected) _... ¥¢ tp I 0} 
Total 1 5} 





Then Mr. Fon fancied he must have gone the wrong way to work 
somehow ; so he made a second attempt. This time he stated that, 
owing to his rooted hatred of concealment and underhandedness, he 
should do his duty—however distasteful to the donors—to publish in full 
the names and addresses of all contributors to the fund. Extraordinary 
to relate, and quite contrarily to his expectations, the next post and 
every succeeding post overwhelmed him with donations, The following 
were the results :— 


DONATIONS TO FUN’s DOTARDS OF LONDON JUBILEE TREAT, 
(Second Attempt——Names and Addresses published in full.) 


Dgar Mr, Fun,—At last the longed-for opportunity has arrived— 
the opportunity of seeing a letter of mine, and my signature, really in 
print! If there are two subjects on which I pride myself, they are my 
ability in letter-writing and my name, Please do not omit to print my 


name in full,—I am, yours truly, 
DE CRESPIGNY JOSEPH ANCHOVY 
WILKINS BUNTER. 
P.S,—I had almost forgotten the ye may of my letter, to enclose £1 
toward the Dotards’ Jubilee Treat. I now make it £1 10s., in the hope 
that that may induce you to print my name in larger type. 


Deak Mr. Fun,—Charity is the most beautiful of all the virtues. 
We do feel so refreshed this opportunity you offer to throw off for 
awhile the base and sordid shackles of mere money-making (which, 
when it constitutes the sole end and aim of human existence, reduces 
that existence to a lower level than it should ever descend to), and feel 
the deeper and purer delight engendered by a good and virtuous action 
done solely for its 
own sake. We 
therefore beg to 
enclose five pounds 
(£5) toward your 
excellent and laud- 
able scheme, and 
remain yours very 
truly, 

Jones, Brown, 
Roginson, & 
Co. (Limited), 

Sole Patentees 
and Proprietors 
_.. “7 3 _Patent 

- Adjusting, 
ea - Barrel- 
inger-Stall, 
qoben Bt. Mary 

Axe, E.C. 
(Please note the address, as other unscrupulous firms advertise an 
inferior article of the same name). 
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DEAR Mr. Fun,—I am most anxious to show the world that I am 
more charitable than some other parties who think so much of them- 
selves. Observing that Jenkinshaw has not contributed to your Dotards’ 
Fund, I hasten to do so; and thus get ahead of him. I enclose £50 
(fifty pounds—one thousand shilli twelve thousand pence) for the 
purpose. Please print my name in full, so that J. may see it, and 
gasp.—Y ours truly, 
JOHN JAMES JACKSON WILKINSOP, 

Pigstye View, Forest Hill, Crouch End, Blackheath, Peckham. 


DeAR Mr. Fun,—Seeing that Wilkinsop has sent you £50, I beg 
to enclose £100 (one hundred pounds), which I will ask you to print in 
larger figures than his. 

i forget the object of your fund; but, delighted to be the humble 
means of assisting so excellent a cause,—I am, yours, &c., 

GEORGE GR!IGSON GROGSON JENKINSHAW, 
The Cabbages, Peckham, 


DzEAR Mr. Fon,—Allow me to add another £150 (one hundred and 
fifty pounds) to my previous donation. I flatter myself Jenkinshaw 
cannot afford to cap ‘hat /—Yours truly, 

J. J. J. WILKINSOP. 


[Zhe Wilkinsop-Jenkinshaw competition is still progressing, and has 
reached stupendous figures.—ED.] 


DEAR Mr. Fun,—My superannuated aunt sends ten pounds toward 
your Dotards’ Jubilee Fund. It is really I who supply the money, but 
I do it in the name of the old lady (who hbasn’t a penny, but is most 
charitably supported by me) in order that it may appear more like doing 
charity by stealth on my part. Nevertheless, I beg to withdraw the 
donation unless my name be printed in full.—Yours, &c., 

UNNOB TROOSIVE CHARRETY, Esquire, 
(Under cover of my aunt whom I support). 

Total amount received — (independently of Wilkinsop-Jenkinshaw 
subscriptions, likely to go on for some years) —£974,218,800. 








We do not know whether the loyal inhabitants of London will find 
that they have grown thin owing to their exertions in decorating the 
main thoroughfares with flags and banners; but there can be no doubt 
that a large number of them have been ‘‘ doing bunting.” 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 




















‘*WHY STAND YOU IN THIS STRANGE STARE? ”—TZempest, Act J//., 
Scene 3. 
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JUBIL-IOUSNESS. 








A Cheerful Companion to the 
Calendar, 


JuNnE—(SEconpD HA Lr.) 


16th. The Duke of Malborough, who won 
great fights, 
Death this day conquered—seventeen- 
twenty-two ; [‘‘ rights,” 
But his descendants, acting on their 
Receive his pension still—from me 
and you. 


17th, This day St. Alban met his fate— 
To be the earliest English martyr : 
Tis pitiful to have to state [Tartar!” 
How oft a Christian ‘‘caught a 


18th, This day the savage fight at Waterloo 
Was waged by Wellington and won : 
Napoleon, and his gallant regiments, 
too, [wholly done. 
Though blue at morn, at night were 


19th. The Rev’rend Mr, Spurgeon born, 
Who once was such a pulpit joker ; 

Who many thought, with foolish scorn, 
A clown without his paint and poker. 

20th. ’Tis fifty years—sing Jubilee !— 

Since first our Queen her high throne 


mounted. 
The world’s not likely soon to see 








A Sov’ reign who’s for so much counted, 


21st. Illuminate your house to-night, 
With candles, stuck in ev'ry pane, 
Lest some may think you’re making light 
Of what you’ll never see again, 


22nd, For Macchiavelli’s death don’t mourn 
to-day— Ling 
A statesman honesty and truth defy- 


He shap’d the game which crafty princes | 


play, [Lying. 
And made Diplomacy the Art of 


23rd. This day, in Eighteen-forty-eight, 
They rais’d in Paris barricades, 
And good intentions were en /¢/e, 

But were cut out by sharper blades, 


24th. Midsummer Day: Rent, rates, et cetera, 
due 
Suggesting continuity of toiling ; 
Likewise, if you’re already ‘‘in a stew,” 
That you are also on the eve of 
broiling. 
25th, The Kensington Museum ope’d this day, 
To be the joy of London’s toilers,— 
The place which folks irrev’rent us’d to 
say 
They better knew as Brompton’s 
*¢ Boilers.” 


26th, George the Fourth’s death: but still 
you may— 
If you are not absurdly tearful— 
Devote this late-come summer’s day 
To aims and entertainments cheerful. 


| 27th, This day was hang’d ingenious Dr. Dodd, 
Who, no doubt, was exceedingly to 
blame ; 
But so to check a man is justice odd— 
For writing on a cheque another's 
name, 


28th. The coronation of our Queen, 
In loyal toasts renown !|— 
How many a sov’reign have we seen 
Not worth the fraction of a crown? 


29th. The * Hansom cab” invented for our 


J°Ys 

But good things never come in pairs : 
The hansom came, for our 
, {unfair fares, 
To coal éi rides with rows for 
30th, The Duke of Argyll (not the present 
But one who liv’d in Sixteen 
five), {rebu 
This day receiv’d a headsman’s shag 

Too late to indiscretion made alive 








oy To Corresponpents.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay Sor Contributions. 


accompanied by a stamped and a fed enmvutiope 





In no case will they be returned unless 
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Cousin Maude (to ing invalid) —‘* Are you feeling better, Jack?” : 
Cousin Fack.—* No, Tam not. Heightbo! feban't be here long !” Mags see nema hee maa 
C. M.—" Poor, dear Jack! ‘Is there anything I can do for you ?” ang the place of justice. 
OTe Well—er—you might run up to the » Maude, and fetch my ‘Meerschaum and a 
ar of Bird’s-eye. you are there, it would be as well to tell ing to bring me a - that 
of Pommery and plenty of Ice. Yes—er—and just be enough to order the Cook to use THe French Officiel says 
whe Be on the Grilled Fowl I'm to have for! .__ And—er—_well—please take those | Sardines are. a page mk, _ 
your ou etest the scent of Maude !” hs deeply. : 
C. M.—* Twill,” Poor, dear Jack!” oes, — crease ! 


Up to Time. 


In youth the years fly past 
Always too fleetly fast ! , 
Time drives them on with many a 
forward push ! 
And so life slides a 
Brightly from day to day, 
Like -greased lightning through 
a gooseberry ! 
Misiostune Sais Time slow, 
years trouble go, 
With ha nex dh very few, and many 
But joy comes by-and-bye, 
paid ta a 
u —to again— 
like re a ! 
Life may be gay and strong, 
Vet short as summer song, 
Or long and sweet as note of love- 
lorn flutes. 
But whether cans bg poles, 
Or short (in weight) as coals, 
| It has to be got rid of—like old 
| boots ! 





As life is made of days, 
Let them be used always, 
So they can show that some good 
thing is done ; 
And that the frolic pen 
Is serious now and then, 
| Though writing, it may be like this, 
“fin Fun” ! 





A LOTTERY actually took place 
| in a court of law recently. During 







a 

















me a dispute between a separated hus- 
i Pi; Z/ band and wife anent the ownership 
y 7 | / of .a mangle, a jovial counsel sug- 





‘ 


a that the prize ticket and a 
lank should be put in a stove-pipe 
hat and drawn for by the litigants. 
Ot course the lady took the cake— 
we mean the mangle, and the male 
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A Violin-t Shock. 


A Mr. LAxke is said to have discovered that many violins labelled 
**Cremona”’ are not what they seem to be. If this is so, when certain 
violin collectors hear of it their hearts will (L)ake. 





A nice little consignment of tobacco and spirits recently secured by 
Customs officers was labelled “*Jam.” There was too much sweet 
simplicity on the part of the smugglers in denoting the contents of the 
boxes thusly. Had they marked the chests ‘‘ tinned mushrooms,” the 
packages would have passed easily. 


NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


Jim OB Ga) ae aaa - SS. 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 








Price One Shilling. Post Free, 1s. 24d. 


“OUR LADY QUHEN.” 


EVENTS PUBLIC AND DOMESTIC—{1819-1886). 
Briefly Chronicled by 0. H. ROSS. With Eighty-four Illustrations. 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 
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Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


| BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. | 


Reckitts 
Blue 


See that you get it! 
As bad inakes arc often sold 
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TO AND FRO. 











FROM THE JUBILEE PROCESSION, 











DOTS BY THB WAY. Not an Ode-de-vie-nal Par, 
—" ek a BARD Morais (not William, but Lewis) is ordered 
THE DAY OF JUBILEE. To write the Sonat Institute Ode, 


*Cause his style on the Laureate’s often has bordered, 
And Ae knows the true Tennysonian code. 

Now, Morris is smart, so perhaps people won't 

Exclaim, when he bringeth his ode out, ‘* O(de)-don’t !” 


AND fifty years have passed away 
Since that bright sunny summer day 
When, blushing maid, all in her teens, became our Royal Queen; 
And here again in Regal State, 
While people shout with joy elate, 
This Lady Queen and well-beloved again in pomp was seen. 
WE hear that certain fragrant and cunningly contrived bouquets for 
For we her Year of Jubilee | ladies are a big take in New York. In the centre of the pretty bunches 
Did celebrate in high degree, | of flowers half-pint bottles are neatly concealed, The bottles are filled 
| with cool refreshing cocktails ; straws run through the corks, and as the 











And made the welkin ring again with loyal shouts and ckeer. 
With shouts that rang ‘‘ Long live the Queen !”’ | gentle daughters of Eve take a sniff, they can enjoy a “ snifter,” 
No greater e’er the world has seen 
Nor ever may, so good and true in all her long career. : 
Tue Assembly of New South Wales has passed a Divorce Extension 
From early dawn the people came, | Bill, Its main provisions make desertion, cruelty, and seven years’ 
The lithe and young, the old and lame, | penal servitude, grounds for ing the Gordian knot. Hard lines for 
Great crowds were pressing all the way where banners streamed on high, | the respectable married burglars, an have hitherto been accustomed to 


From window and from balcony returning to comfortable tea and muffin quarters after serving their time ! 


Fair dames ef high and low degree 
Gazed out to greet their Queen while this gay cavalcade passed by. 


And all along the sunny way, 
Where flags were flying bright and gay, 
Some bearing words of gladsome greeting, and each wish was good ; 
Then ringing cheers passed through the crowd, 
** God cam the Queen” came long and loud, 
While troops, with martial music played, went forth to swell the flood. 


There royal princes great and grand, 
And potentates from every land 
Joined in the long procession as it slowly took its way 
On to the old Cathedral,* 
To bow and thank the Lord of all 
That he has blessed our well-loved Queen to see this gladsome day. 


The joy-bells rang from shore to shore, 
All mingled with the cannon’s roar, 
While shout and cheer went ringing through the ever-surging throng ; 
And every heart with joy elate 
Came forth that day to celebrate 
This Jubilee, in merry dance and never-dying song. 


And with the crowd Fun raised his voice, 
When every myn sood ligh < reir be loved t ? 
en e ighted up with joy he loved to see 
“He doff'd his cap and r his bells Ss . 
And clieered, as still the chorus swells, : ” 
“Long live the Queen” was aye the song through all the day of Jubilee. OUT ON THE JUBILATION JOB. 
* Westminster Abbey.—[Ep.] Eliza Ann.—** What shall we ‘ave now, MaryJane? ‘Arry stands 
treat this journey, don’t yer know!” ; 
Mary Fane.—* Well, 1 thinks as 'ow some Neyapolitan Hices ‘ud 
A CORRESPONDENT states that the Duchess of Hamilton intends | go down smooth ; and hafter them a ’Merrikan drink hapiece and a 
opening a milk shop in Ipswich on the ready-money principle. No | dozen or two Mackyroons wouldn’t do us no ‘urt. 
chalk-up or down, under any circumstances whatever. {'Arry, reduced to his last half-crown, quivers, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


Drory Lang.—Mr. Harris has distinguished himself with charac- 
teristic magnitude over his operatic season—even up to now, and good- 
ness knows what “‘ more remains behind.” He has introduced to us 


Sd 








Davury Lanz.—“ Ficarzo! ra!” 


a tenor well within measurable distance of being the finest since Mario, 
a splendid bass, about the worst Norma on record, and last (up to the 
moment of writing) but not least (save in the matter of inches), certainly 
the most attractive of Rosinas possible. Patti might have been ‘‘in it” 
with her once, but she is not now. 





MLug. SicGrip ARNOLDSON, the lady in question, lacks something 
of physique, and, consequently, of importance in ensembles ; otherwise 
she is a born Rosina, dainty and piquant. With a pure, fresh voice, a 
style unmarred by effort or palpable trick, a sense of humour quietly ex- 
pressed, youth, and “‘ loveliness”—she is a sort of pocket Venus—she 
is armed at all points for popularity, and, in point of fact, had her 
hearers on her side in the shortest possible space of time. 





THE tenor, Signor De Lucia (with a comical resemblance, full face 
to ‘the poet” Calmour) was, vocally, weak, though better than ona 
previous occasion, and his acting was nothing to boast of, though in- 
offensive —of course, no operatic tenor could be expected to ‘‘ simulate 
intoxication” with anything like accuracy. The other parts were 
rendered in the best form. M. Edouard de Reszke’s magnificent voice 
and style gave the part of Basilio full importance—a pleasure to the un- 
instructed, a delight to the technical ear and soul. Vocally satis- 
fying also, and quite up to operatic acting form, was Signor Battis- 
tini’s Figaro, and the Bartolo of Signor Ciampi was comical. Mlle. 
Desvignes’ contralto assistance must not be overlooked. If anything can 
revive Italian opera, it will be Mr. Hartis’s way of doingtit. 


JarANese VILLAGe.—The approach of summer—or, perhaps, I 








Drury Lange.—Basi1i0's Base-sor{ijo ! 


should say, the sudden swoop of summer—signalises the decline in at- 
tractiveness of the dramatic entertainment, and the rise of the light 








— ee 











musical, particularly that form of it which permits of the smoke and the 
promenade. With this fact in its eye, probably, the management of the 
Japanese Village has just commenced a series of promenade and 
smoking concerts which fill all requirements of promenade and smoking 
concerts, and bid fair to be popular. The principal vocalists have been 
Miss Phillipine Siedle, Mdme. Leussens, Miss Mary Rachel, and 
Messrs. H. Sims Reeves, Sidney Tower, and Donald Balfe. 


Nops AND WI1NkKs.—If there is truth in the assertion, which is being 
circulated, that a well-known dramatic critic has used the influence of 
his position on a morning paper to obtain the dismissal of Miss Agnes 
Hewitt’s first-appointed acting manager, ‘‘all on account” of some 
private matter, I should think scandalous impudence and small-minded 
spite could no further go; and I trust Mr. Moore’s action, if he brings 
it, will succeed, If it is mot true, the adverbs and adjectives I have 
used belong to the other side for circulating—such a report.—Mr. 
Moore’s successor, by-the-way, can scarcely be counted an absolute 
success, I should say, as far as the “‘ first night ” went, seeing that many 
of the critics were invited for the second representation of 7he Golden 
Band, *‘on account of the limited space at the disposal of the manage- 
ment,” whereas much of the space was unoccupied.—Mr. Augustus 
Harris has the Glasgow Grand Theatre under his command now. He 
has just acquired a seven years’ lease, and the pantomime is to be some- 
thing wonderful ‘‘ they say.” Italian opera will probably be his opening 
card. Let Harris (like Glasgow) flourish! Eh?—Mr. Irving has 
bought 7hke Amber Heart. It is well that Miss Terry’s beautiful inter- 
pretation of this important part should not be lost, and with the play 
added to the Lyceum repertory, Mr. Irving will have the opportunity of 
taking a rest now and again. 


Matinées are to the fore just now, of course. Among others, Miss de 
Witt does Frou-Frou (‘‘ they all de Witt!”’) at the Prince of Wales’s, 
on the 7th prox.; and a new play, founded upon one of Mr. Rider 
Haggard’s novels, by Messrs. C. H. Chambers and S. Little, will be 
brought forward by Mr. Charrington at the Vaudeville on the 12th. 
Devil Caresfoot is its cheery title. 


Hans the Boatman, Mr. Charles Arnold’s new Jly Sweetheart 
piece, arrives at the Grand at Islington on the 4th. This is the thing I 
intend to ‘‘go 4,” if Mr. Freeman will ‘‘ pass 2,” NESTOR. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BoRLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 























“From Top to Tor.”—Hamilet, Act 1. Scene 2. 
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THE EFFEOTS OF IT, 


——— o> HEN IT was all over, we 
TRAI — J 
IMANSIONF A 








and whistled for our re- 
porter. It was some mo- 
ments ere we could master 
the tightness in our throat: 
then we sobbed, 

**Go round, James, if 
you cam do it, and havea 
look at all the poor crea- 
tures now,” 












nerved ourself to the task 











Silently, and with averted 
face, he crept out. 
* 7. 


Toward evening he came 
back, and, sinking into a 
chair, covered his face with 
his hands. 

‘*How are they all?” 
we asked, after a struggle. 

He burst into tears, and 
said, ‘“‘Floppy! oh, so 
floppy! It’s oo dreadful.” 

“Tt is, then, even as we had feared,” we murmured, *‘ The Royal 
Family——” 

** Very weak—very ; but still sleeping, and in a fair way to recovery.” 

** Where next ?” we asked. 

“*To see poor Jones, the stockbroker,” replied our reporter. ‘ He 
| Was sitting up in bed and rubbing his eyes. Then a great, bright joy 
| lighted up his face, and he shouted, ‘Hooray! Three cheers for the 
| Queen! Let’s have another glass! No office to-day; it’s only once in 

fifty years! No off. * Then he broke off, and, with a dazed and 
wandering eye gazed upon us, and as I gently led him downstairs, put 
on his City hat, placed his regular morning paper in his hand, and told 
him that the 9.15 Mansion House train was due. Mechanically, and as 
one bewildered, he entered it: but at Victoria a great joyous smile once 
more lighted up his face; and he alighted, muttering about having a 
look at the preparations along the route. Seven times in that weary 
journey did he turn aside; seven times I led him gently back and 
turned him Cityward. At length i 

** At length you broke it to him?” we gasped. 

**I did. With a great—a superhuman efiurt—I braced myself to do 
it. Stroking him softly, and cheering him with a smile I far from felt, 
I said softly, ‘ IT is all over now.’ 

*** All over?’ he repeated ; ‘all over? Oh—ah—yes—the rejoicing 
is all over the place. Yes, yes—one more glass.’ 

***No, no,’ I gurgled; ‘the WHOLE AFFAIR is over. It is 
working time again.’ 

‘* For a single moment my meaning dawned upon him. 

‘** What!’ he wailed; ‘all over—the—the fu—. Do you mean to 
tell me I am to return to the ordinary routine of life—to the drudgery 
of business—to Throgmorton Gardens and Draper's Street? No—no; 
it’s not true; it cammot be all over; it was to last forever! Long live 
the Queen! Come and dine with me at the Club: we have a festival 
there in honour of > And then—” 

** And then?” we asked hysterically. 

‘*The poor fellow gave up his chambers in Draper’s Street, and 
ordered in another gross of assorted flags, and is still at it. There is 
little hope of re- 
covery.” 








oe oe 











“Then you 
went to see—?” 
we asked. 


** Poor Brown 
and his wife. 
Mrs. Brown’s fs 
a most harrow- 
ing case. I told 
her five-and- 
thirty times that 
cook wanted to 
know how the 
cold beef was to 
be done up. 
With a round 
and ges 
eye she glar 
upon me, as 
she murmured, ‘ Return to all those prosy domestic worries? Never— 
never—never. Come, John, we must go; our seat will be filled up— 
we shall be too late to see the procession.’ Alas, she will never, 
never settle down again either.” 











We sighed heavily. After a moment we stretched forth our hand 
towards a huge silver tankard. ‘* Come,” we said, “another long, 
long drink to Her Majesty!” Then, with a sob, we drew back our 
hand as though the great something had burned it—the tankard was 
empty—drained to the dregs. Sadly, sadly, with a rustle as of autumn 
leaves, faded shreds of bunting fluttered down around our heads. 

Then at that moment the printer’s boy came in and demanded copy 
for the next number. With a wild cry, like unto that of a tortured 
— we hurled the arid goblet at the urchin and reduced him toa 

er. 

“* Now come !” we yelled, gripping the writhing’ reporter by the hair, 
“‘come! Refill the foaming cokes to the = and so to it again ! 
No more will we sink back amid the dull monotonies of work-day exis- 
tence. Ho, then! more flags and decorations! Drink, and hang pub- 
lishing day!” And we really find it is a vast improvement on the 
ordinary way of life, : 

——=_ SaecneaanEEEEE” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, June 20.—Lords dispose of ten clauses of Halsbury’s Land 
Transfer Bill. If measure will do anything towards making transfer of 
land more like any other business transaction and less like a web for 
legal spiders to entangle lay flies in, the sooner same in working order 
the better. 

Commons.— Matthews having explained that in order to meet public 
convenience, authorities 
had decided not to pre 
ceed in cases where pub- ‘ \" 
lic-houses kept open till : ~ 
2 on Wednesday morning. 
Wilfred, the intemperate 
advocate of what he calls 
temperance, hints at pos- 
sibility of some bigoted 
meddling by ‘“‘ the melan- 
choly race.’’ House goes 
into matter of Coal and 
Wine Dues’ petitions un 
duly obtained, and puts a 
rod in pickle for Mr. 
Bidmead. 

Tuesday.—Both | 
Houses to-day instead of | 
forming the theatre of 
history, are adapted as 
green-rooms and dressing- 
rooms, the stage on this 
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occasion being the vener- | \qqQueeeant mm = ees 

able pile across the road. <a GR. CZ i wt 

House of Peers a dazzling ee a | 

show of brilliancy, rank _ 

-_ —- - for oT Tue Corporation Cartcn. U7 
wer House, it wou ‘ : 

seem as if the consum- ine oe os in bint enous, 


mation so devoutly wished 
by Woodall, had arrived, : : 
and even further progress made by the ladies, for there ‘s Mrs. Glad- 
stone seated on the Treasury bench and chatting merrily with Holmes 
and Gibson, Irish Attorney and Solicitor General. ‘‘ Coming events. 
quoth Mundella across the table, without explaining whether the 
shadow in question is of feminine or Gladstone occupation of Ministerial 
benches. Certainly House looks all the better for the refining influence 
of lovely woman’s presence and lovely woman looks all the better 
released from the gallery gri/ie. Pleasing, too, to see that the 
parthy”” have sent a deputation, though small, in Kennaway, O'! lea, 
Nolan, and Macdonald; and both Houses adjourn to Edward 8 Gothic 
aisles, wherein to-day, indeed, the fabric of the British Constitution ts 
environed, the loyal pillars crowned by the Royal and Imperial Capitol. 
Wednesday.—Speaker off to-day to Oxford, for to-day Alma Mater 
honours herself by honouring one of her own boys with degree of D.C.L. 
Jennings give notice that he intends to speak out on subject occupying 
many men’s minds just now—.¢., the fact that we are ruined, not by 
Chinese, but other foreign cheap labour. Mines Regulation Bill sent into 
Committee. General discussion on best ways and means for minimising 
itfalls of the pitman. 
gag oe gd be Lord Cowper. The powers that be at the Admi- 
ralty are snubbing Naval Volunteers. Bidmead, the petition forger, - 
bid attend to receive his meed of censure. Has rather a bed quarter = 
an hour with Speaker. Howell whispers to Bradlaugh, ‘* We've got t 
little fish, but how about the big ‘un?” The House very — 
for Fowler. In Committee on Mines Regulation Bill, House refuses to 


i ith the labour of honest women at the pit brow. , 
yy 0 epee hee chatter in Lords, Howell discusses technical 


education in Commons. 
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EXTENSION OF THE DEPUTY SYSTEM. 


[An acticn was lately brought by a dcctor of Bury to recover fees for professional attendance given by an unqualified assistant, who also prescribed and made up the 
medicines ; the doctor, in fact, having no hand in the affair. The action was dismissed ; also the appeal.] 
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Our Special Invalid says that sort of thing is all right when you get used to it. He himself was, perhaps, a little surprised the first time his serious and critical state 
decided him to indulge in the crack physician of the day, when a respectable lad walked in and said, ‘‘ Pleese, sir, Doctor Crackfeese beckoned me in from my crorsing, 
and arsed me to come and attend you as his repperysentitive.” 







































The Rreat thing is to be delicate about the ee. It's awfully bad form to ask the price, or anythir g like that ; so you put a sum that is cer/ain to be enough—say one 


thousand pounds—in a bag, and un btrusively place it on the table.) The whole thing only wants getting used to. 
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EKNICKENAOKS, 
** PLaseg yer wortchip,’ said an Ir'sh prisoner, *‘ I had been drinkin’ 
a Jubilee drunk that same night wid some frinds o’ moine, and afther 
breakin’ up, I was passin’ past 
the house premiskous, whin 
ome one shouted out ‘ Thaves, 
thaves!’ as loud as iver they 
could bawl. Thin, yer wortchip, 








I thought I moight jist as well 
help to catch reskels, so I 
crep’ in at that same coal-cellar, 





eo whin the pleece very 
y laid holdt on me, 


and mistookt me for the thafe, 
instid of thankin’ me richly, as I 
desarved to be, by jabers. Yet 
I'll plade guilty to loiterin’, just 
tosave yer wortchip any throuble, 
if you'll dale wid the case sum- 
merified.” ‘*You deserve to 
have it hot,” remarked his wor- 
ship, grimly; ** but as it’s 
Jubilee year, I'll let you down 
with four months’ hard labour.” 





On a recent Sabbath, 2 demonstration against Sunday sailing was 
held at Kirkcaldy. Wild speeches were delivered on the fearful 
iniquity of Sabbath-breaking. After the orators had exhausted 
themselves, the weather-beaten captain of a large steamer invited the 
demonstrators to take a free trip on the briny. Over three hundred 
pious Scots availed themselves of the glorious opportunity of indulging 
in a gratis mal de mer. They felt better, Christians next day. 


THERE was a very lively wedding at Ballymena a short while back. 
During the marriage service the sister of the bridegroom became restive, 
used swear-words, tore off the bride's veil, and gave her a black eye as 
a wedding present. Wedding-cake and whisky made matters smooth 
later on, 


One of those singular but reliable creatures who poke their noses into 
figures has found out that among every 1,000 bachelors there are 38 
convicted criminals ; while married men the ratio is only 18 per 
1,000, It’s astonishing how artful the male biped becomes after going 


through the marriage ceremony. 


IT is said that a Jubilee Indian magnate’s Jubilee hotel bill for two 
months’ board, lodging, and washing amounted to over £1,500. What 
a Jubilee junket! We trust the grandee is not suffering from Jubilee 
jambaree jimjams. 


A FOSTER-MOTHER recently appeared as defendant in a novel action, 
In blissful ignorance of the law, she retained a baby as security for debt 
incurred by the infant’s mother for its pap and lodging. The judge did 
not suggest that the infant should be cut in halves. He hinted delicately 
that its papa deserved a flogging. 


Dr. WILLIAM H, VON SwWARTWOORT, an American, proposes to 
get rid of money altogether. He'd better start a theatrical show, or 
try to run a daily paper, just to acquire a little easy practical experience, 





JeAMES sneeringly states that H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge makes 
a practice of <r, a pint of beer every morning at breakfast. Possibly 
this is why the genial old soldier looks so stout and hale. 


Prince GEORGE OF GREECE created some little sensation during 
the Jubilee festivities. Although only sweet seventeen he is six feet 
three inches in height. Rude Kepublican Greasers say that he would 
boil down well for candles, 


In their ardent desire to cement a lasting friendship with Russia, the 
Parisians actually drink Russian beer in preference to German lager. 
Surely we can laugh now, and say they are droll, these Frenchmen ! 





A Frew days back a bibulous biped named en was charged before 
the Chester istrates with drunkenness. He pleaded that it was 
Jubilee time and therefore he thought it his duty ‘‘to go the whole 'og 
or none,” 





A MAN has been fined £5 and £15 costs in New Jersey, for scoffing 
at the Old Testament. He professed himself doubtful as to whether 
the lion and the lamb lived on thoroughly amicable terms in Noah's ark. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or “Fon.” 


S1r,—You'll no doubt agree with me, we’re fairly through the Jubilee ; 
and, never since I reached my teens, saw I so many kings and queens, 
so many lords and dukes and those, or such a lot of pretty clothes. 
Well, Sir, it’s over and away (the weather, too, was fine all day) ; and 
I enjoyed myself no end, where mirth and wisdom softly blend ; and 
when there’s next a Jubilee—well, Sir—*‘ may I be there to see.” Mean- 
time (as, p’r’aps, you cannot wait), let’s see to that north country ‘‘ Plate.” 
I mean—of course you understand—the one they call Northumberland ; 
and here, before I let it slip, is that same all-important 

Tip. 
YE feeble little clerkling, stooping closely o’er your desk ; 
Ye burly coal-collecting cove, rejoicing in your might ; 

Ye shapely little lady ‘‘ princing ”* gaily in burlesque ; 

Ye ‘‘living-on-the-edge-er,” with whom money’s ever tight. 

Oh, hearken to the Prophet as he giveth forth his lay ! 

Oh, list to the Vaticinator, never known to fail, 
Believe the aged Fingerpost that points you Fortune’s way, 
And send him little presents by the next ensuing mail. 


To go and back the favourite is seldom wisdom’s plan, 
Yet favourites have something in their favour to be said, 
So deal with Exmoor daintily, avoid him when you can— 
And, on the whole, he’s not the sort of animal to dread. 
But Quilp’s another pair of shoes, so prythee mind your eye, 
And though I do not ¢hink he'll win, undoubtedly he may, 
A-many say he won’t, and these are chaps reputed “‘ fly,” 
While many fellers (also fly), believe the other way. 


Now, as for me, though Selby’s unattractive for a ‘* spec,” 
You're pretty sure to see him first (supposing he’s in front). 
Though Mirth can with a Puritan be never neck and neck, 
Yet one should beat the other, or the other head the hunt, 
In Nappa you may greet a Napparition of your fears, 
He’s like enough to go to sleep, and like enough to win. 
Can Givendale be taken-dale through all the rolling years ? 
Or Lady Loathe-ian gain a love the value of a pin? 


Cease speculating vainly, and you'll speculate to score,— 
Though Renny be a rennygade, he yet may serve for play, 
As Castor will, and Vagabond, and very many more, 
I rather doubt, however, if there’s one of them will pay. 
No; look you to St. Michael, and your gaze will have reward ; 
Let Quilp your thoughtful artfulness ungrudgingly engage ; 
Do what you like with Exmoor (lose your all or crown your hoard) ; 
But wander not from Quilp, from good St. Michael, or the Sage. 





kev | 


And that, I rather think, ’s a tip which has the winner in its grip, by 
which a fortune may be found for ev’ryone for miles around, and which 
might have attractions for a smart Exchequer’s-Chancellor. Think what 
a grand—a noble—thing, the country on its legs to bring, and by a well- 
directed bet, clear off the nation’s standing debt! Oh, pause, friend 
Goschen, in your ease, and ponder questions such as these, and be not 
deaf to fame when thus admonished by TROPHONIUS, 


* “ Princing * more accurately descriptive than ‘‘ queening.” 
———————————— 


Tue Sultan of Morocco has issued an edict that every Mahommedan 
found tangle-legged is to be ‘‘leathered,” 
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THE THE NERVOUS. 














| SOME “PRETTY HOW D’YE DO’S.” 








Gas” To Corrzsronpents.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will thay be returned unleus 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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A MERE BUOY. 











Timothy Turnups, regarding all natives with a 





























The sea is almost irresistible. 


lofty contempt, takes a stroll on the beach. 
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To yonder buoy. Reaching it at last, Meets with some mishap, To the great delight of the natives, 
who had previously purposely tarred it. 
The Jubilee Bill. While the feast is on, AN old lady who attended the Jubilee festivities at Chipping Sodbury 


(Sze CARTOON). 


BRILLIANTLY gay 
Was the Jubilee ; 
y went away 
ose who came to see ; 
Splendid was the Show, 
Managed with great skill, 
Huge success—but, oh ! | 
Who's to pay the bill? 


John Bull and his Queen 
Spent a jolly time ; be 
Joyous was the scene, 
Ev'rything was prime ; 
Brightly shone the sun, 
arm the welcome ; still, 


Ha 


After all the fun, 

How about the bill? Nor TO pe Pirrep. — The Briefly Chronicled by C. H. ROSS. 
Qualms tread close upon, ladies of the seraglio vaccinated 

Jaunting revelry ; by order of the Sultan, 


All goes merrily ; 
When the feast is o’er, 

Comes the bitter pill, 
Namely, a long score,— 

Who's to pay the bill? 


the 


revious exhilarating occasion. 


has a very vivid recollection of George III.’s Jubilee rejoicings. 
wore the same Leghorn coal-scuttle bonnet that she appeared in on 
Both the venerable dame and the 
Jubilees’ bonnet seemed to be in an excellent state of preservation. 
Lavender and good spirits work wonders ! 


She 














Fatherly. 


[Mr, Walter Pater has just brought 
out a new book called “ Imaginary 
Purtraits."’] 
| ** IMAGINARY Portraits” seems to 
[greater ; 





NOW READY. 


By H. T. JOHNSON. 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


TAO BR OFS HmwA. 207 S&S. 





As great as any similar book, or 
If that’s the case, it is not strange 
that P. [ Pater. 

Is not ashamed to figure as its 








Price One Shilling. Post Free, 1s. 24d. 


“OUR LADY QUEEN.” 


EVENTS PUBLIC AND DOMESTIC—{1819 1886). 
With Eighty-four Illustrations. 





TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 



















for a QUARTER 
of a CENTURYas} 


REEN, CADBURY & CO., Birm 
kinds of Linen, Metal, and 








GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


iS ON EVERY CAR 


THE BEST LINEN BUTTON 





, Manufacturers of all 
ear! Buttons, &c. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
ints being rounded by a new process. 
Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BrRANDAVER and Co.’s 
Pen Works, BIRMINGHAM ; or to their Wholesale 

Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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Ask your Stationer for a 
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